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VERSES 

IN     PRAISE     OF 

Mr.      D     R     Y     D     E     N. 

On  Mr.  DRYDEN\S    Re  li  gio  Lai  ci. 
By  the  Earl  of  Ros^'ommon. 

BE  gone,  you  flavcs,  you  idle  vermin  go. 
Fly  from  the  fcourgcs,  and  your  mafter  knowj 
Let  free,  impartial,  men  from  Dryden  learn 
Myfterious  fccrets,  of  a  high  concern, 
And  weighty  truths,  folid  convincing  fenfe, 
ExplainM  by  unafFe6led  eloquence. 
What  can  you  (Reverend  Levi)  here  take  111  ? 
Men  ftill  had  faults,  and  men  will  have  them  ftill ; 
He  that  hath  none,  and  lives  as  angels  do, 
Muft  be  an  angel  ;  but  what's  that  to  you  ? 

While  mighty  Lewis  finds  the  pope  too  great. 
And  dreads  the  yoke  of  his  impofmg  feat, 
Our  fefts  a  more  tyrannic  power  affume. 
And  would  for  fcorpions  change  the  rods  of  Rome ; 
Tliat  church  detained  the  legacy  divine ; 
F.aiatics  caft  the  pearls  of  heaven  to  fwine : 
What  then  have  thinking  honcft  men  to  do, 
B'lt  chufc  a  mean  between  th'  ufurping  two  ? 

Vol.  I.  B  Nor 
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Nor  can  th'  Egyptian  patriarch  blame  thy  mufe. 
Which  for  his  finnncfs  docs  his  heat  excufe  j 
Whatever  councils  have  approved  his  creed. 
The  preface  Aire  was  his  own  aft  and  deed. 
Our  church  will  have  that  preface  read,  you'll  fay  : 
'Tis  true :  but  fo  ihe  will  th'  Apocrypha  5 
And  fuch  as  can  believe  them,  freely  may. 

But  did  that  God  (fo  little  underftood) 
Whofe  darling  attribute  is*  being  good. 
From  the  daik  womb  of  Uie  rude  chaos  bring 
Such  various  creatures  and  make  man  their  king. 
Yet  leave  his  favourite  man,  his  chiefeft  care. 
More  wretched  than  the  vileft  infe£ls  are  ? 

O  !  how  much  happier  and  more  fafe  are  they  ? 
If  helplefs  millions  muft  be  doom'd  a  prey 
To  yelling  furies,  and  for  ever  burn 
In  that  fad  place  from  whence  is  no  return, 
For  unbelief  in  one  they  never  knew. 
Or  for  not  doing  what  they  could  not  do  ! 
The  very  fiends  know  for  what  crime  they  fell. 
And  fo  do  all  their  followers  that  rebel  : 
If  then  a  blind,  well-meaning,  Indian  (Iray, 
Shan  the  great  gulph  be  (hewM  him  for  the  way  ? 

For  better  ends  our  kind  Redeemer  dy'd. 
Or  the  fain  angels  room  will  be  but  ill  fupply'd. 

That  Chrift,  who  at  the  great  deciding  day, 
(For  he  declares  what  he  refolves  to  fay) 
Will  damn  the  goats  for  their  ill-natur'd  faults. 
And  fave  the  ihecp  for  anions,  not  for  thoughtf> 

Ha 
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Hath  too  much  mercy  to  fend  men  to  hell. 
For  humble  charity,  and  hoping  well. 
To  what  ftiipidity  are  zealots  grown, 
Whofe  inhumanity,  profufdy  (hown 
In  damning  crowds  of  fouls,  may  damn  their  own. 
I'll  err  at  leaft  on  the  fecurcr  fide, 
A  convert  free  from  malice  and  from  pride. 


J 


To  my  Friend,  Mr.  Johk  Dryden,  on  his  feveral 
excellent  Tranfiations  of  the  ancient  Poets. 

By  G.  G  R  AN  VI  LL  E,  Lord  Lansdowne. 

A  S  flow'rs,  tran/JjlantcJ  from  a  fouthern  Iky, 
^  *•   But  harilly  bear,  or  in  the  railing  die  j 
Mi/fing  their  native  fun,  at  beft  retain 
Kut  a  faint  odour,  and  furvivc  with  pain  : 
Tlitjs  ancient  svit,  in  modern  numbers  taught. 
Wanting  the  warmth  with  which  its  author  wrote. 
Is  a  dead  imar^e,  and  a  fenfclefs  (haught. 
While  we  trar.sfufe,  the  nimble  fpirit  flies, 
Efcapes  unfeen,  evaporates,  and  dies. 
Who  then  to  copy  Roman  wit  dciire, 
Muft  imitate  witli  Roman  force  and  fire. 
In  elegance  of  ftyle  and  phrafe  the  fame. 
And  in  the  fparkling  genius,  and  the  flame. 
Whence  we  conclude  from  thy  tranllatcd  fong, 
So  ]ul\,   Co  fniooth,  lo  foft,  and  yet  fo  ftrong, 
(  rt'lct'uiA  poet  !  foul  of  harmony  ! 
That  every  genius  was  revived  in  thee. 
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Thy  trumpet  founds,  the  dead  are  rais'd  to  light. 
Never  to  die,  and  take  to  heaven  their  flight ; 
DeckM  in  thy  vcrfe,  as  clad  with  rays  they  ihine. 
All  glorified,  immortal,  and  divine. 
As  Britain  in  rich  foil  abounding  wide, 
Fumifh'd  for  ufe,  for  luxury,  and  pride. 
Yet  fpreads  her  wanton*  fails  on  every  (hore 
For  foreign  wealth,  infatiate  fl:ill  of  more  j 
To  her  own  wool  the  filks  of  Afia  joins, 
And  to  her  plenteous  harvefts  India's  mines  5 
So  Dryden,  not  contented  with  the  fame 
Of  his  own  works,  though  an  immortal  name, 
To  lands  remote  fends  forth  his  learned  mufe. 
The  noblefl:  feeds  of  foreign  wit  to  choofe  : 
Feafting  our  fenfe  fo  many  various  ways, 
Siy,  is't  thy  bounty,  or  thy  thirft  of  praife  ? 
That,  by  comparing  others,  all  might  fee. 
Who  moft  excel,  are  yet  excellM  by  thee. 

To  Mr.  Dryden,  by  Joseph  Addison,  Efq» 

TT  O W  long,  great  poet,  fhall  thy  facred  lays 

-*•  "*•   Provoke  our  wonder,  and  tranfcend  our  praffc ! 

Can  neither  injuries  of  time,  or  age. 

Damp  thy  poetic  heat,  and  quench  thy  rage  ? 

Not  fo  thy  Ovid  in  his  exile  wrote  ; 

Grief  chill'd  his  bread,  and  check'd  his  rifing  thought; 

Penfive  and  fad,  his  drooping  mufe  betrays 

The  Roman  genius  in  its  laft  decays. 

Prevailing  warmth  has  ftill  thy  mind  poffeft. 
And  fccond  youth  is  kindled  in  thy  bread. 

5  Thou 
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Thou  mak'ft  the  beauties  of  the  Romans  known, 
And  England  boafts  of  riches  not  her  own  : 
Thy  lines  have  heighten'd  Virgil's  majefty. 
And  Horace  wonders  at  himfelf  in  thee. 
Thou  teacheft  Perfius  to  inform  our  ifle 
In  fmoother  numbers,  and  a  clearer  ftyle : 
And  Juvenal,  inftrufled  in  thy  page, 
Edges  his  fatire,  and  improves  his  rage. 
Thy  copy  cafts  a  fairer  light  on  all. 
And  ftiH  outfhines  the  bright  original. 

Now  Ovid  boafts  th'  advantage  of  thy  fong. 
And  tells  his  ftory  in  the  Britifh  tongue ; 
Thy  charming  verfe,  and  fair  tianflations  fhow 
How  thy  own  laurel  firft  began  to  grow  j 
How  vin'ld  Lycaon,  changed  by  angry  Gods, 
And  frighted  at  himfelf,  ran  howling  thro'  the  woods. 

O  may'ft  thou  ftill  the  noble  tale  prolong. 
Nor  age,  nor  ficknefs  interiupt  thy  fbng  : 
Then  may  we  wondering  read,  how  human  limbs 
Have  waterM  kingdoms,  and  diflblv'd  in  ftreams, 
Of  thofe  rich  fruits  that  on  the  fertile  mould 
Tum'd  yellow  by  degrees,  and  ripenM  into  gold  : 
How  feme  In  feathers,  or  a  ragged  hide. 
Have  liv'd  a  fecond  life,  and  different  natures  try'd. 
Then  will  thy  Ovid,  thus  transformed,  reveal 
A  nobler  change  than  he  himfelf  can  tell. 

Mag.  Coll.  Oxon. 
June  2,  1693. 
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From   Mr.    A  D  D  I  S  O  N'S  Account  of  the 
English    Poets. 

T)  U  T  fee  where  artful  Dryden  next  appears, 

•*^  Grown  old  in  rhyme,  but  charming  ev'n  in  years. 

Great  Dryden  next  I  whofe  tuneful  mufe  affords 

The  fwcctcft  numbers  and  the  fitteft  words. 

Whether  in  comic  founds,  or  tragic  airs, 

She  forms  her  voice,  (he  moves  our  fmiles  and  tears. 

If  fatiie  or  heroic  ftrains  (he  writes. 

Her  hero  plcafcs,  and  her  fatire  bites. 

From  her  no  h.irfh,  unartful  numbers  fall. 

She  wears  all  dreffes,  and  /he  channs  in  all : 

ilovv  might  wc  fear  our  Englifh  poetry. 

That  long  has  flourifhM,  fhould  decay  in  thee  j 

)')ld  not  the  Mufes'  other  hope  appear, 

Jiannonious  Congreve,  and  forbid  our  fear  ! 

Congrevc  !  whofe  fancy's  unexhaufted  ftore 

J  las  given  already  much,  and  promisM  mere. 

Congreve  (hnll  ftill  prcferve  thy  fame  alive. 

And  Drydcn's  mufc  (hall  in  his  friend  furvive. 


On 
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On  ALEXANDER'S    FEAST:  Or,  The 
Power  of  Musick.      An    ODE. 

From  Mr  Pope's  Essay  on  Criticism,  1.  376» 

TT  EAR  how  Timotheus'  vary'd  lays  furprize, 
•*'  "*•   And  bid  alternate  paflions  fall  and  rife ! 
While,  at  each  change,  the  fon  of  Libyan  Jove 
Novv  bums  with  glory,  and  then  melts  with  love ; 
Now  his  fierce  eyes  with  fparkling  fury  glow. 
Now  fighs  fteal  out,  and  tears  begin  to  flow. 
Pcrfians  and  Greeks  like  turns  of  nature  found. 
And  the  world's  vi6lor  ftood  fubdued  by  found. 
The  power  of  Mufick  all  our  hearts  allow. 
And  what  Timotheus  was  is  Dry  den  now. 

CHARACTER    of  DRYDEN, 
From  an    ODE    of   G  R  A  Y'S, 

T)  Ehold,  where  Dryden's  lefs  prefumptuous  car, 

*^  Wide  o'er  the  fields  of  glory  bear  : 

Two  courfers  of  ethereal  race, 

With  necks  inthundercloath\l,andlong-refoundmgpacc. 

Hark,  his  hands  the  lyre  explore  ! 

Bright- ey'd  Fancy  hovering  o'er, 

Scatters  from  her  pidur'd  urn. 

Thoughts  that  breathe,  and  words  that  bum. 

But,  ah  !  'tis  heard  no  more— 

B  4  Oh  I 
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Oh  !  lyre  divine,  what  daring  fpirit 
Wakes  thee  now  ?  though  he  inherit 
Nor  the  pride,  nor  ample  pinion. 
That  the  Theban  eagle  bear, 
Sailing  with  fupreme  dominion 
Through  the  azure  deep  of  air  : 
Yet  oft  before  his  infant  eyes  would  run 
Such  forms,  as  glitter  in  the  Mufe's  ray 
With  orient  hues,  unborrowed  of  the  fun  : 
Yet  fhall  he  mount,  and  keep  his  diftant  way 
Beyond  the  limits  of  a  vulgar  fate 
Beneath  the  good  how  far— but  far  above  the  great. 


Mr. 
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Mr.    D  R  Y  D  E  N'S 
ORIGINAL     POEMS. 

Upon  the  Death  of  Lord   HASTINGS, 

MUST  noble  Haftlngs  immatuiTly  die, 
The  honour  of  his  ancient  family, 
Beauty  and  learning  thus  together  meet, 
To  bring  a  winding  for  a  wed<ling  (heet  ? 
Muft  virtue  prove  death's  harbinger  ?  muft  flic. 
With  him  expiring,  feel  mortality  ? 
Is  death,  fin's  wages,  gi-ace's  now  ?  fliall  art 
Make  us  more  learned,  only  to  depart  ? 
If  merit  be  difeafe  ;  if  virtue  death  ; 
To  be  good,  not  to  be  j  whoM  then  bequeath 
Himfclf  to  difcipline  >  who'd  not  efteem 
Labaur  a  crime  ?  ftudy  felf-murther  deem  ? 
Our  noble  youth  now  have  pretence  to  be 
Duncci  fecurcly,  ignorant  healthfully. 
Ibrc  linguift  whofc  worth  fpcaks  itfelf,  wliofc  pi-nife, 
Thou^;h  not  his  own,  all  tongues  befidcs  do  raifc : 
Than  whom  great  Alexander  may  feeni  lefs ; 
^'ho  conquer'd  men,  but  not  their  languages. 
la  his  mouth  nations  fpake  ;  his  tongue  might  be 

interpreter  to  Greece,  France,  Ital . . 
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Heaven  would  no  longer  truft  its  pledge ;  but  thus 

Rccaird  it ;  rapt  its  Ganymede  from  us. 

Was  there  no  milder  way  but  the  fmall-pox. 

The  very  filthinefs  of  Pandora's  box  ? 

So  many  fpots,  like  naeves  on  Venus'  foil. 

One  jewel  fct  off  with  fo  many  a  foil  j 

Bliftcrs  with  pride  fwcll'd,  which  throu»;h's  flcfti  did  fprout 

Like  rofe-buds,  ftuck  i'th'  lily-fkin  about. 

Each  little  pimple  had  a  tear  in  it, 

To  wail  the  fault  its  rifing  did  commit : 

Which,  rebel-like,  with  it's  own  lord  at  ftrife, 

Thus  made  an  infurreftion  'g-^inft  his  life. 

Or  were  thefe  gems  fent  to  adorn  his  fkin. 

The  cab'nct  of  a  richer  foul  within  ? 

No  comet  need  foretel  his  change  ^rcw  on, 

Whole  corps  might  feem  a  conftcllation. 

O  ?  ha  1  he  dy'd  of  old,  how  great  a  ftrife 

Hud  been,  who  from  his  death  fhould  draw  their  life  ? 

Who  ftiould,  by  one  rich  draught,  become  whatever 

Seneca,  Cato,  Numa,  Cseiar,  were  ? 

LtajTi'd,  virt\ious,  pious,  great ;  and  have  by  this 

An  univcrfal  melempfychofis. 

Muft  all  thefe  aged  fires  in  one  funeral 

Expii-c  ?  all  die  in  one  fo  young,  fo  fniall  ? 

W!:o,  had  he  liv'd  his  life  out,  his  great  fansc 

H:rJ  fwoPn  'bove  any  Greek  or  Roman  n.unc. 

E'jt  Iially  winter,  with  one  blall,  hath  brought 

The  hr;pes  of  autumn,  fiimmcr,  fpring,  to  nought. 

Ti:us  fa.Ics  tlic  oak  i'tlf  iprig,  i'lh'  blade  the  corn  j 

TLus  v/ithout  young,  this  Phoenix  dies,  new-born. 

MuH 
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Muft  then  old  three-leggM  grey-beards  witli  their  gout, 
Catarrhs,  rheums,  aches,  live  three  long  ages  out  ? 
Time's  offals,  only  fit  for  th'  hofpital ! 
Or  to  hang  antiquaries  rooms  withal  ! 
Muft  drunkards,  lechers,  fpent  with  finning,  live 
With  fuch  helps  as  broths,  pofTets,  phyfic  give  ? 
None  live,  but  fuch  as  fhould  die  ?  fhall  we  meet 
With  none  but  ghoftly  fathers  in  the  flreet  ? 
Grief  makes  me  rail  3  forrow  will  force  its  way ; 
And  fhowers  of  tears  tempcftu0us  fighs  beft  lay. 
The  tongue  may  fail ;  but  overflowing  eyes 
Will  weep  out  lafting  ftreams  of  elegies. 

But  thou,  O  virgin -widow,  left  alone, 
Now  thy.  beloved,  heaven-ravifh'd  fpoufe  is  gone, 
Whofe  fkilful  fire  in.  vain  ftrove  to  apply 
Medicines,  when  thy  balm  was  no  remedy. 
With  greater  than  platonic  love,  O  wed 
His  foul,  though  not  his  body,  to  thy  bed  : 
Let  that  make  thee  a  mother  5  bring  thou  forth 
Th'  ideas  of  his  virtue,  knowledge,  worth  ; 
Tranfcribe  th'  original  in  new  copies  j   give 
Mailings  o'th'  better  part :  fo  fhall  he  live 
In's  nobler  half  ;  and  the  great  grandfire  be 
Of  an  heroic  divine  progeny  : 
An  iffue,  which,  t'eternity  fhall  laft, 
Yet  but  th'irradiations  which  he  caft. 
Ereft  no  maufoleums  :  for  his  befl 
Monument  is  his  fpoufe's  marble  breaft. 

Heroic 
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Heroic  Stawzas    on   the  Death  of  Oliver 
Cromwell,  written  after  his  Funeral. 

I. 

AND  now  ^tis  time ;  for  their  officious  hafte, 
•^^     Who  would  before  have  borne  him  to  the  iky. 
Like  eager  Romans,  ere  all  rites  were  paft. 
Did  let  too  foon  the  facred  eagle  fly. 
II. 
Though  our  beft  notes  are  treafon  to  his  fame, 

Join'd  with  the  loud  applaufe  of  public  voice  j        ; 
Since  heaven,  what  praife  we  offer  to  his  name. 
Hath  rendered  too  authentic  by  its  choice. 
III. 
Though  in  his  praife  no  arts  can  liberal  be. 

Since  they,  whole  Mufcs  have  the  higheft  flown. 
Add  not  to  his  immortal  memory, 

But  do  an  a£l  of  friendfliip  to  their  own  : 
IV. 
Vet  'tis  our  duty,  and  our  intereft  too. 

Such  monuments  as  we  can  build  to  raife  ; 
Left  all  the  world  prevent  what  wc  ftiould  do. 
And  claim  a  title  in  him  by  their  praife. 
V. 
Hew  fliall  I  then  begin,  or  where  conclude. 

To  draw  a  fame  io  truly  circular  ; 
F^'V  in  a  round  what  order  can  be  fliew'd. 
Where  all  the  parts  fo  et]ual  perfe6l  are  ? 

His 
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VI. 

HU  grandenr  he  derivM  from  hearen  alone ; 

For  he  was  great  ere  fortune  made  him  (b : 
And  wars,  like  mifts  that  rife  againft  the  fan. 

Made  him  but  greater  Teem,  not  greater  grow. 
VII. 
No  borrowed  bays  his  temples  did  adorn. 

But  to  our  crown  he  did  frefli  jewels  bring ; 
Nor  was  his  virtue  poifou'd  foon  as  bom. 

With  the  too  early  thoughts  of  being  king. 

vm. 

Fortune,  that  eafy  miftrefs  to  the  yonng. 

But  to  her  ancient  fervants  coy  and  hard. 
Him  at  that  age  her  favourites  rankM  among. 

When  (he  her  beft-lovM  Pompey  did  difcard. 
IX. 
He  private  mark'd  the  fault  of  others*  fway. 

And  fet  as  fea-marks  for  himfelf  to  (hun  : 
Not  like  rafti  monarchs,  who  their  youth  betray 

By  a6ls  their  age  too  late  would  wi(h  undone. 
X. 
And  yet  dominion  was  not  his  defign  ; 

We  owe  that  blefllng,  not  to  him,  but  heaven. 
Which  to  fair  a^ls  un  fought  rewards  did  join  j 

Rewards,  that  lefs  to  him  than  us  were  given. 
XI. 
Our  former  chiefs,  like  fticklcrs  of  the  war, 

Firft  fought  t'in flame  the  parties,  then  to  poife  : 
The  quarrel  lov'd,  but  did  the  caufe  abhor ; 

And  did  not  ftiike  to  hurt,  but  make  a  noife. 

5  War, 
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XIT. 

War,  our  confumption,  was  their  gainful  trade : 

We  inward  bled,  whilft  they  prolonged  our  pain  $ 
He  fought  to  end  our  fighting,  and  effay'd 

To  (launch  the  blood  by  breathing  of  the  vein. 
XIII. 
Swift  and  refiftlefs  through  the  land  he  paft. 

Like  that  bold  Greek  who  did  the  Eaft  fubdue, 
And  made  to  battles  fuch  heroic  hafte. 

As  if  on  wings  of  viftory  he  flew. 
XIV. 
He  fought  fecure  of  fortune  as  of  fame : 

Still  by  new  maps  the  ifland  might  be  fhewn, 
Of  conquefts,  which  he  ftrewM  where-e'er  he  came,     . 

Thick  as  the  galaxy  with  ftars  is  fown. 
XV. 
His  palms,  though  under  weights  they  did  not  fland. 

Still  thriv'd  ;  no  winter  could  his  laurels  fade  : 
Heaven  in  his  portrait  fhewM  a  workman's  hand. 

And  drew  it  perfeft,  yet  without  a  (hade. 
XVI. 
Peace  was  the  prize  of  all  his  toil  and  care, 

Which  war  had  banifh'd,  and  did  now  reftore : 
Bologna^s  walls  thus  mounted  in  the  air. 

To  feat  themfelves  more  furely  than  before. 
XVII. 
Her  fafety  refcuM  Ireland  to  him  owes  $ 

And  treacherous  Scotland  to  no  intercft  true. 
Yet  bleft  that  fate  which  did  his  arms  difpofe 

Her  land  to  civilize^  as  to  fubdue. 

Nor 
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XVIJj. 
N.M  wrtt  h«»  likrt  tliofc  fl;ir$  wliich  only  fliinc, 

Wh#n  l«»  jHilc  mariners  tlicy  ftorra*  portends 
tt<'  ImiI  hi*  ctlmer  influence,  and  his  mien 
I  )i»t  lov«  mm\  tnajefty  together  blend. 
XIX. 
'  I  i«  tiwe,  Win  eounfnnnce  did  imprint  an  awe  j 

And  naturally  all  ibuU  to  his  did  bow, 
A«  waiul$  of  divin;ttion  downward  draw, 

Ahd  point  to  'oedfr  where  fovereign  gold  doth  grow. 
XX. 
Wlipn  |»nft  all  offcni»p;s  to  Feretrian  Jove, 

ICe  Mars  dr|>osM,  and  arms  to  gowns  made  yield ; 
huLceMul  councils  did  him  f»on  approve 
Ah  lit  ior  clofe  intrigues,  a»  ojten  field. 
XXI. 
To  ruppliant  Hollund  he  vouchfafM  a  peace, 

(hit  oiuc  hold  lixal  of  the  Britilh  main. 
Now  tamt-ly  glH<l  her  unjud  claim  to  ccafc. 
And  buy  our  fncndihip  with  her  idol,  gain. 
XXII. 
Fame  of  th'  afTcrtcd'  Tea  through  Euro|>e  blown, 

Made  Fiance  an>l  Spain  ambitious  of  his  love; 
ICuth  knew  that  fide  inufl  conquer  he  would  own  , 
And  fur  him  fiercely,  as  for  empire,  (trove. 
XXIII. 
No  fooncr  wai  the  Frenchman's  caul'e  embrac'd, 
Than  the  lii;ht  Monlicur  the  grave  Don  out-wti^h'd  : 
H€  tum\i  the  fcalc  \\  here'cr  *twas  caft  ; 
Indian  mines  were  in  the  other  laid. 

When 


PHYDEN^^     POEMS.  v 

XXIV. 

When  abfent,-  yet  we  conquered  in  his  right : 

For  though  fome  meaner  artift's  iktil  were  ihown 
In  mingling  colours,  or  in  placing  light  5 

Yet  ftill  the  fair  defignment  was  his  own. 
XXV. 
For  from  all  tempers  he  could  fervice  draw  j 

The  worth  of  each,  with  its  alloy,  he  knew. 
And,  as  the  confident  of  nature,  faw 

How  ihe  complexions  did  divide  and  brew. 
XXVI. 
Or  he  their  fingle  virtues  did  furvey. 

By  intuition  in  his  own  large  bread. 
Where  all  the  rich  ideas  of  them  lay. 

That  were  the  rule  and  meafure  to  the  reft. 
XXVII. 
When  fuch  heroic  virtue  heaven  fets  out. 

The  ftars,  like  commons,  fullenly  obey ; 
Bccaufe  it  drains  them  when  it  comes  about. 

And  therefore  is  a  tax  they  feidom  pay. 
XXVIII. 
From  this  high  fpring  our  foreign  conquefts  flow. 

Which  yet  more  glorious  triumphs  do  portend  j 
Since  their  commencement  to  his  arms  they  owe. 

If  fprings  as  high  as  fountains  may  afcend. 
XXIX. 
He  made  us  free-men  of  the  continent. 

Whom  nature  did  like  captives  treat  before  ; 
To  nobler  preys  the  Englilh  lion  fent, 

And  taue^ht  him  firit  in  Belgian  walks  to  roar. 
Vol.  t.  C  That 
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xxxvr. 

No  civil  broils  have  rmco  hit  Henth  aroCtf 

But  fa^ion  now  by  habit  does  obey  | 
And  wart  have  that  refpeft  for  hit  lepofff 

At  windt  for  halcyont,  when  they  breed  it  fet. 
XXXVII. 
Hit  a(het  in  a  peaceful  urn  fhall  reft. 

Hit  name  a  great  example  (lands,  to  (how 
How  ftrangely  high  endeavours  may  be  bieftf 

Wlicre  piety  and  valour  jointly  go. 

ASTRiEA     REDUX. 

A  Poem  on  the  happy  Redoracion  and  Return  of 

his  facrcd  Majelty  Charlbs  II>  i66o. 

"  Jam  redit  &  virgo,  rcdeiint  Satumia  rcgna/*  Viko, 

Thf  ia/f  great  age  foretoU  iy  facred  rhittics 
Rtntnus  tt* i  finijh" d  eourje ;  Saiurniafi  times 
Roil  round  again. 

TWT  OW  with  a  general  peace  the  world  wat  blcft, 

-•"^     While  our't,  a  world  divided  from  the  tcft, 

A  dreadful  quiet  felt,  and  vnovier  far 

Than  arms,  a  fullen  interval  of  war  1 

Thus  when  black  cloudt  draw  down  the  labouring  (kiet^ 

Ere  yet  abroad  the  winged  thunder  fliet, 

An  horrid  ftillneft  firfl  invadrt  the  ear. 

And  in  that  filence  we  the  tempeft  fear. 

Th'  ambitious  Swede,  like  reftlefs  billows  toil, 

On  this  hand  gaining  what  on  that  he  loft, 

C  %  Though 


•o  DRYDENS    POEMS. 

Though  in  his  life  he  blood  and  ruin  breath'd. 
To  his  DOW  goidtlefs  kiogdom  peace  bet{oeatfa*d. 
And  bearen,  that  feera'd  icgardlefs  of  our  hie. 
For  France  and  Spain  did  miiacles  create  ; 
Snob  mortal  quarrels  to  coropofc  in  peace 
As  nature  bred,  and  infereft  did  increafe. 
We  fighM  to  hear  the  fair  Iberian  bride 
Muft  grow  a  lily  to  the  lily^s  fide. 
While  our  crofs  ftars  deny*d  us  Charles's  bed. 
Whom  our  firft  flames  and  viigin  love  did  wed. 
For  his  long  abfence  church  and  ftate  did  groan  $ 
Madnefs  the  pulpit,  fa^ion  feizM  the  throne : 
Experienced  age  in  deep  defpair  was  lofty 
To  fee  the  rebel  thrive,  the  loyal  croft : 
Youth  that  with  joys  had  unacquainted  been,    ' 
EnvyM  grey  hairs  that  once  good  days  had  feen : 
We  thought  our  fires,  not  with  their  own  content^ 
Had  ere  we  came  to  age  our  portion  fpent. 
Nor  could  our  nobles  hope  their  bold  attempt 
Who  niinM  crowns  would  coronets  exempt : 
For  when  by  their  defigning  leaders  taught 
To  ftrike  at  power  which  for  themfelves  they  fought. 
The  vulgar,  guU'd  into  rebellion,  armM ; 
Their  blood  to  a£lion  by  the  prize  was  warm'd. 
The  facred  purple  then  and  fcarlet  gown. 
Like  fanguine  dye,  to  elephants  was  fhewn. 
Thus  when  the  bold  Typhoeus  fcal'd  the  iky. 
And  forc'd  great  Jove  from  his  own  heaven  to  fly, 
'What  king,  what  crown,  from  treafon's  reach  is  free, 

*  Jove  and  heaven  can  violated  be  i) 

The 
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The  leflTer  gods,  that  (har'd  his  profperout  ftatc. 

All  AifFer'd  in  the  exil'd  Thunderer's  fate. 

The  rabble  now  fuch  freedom  did  enjoy. 

As  winds  at  fea,  that  ufe  it  to  deftroy : 

Blind  as  the  Cyclop,  and  as  wild  as  he. 

They  ownM  a  lawlefs  favage  liberty. 

Like  that  our  painted  anceftors  fo  prizM, 

Ere  empire^s  arts  their  breads  had  civilized. 

How  great  were  then  our  Charles's  woes,  who  thus 

Was  forcM  to  fuifer  for  himfelf  and  us  ! 

He,  tofs'd  by  fate,  and  hurry'd  up  and  down. 

Heir  to  his  father's  forrows,  with  his  crown, 

Could  tafte  no  fweets  of  youth's  defir'd  age  5 

But  found  his  life  too  true  a  pilgrimage. 

UnconquerM  yet  in  that  forlorn  eftate. 

His  manly  courage  overcame  his  fate. 

His  wounds  he  took,  like  Romans,  on  his  breaft. 

Which  by  his  virtue  were  with  laurels  dreft. 

As  fouls  reach  heaven  while  yet  in  bodies  pent. 

So  did  he  live  above  his  bani/hment. 

That  fun,  which  we  beheld  with  cozenM  eyes 

Within  the  water,  mov'd  along  the  ikies. 

How  cafy  'tis,  when  deftiny  proves  kind. 

With  fuU-fpread  fails  to  run  before  the  wind  I 

But  thofc  that  'gainft  ftiff  gales  laveering  go, 

Muft  be  at  once  refoIvM  and  Ikilful  too. 

He  would  not,  like  foft  Otho,  hope  prevent. 

But  ftay'd  and  fufferM  fortune  to  repent. 

Thcfc  virtues  Galba  in  a  ftranger  fought. 

And  Pifo  to  adopted  empire  brought. 

C  3  How 
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How  fhall  I  then  my  doubtful  dioa^ts  exprefs. 

That  mufl  his  Aifferings  both  regret  and  biefs  ? 

For  when  hi*  early  ralour  Heaven  had  croft ; 

And  all  at  Worc'fter  but  the  honour  loft  j 

Forc'd  into  exile  from  his  rightful  throne. 

He  made  all  countries  where  he  came  his  own  i 

Andy  viewing  monarchs"  fccret  arts  of  fway, 

A  royal  factor  for  his  kingdoms  lay. 

Thus  bani^hM  David  fpent  abroad  his  time. 

When  to  be  God^s  anointed  was  his  crime  j 

And  when  reftor'd,  made  his  proud  neighbours  rue 

Thofe  choice  remarks  he  from  his  travels  drew. 

Nor  is  he  only  by  affli£lions  fhown 

To  conquer  other  realms,  but  rule  his  own  : 

Recovering  hardly  what  he  loft  before. 

His  right  endears  it  much ;  his  purchafe  more* 

InurM  to  fuffer  ere  he  came  to  reign, 

No  rafh  procedure  will  his  a£lions  ftain  : 

To  bufmcfs  ripen'd  by  digeftive  thought. 

His  future  rule  is  into  method  brought : 

As  they,  wi»o  firft  proportion  underiland. 

With  eafy  praftice  reach  a  mafter's  hand. 

Well  mighi  the  ancient  poets  then  confer 

On  ni-ht  the  honoured  name  of  Counfeller, 

Since,  ftruck  with  rays  of  profperous  fortune  blind^ 

We  light  alotie  in  dark  afflictions  find. 

In  fuch  adverfities  to  fccpters  trained, 

Tlie  name  of  Great  his  famous  grandfire  gain'd  s 

^iio  yet  a  king  alone  in  name  and  right, 

With  hunger,  cold,  and  angry  Jove  did  fight ; 


Shocked 
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ShockM  by  a  covenanting  leagiie^s  vail  powers. 
As  holy  and  as  catholic  as  our^s  i 
*Till  fortune's  fruitlefs  fpite  had  made  it  known. 
Her  blows  not  (hook  but  riveted  his  throne. 

Some  lazy  ages,  loft  in  deep  and  eafe. 
No  a6lion  leave  to  bufy  chronicles  : 
Such,  whofe  fupine  felicity  but  makes 
In  ftory  chafms,  in  epocha  miftakes  $ 
0*er  whom  Time  gently  ihakes  his  wings  of  down, 
^Till  with  his  iilent  fickle  they  are  mown. 
Such  is  not  Charles's  too  too  a£Uve  age, 
Which,  governed  by  the  wild  diftemper'd  rage 
Of  Come  black  ftar  infe6ling  all  the  fkies. 
Made  him  at  his  own  coft  like  Adam  wife. 
Tremble  ye  nations,  which  fecure  before. 
Laugh 'd  at  thofe  arms  that  'gainft  ourfelves  we  bore  } 
Rouz^d  by  the  laih  of  his  own  ftubborn  tail. 
Our  lion  now  will  foreign  foes  aflail. 
With  alga  who  the  facred  altar  ftrews  ? 
To  all  the  fea  gods  Charles  an  ofFeriug  owes  i 
A  bull  to  thee,  Portunus,  (hall  be  (lain, 
A  lamb  to  you,  ye  tempefts  of  the  main  : 
For  thofe  loud  dorms  that  did  againft  him  roar. 
Have  caft  his  (hipwreck'd  vefTel  on  the  (hore. 
Yet  as  wife  artifts  mix  their  colours  fo, 
That  by  degrees  they  from  each  other  go  ; 
Black  (leals  unheeded  from  the  neighbouring  white. 
Without  offending  the  well-cozcnM  light : 
So  on  us  dole  our  bleffed  change ;  while  we 
Th'  effe6l  did  feel,  but  fcarce  the  manner  fee. 

C  4  Frofts 
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But  when  ourfelves  to  a^ion  we  betake, 

It  iliuns  the  mint  like  gold  that  chemifts  make. 

How  hard  was  then  his  taik !  at  once  to  be 

What  in  the  body  naturally  we  fee  ? 

Man's  architeft  diftin6tly  did  ordain 

The  charge  of  mufcles,  nerves,  and  of  the  brain^ 

Through  viewlefs  conduits  fpirits  to  difpenfe; 

The  fprings  of  motion  from  the  feat  of  fenfe. 

'Twas  not  the  hafty  produft  of  a  day, 

But  the  well-ripenM  fruit  of  wife  delay. 

He,  like  a  patient  angler,  ere  he  ftrook. 

Would  let  him  play  a  while  upon  the  hook. 

Our  healthful  food  the  ftomach  labours  thus. 

At  firft  embracing  what  it  ftraight  doth  crufii. 

Wife  leaches  will  not  vain  receipts  obtrude. 

While  growing  pains  pronounce  the  humours  crude  : 

Deaf  to  complaints  they  wait  upon  the  ill. 

Till  fiome  fafe  crifis  authorize  their  fkill. 

Nor  could  his  a6ls  too  clofe  a  vizard  wear. 

To  Tcape  their  eyes  whom  guilt  had  taught  to  fear. 

And  guard  with  caution  that  polluted  neft. 

Whence  Legion  twice  before  was  difpoficft  : 

Once  facred  houfe ;  which  when  they  enter\l  in. 

They  thought  the  place  could  fan^lify  a  fm ; 

Like  thofe  that  vainly  hopM  kind  heaven  would  wink, 

WiiiJe  to  excefs  en  martyrs'  tombs  they  drink. 

And  as  ticvouter  Turks  firft  warn  their  fouls 

To  part,   before  they  tafte  forbidden  bowls  : 

So  thefc,  when  their  black  crimes  they  went  about, 

}:r{i  timely  charm'd  their  ufelefs  confcicnce  out. 
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Affli^lcd  Holland  to  his  farewell  bring 

True  forrow,  Holland  to  regret  a  king  1 

While  waiting  him  his  royal  fleet  did  ride. 

And  willing  winds  to  their  lower'd  fails  denyM. 

The  wavtring  ftreamers,  flags,  and  ftandards  out. 

The  merry  feamen's  nide  but  chearful  Ihout  5 

And  laft  the  cannons  voice  that  ihook  the  (kies,       *% 

And,  as  it  fares  in  fudden  ecfhides,  > 

At  once  bereft  us  both  of  ears  and  e^'es.  ^ 

The  Nafeby,  now  no  lonp:er  England's  fliamey 

But  better  to  be  loft  in  Charles's  name, 

(Like  fome  unequal  bride  in  nobler  flieets) 

Receives  her  lord :  the  joyful  London  meets 

The  princely  York,  hirafelf  alone  a  freight } 

The  Swift-fure  groans  beneath  great  Glofter*s  weights 

Secure  as  when  the  halcyon  breeds,  with  thefe. 

He  that  was  bom  to  drown  might  crofs  the  feas. 

Heaven  could  not  own  a  Providence,  and  take 

The  wealth  three  nations  ventured  at  a  llake. 

The  fame  indulgence  Charles's  voyage  blefs'd. 

Which  in  his  right  had  miracles  conFefs'd. 

TTie  winds  that  never  moderation  knew, 

Afraid  to  blow  too  much,  too  faintly  blew ; 

Or,  out  of  breath  with  joy,  could  not  enlarge 

Their  ftraighten'd  lungs,  or  confcious  of  iheir  charge. 

The  Britifh  Amphyirite,  fmooih  and  clear. 

In  richer  azure  never  did  appear  j 

Proud  her  returning  prince  to  entertain 

With  the  fubmiittd  iafccs  of  the  main. 

AND 
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AND  welcome  now,  great  monarch,  to  your  own ; 
Behold  th'  approaching  clifts  cf  Albion  : 
It  is  no  longer  motion  cheats  your  view, 
As  you  meet  it,  the  land  approacheth  you. 
The  land  returns,  and,  in  the  white  it  wears. 
The  marks  of  penitence  and  forrow  bears. 
But  you,  whofe  goodnefs  your  defcent  doth  fhew. 
Your  heavenly  parentage  and  earthly  too ; 
By  that  fame  mildnefs,  which  your  father's  crown 
Before  did  ravifh,  fhall  fecure  your  own. 
Not  tied  to  rules  of  policy,  you  find 
Reverge  lefs  fweet  than  a  forgiving  mind. 
Thus,  when  th'  Almighty  would  to  Mofes  give 
A  fight  of  all  he  could  behold  and  live ; 
A  voice  before  his  entry  did  proclaim 
Long-fuffcring,  goodnefs,  mercy,  in  his  name. 
Your  power  to  juftice  doth  fubmit  your  caufe. 
Your  goodnefs  only  is  above  the  laws ; 
Whofe  rigid  letter,  while  pronouncM  by  you. 
Is  fofter  made.     So  winds  that  tempefls  brew. 
When  through  Arabian  groves  they  take  their  flight. 
Made  wanton  with  rich  odours,  lofe  their  fpite. 
And  as  thofe  lees,  that  trouble  it,  refine 
The  agitated  foul  of  generous  wine  : 
So  tears  of  joy,  for  your  retiu-ning,  fpilt ; 
Work  out,  and  expiate  our  former  guilt. 
Methinks  I  fee  thofe  crouds  on  Dover's  f^rand. 
Who,  in  their  hafte  to  welcome  you  to  land, 
ChokM  up  the  beach  with  their  flilUgrowing  flore. 
And  made  a  wilder  torrent  on  the  ihore  : 

While, 
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While,  /purr'd  with  eager  thoughts  of  paft  delight, 
Thofe,  who  had  fcen  you,  court  a  fecond  fight  j 
Preventing  ftill  your  fteps,  and  making  hafte 
To  meet  you  often  wherefoe**er  you  paft. 
How  ihall  I  fpeak  of  that  triumphant  day. 
When  you  renewed  th'  .expiring  pomp  of  May  ! 
(A  month  that  owns  an  intereft  in  your  name  s 
You  and  the  flowers  are  its  peculiar  claim.) 
That  ftar,  that  at  your  birth  fhone  out  fo  bright. 
It  ftainM  the  duller  fun's  meridian  light, 
Did  once  again  its  potent  fires  renew. 
Guiding  our  eyes  to  find  and  worfiiip  you. 
And  now  Time's  whiter  (eries  is  begun. 
Which  in  foft  centuries  ihall  fmoothly  run  : 
Thofe  clouds,  that  overcaft  your  morn,  (hall  fly, 
Difpeli'd  to  fartheft  corners  of  the  iky. 
Our  nation  with  united  intereil  blefl, 
Not  now  content  to  poize,  ihall  fway  the  reil. 
Abroad  your  empire  ihall  no  limits  know. 
But,  like  the  fea,  in  boundlefs  circles  flow. 
Your  much-lov'd  fleet  ihall,  with  a  wide  command, 
Befiege  the  petty  monarchs  of  the  land  : 
And  as  old  Time  his  offspring  fwallow'd  down. 
Our  ocean  in  its  depths  all  feas  ihall  drown. 
Their  wealthy  trade  from  pirates'  rapine  free. 
Our  merchants  ihall  no  more  adventurers  be : 
Nor  in  the  fartheft  Eaft  thofe  dangers  fear. 
Which  humble  Holland  muft  diifemblc  here, 
Spain  to  your  gift  alone   her  Indies  owes  ; 
Tar  what  tlie  powerful  takes  not  he  bellows  ; 

And 
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And  France,  that  did  an  exile^s  prefence  fear^ 

May  juftly  apprehend  you  ftiil  too  near. 

At  home  the  hateful  names  of  parties  ceafe. 

And  fa6lIous  (buh  are  wearied  into  peace. 

The  difcontented  now  are  only  they, 

Whofe  crimes  before  did  your  juft  caufe  betray :      ^ 

Of  tliofe  your  edifls  fomc  reclaim  from  fin, 

But  moft  your  life  and  bleft  example  win. 

Oh  happy  prince,  whom  heaven  hath  taught  the  way 

By  paying  vows  to  have  more  vows  to  pay ! 

Oh  happy  age  !  Oh  times  like  thofe  alone, 

Py  fate  referv'd  for  great  Auguftus'  throne ! 

When  the  joint  growth  of  arms  and  arts  foreftiew 

The  world  a  monarch,  and  that  monarch  you. 


r 


To  His    SACRED    MAJESTY. 
A  Panegyric  on  his  Coronation. 

rN  that  wild  deluge  where  the  world  was  drownM, 
When  life  and  fin  one  common  tomb  had  found, 
Tijc  firft  fmall  profpeft  of  a  rifmg  hill 
With  various  notes  of  joy  the  ark  did  fill : 
Yet  when  that  flood  in  its  own  depths  was  drownM, 
It  left  beliind  it  falfe  and  flippery  ground  ; 
And  the. more  folemn  pomp  was  flill  deferr'*d. 
Till  new.-born  nature  in  frefh  looks  appeai-*d. 
Thus,  royal  fir,  to  fee  you  landed  here. 
Was  caufe  enough  of  triumph  for  a  year  : 
[|  Nor  would  your  care  thofe  glorious  joys  repeat. 

Till  they  at  once  might  be  fecure  and  great : 

Til 
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Till  your  kind  beams,  by  their  continued  ftay. 

Had  warm'd  the  ground,  and  call'd  the  damps  away. 

Such  vapours,  while  your  powerful  influence  dries. 

Then  fooneft  vanifli  when  they  higheft  rife. 

Had  greater  hafte  thefe  facred  rites  prepared, 

Some  guilty  months  had  in  your  triumphs  fliarM : 

But  this  untainted  year  is  all  your  own  ; 

Your  glories  may  without  our  crimes  be  ihown. 

We  had  not  yet  exhaufted  all  our  ftore. 

When  you  refiefhM  our  joys  by  adding  more : 

As  heaven,  of  old,  difpens'd  celeftial  dew. 

You  gave  us  manna,  and  dill  give  us  new.  • 

Now  our  fad  ruins  are  remov'd  from  fight, 
The  feafon  too  comes  fraught  with  new  delight : 
Time  (eems  not  now  beneath  his  years  to  ftoop,^ 
Nor  do  his  wings  with  fickly  feathers  droop : 
Soft  weftem  winds  waft  o'er  the  gaudy  fpring. 
And  open*d  fcenes  of  flowers  and  bloiToms  bring. 
To  grace  this  happy  day,  while  you  appear. 
Not  king  of  us  alone,  but  of  the  year. 
All  eyes  you  draw,  and  with  the  eyes  the  heart : 
Of  your  own  pomp  yourfelf  the  greateft  part : 
Loud  fhouts  the  nation''s  happinefs  proclaim. 
And  heaven  this  day  is  feafted  with  your  name. 
Your  cavalcade  the  fair  fpeftators  view. 
From  their  high  fl;andings,  yet  look  up  to  you. 
From  your  bi-ave  train  each  fmgles  out  a  prey. 
And  longs  to  date  a  conqueft  from  your  day. 
Now  chargM  with  blefllngs  while  you  feek  repofe. 
Officious  flumbers  hafte  your  eyes  to  clofe  \ 
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And  glorious  dreams  ftand  ready  to  reftore 

The  pleafing  fhapes  of  all  you  faw  before. 

Next  to  the  facred  temple  you  are  led, 

Where  waits  a  crown  for  your  more  facred  head  : 

How  juftly  from  the  church  that  crown  is  due, 

Preferv'd  from  ruin,  and  reftorM  by  you  • 

The  giateful  choir  their  harmony  employ. 

Not  to  make  greater,  but  more  folemn  joy. 

Wrapt  foft  and  warm  your  name  is  fent  on  high. 

As  flames  do  on  the  wings  of  incenfe  fly : 

Mufic  lierfelf  is  loft,  in  vain  flie  brings 

Her  choiceft  notes  to  praife  the  beft  of  kings  : 

fter  melting  ftrains  in  you  a  tomb  have  found, 

And  lie  like  bees  in  their  own  fwectnefs  drown'd. 

He  that  brought  peace,  all  difcord  could  atone, 

His  name  is  mufic  of  itfelf  alone. 

Now  while  the  facred  oil  anoints  your  head. 

And  fragrant  fcents,  begun  from  you,  are  fpread 

Through  the  large  dome  j  the  people's  joyful  found. 

Sent  back,  is  ftill  preferv'd  in  hallow'd  ground  ; 

Which  in  one  blefling  mix'd  defcends  on  you  ; 

As  heightened  fpirits  fall  in  richer  dew. 

Not  that  our  wiflies  do  increafe  your  ftore. 

Full  of  yourfelf  you  can  admit  no  more  : 

We  add  not  to  your  glory,  but  employ 

Our  time,  like  angels,  in  exprefling  joy. 

Nor  is  it  duty,  or  our  hopes  alone, 

Create  that  joy,  but  full  fruition  : 

We  know  thofe  bleilings  which  we  mud  pofleft. 

And  judge  of  future  by  paft  happinefs. 

N© 
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No  promife  can  oblige  a  prince  fo  much 

Still  to  be  good,  as  long  to  have  been  fuch* 

A  noble  emulation  heats  your  breaft. 

And  your  own  fame  now  robs  you  of  your  reft. 

Good  aftions  ftill  rauft  be  maintained  with  good. 

As  bodies  nourifli'd  with  refembling  food. 

You  have  already  quenchM  fedition's  brand  ; 

And  zeal,  which  burnt  it,  only  warms  the  land. 

The  jealous  fefls,  that  dare  not  truft  their  caufe 

So  far  from  their  own  will  as  to  the  laws. 

You  for  their  umpire  and  their  fynod  take. 

And  tlieir  appeal  alone  to  Cxfar  make. 

Kind  heaven  lb  rare  a  temper  did  provide. 

That  guiit  repenting  might  in  it  confide. 

Among  our  crimes  oblivion  may  be  fet : 

But  'tis  our  king's  perfe6lion  to  forget. 

Vinucs  unknown  to  thcfe  rough  northern  climes 

From  milder  heavens  you  bring  without  their  crimes. 

Your  calinnefs  does  no  aftcr-florms  provide. 

Nor  fceming  patience  mortal  anger  hide. 

Wiitn  empire  •firft  from  families  did  fpring, 

Then  every  father  govern'd  as  a  king  : 

But  you,  that  are  a  fovcrcign  prince,  allay 

Imperial  power  with  your  paternal  fway. 

From  thofe  great  cares  when  eafe  your  foul  unbends. 

Your  plcafures  are  defign'd  to  noble  ends  ? 

Bom  to  command  the  miftrefs  of  the  feas, 

Your  thoughts  themfelves  in  that  blue  empire  pleafe. 

Hither  in  fummcr  evenings  you  repair 

To  tafte  the  Jraicheur  of  the  purer  air  ; 

Vol.  I.  D  \3tv- 
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Undaunted  here  you  ride,  when  winter  raves. 
With  Caefar"'s  heart  that  rofe  above  the  waves. 
More  I  could  fmg,  but  fear  my  numbers  ftays  5 
No  loyal  fubjeft  dares  that  courage  praife. 
In  ftately  frigates  moft  delight  you  find. 
Where  well-drawn  battles  fire  your  martial  mind. 
What  to  your  cares  we  owe,  is  learnt  from  hence^ 
When  ev'n  your  pleafures  ferve  for  our  defence. 
Beyond  your  court  fiows  in  th*  admitted  tide, 
Where  in  new  depths  the  wondering  fifties  glide  ! 
Here  in  a  royal  bed  the  waters  fleep ; 
When,  tir'd  at  fea,  within  this  bay  they  creep* 
Here  the  miftmftful  fowl  no  harm  fufpefts, 
,    So  fafe  are  all  things  which  our  king  protefls. 
From  your  lov'd  Thames  a  blefling  yet  is  due. 
Second  alone  to  that  it  brought  in  you ; 
A  queen,  near  whofe  chafte  womb,  ordain'd  by  fate. 
The  fouls  of  kings  unborn  for  bodies  wait. 
It  was  your  love  before  made  difcord  ceafe  : 
Your  love  is  deftinM  to  your  country's  peace. 
Both  Indies,  rivals  in  your  bed,  provide 
With  gold  or  jewels  to  adorn  your  bride. 
This  to  a  mighty  king  prefents  rich  ore. 
While  that  with  incenfe  does  a  god  implorci 
T^o  kingdoms  wait  your  doom,  and,  as  you  choofe. 
This  muft  receive  a  crown,  or  that  muft  lofe. 
Thus  from  your  royal  oak,  like  Jove's  of  old. 
Are  anfwers  fought,  and  deftinies  foretold : 
Propitious  oracles  are  bcgg'd  with  vows. 
And  crowns  that  grow  upon  the  (acred  boughs. 

5  Your 
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Your  Cuh]e&Sf  while  you  weigh  the  nation's  fate, 
Sufpend  to  both  their  doubtful  love  or  hate  :  . 
Chufe  only^  «fir>  that  Co  they  may  pofTefs 
With  their  own  peace  their  children's  happinefs. 

To  the  Lord    Chancellor   HYDE. 
Prcfentcd  on  New- Year's  Day,  1662. 

My  Lord, 

"TTTH  I L  E  flattering  crouds  officioufly  appear 
^  ^     To  give  themfelves,  not  you,  an  happy  year  | 
And  by  the  greatnefs  of  their  prefents  prove 
How  much  they  hope,  but  not  how  well  they  love  | 
The  Mufes,  who  your  early  courtfhip  boaft, 
Though  now  your  flames  are  with  their  beauty  loft. 
Yet  watch  their  time,  that,  if  you  have  forgot 
They  were  your  miftrefles,  the  world  may  not : 
Decayed  by  time  and  wars,  they  only  prove 
Their  former  beauty  by  your  former  love  j 
And  now  prefent,  as  ancient  ladies  do, 
That  courted  long,  at  length  are  forcM  to  woo. 
For  ftill  they  look  on. you  with  fuch  kind  eyes. 
As  thofe  that  fee  the  church's  fovereign  rife  5 
From  their  own  order  chofe,  in  whofe  high  ftate. 
They  think  themfelves  the  fecond  choice  of  fate. 
When  our  great  monarch  into  exile  went, 
Wit  and  religion  fufFcr'd  baniihment. 
Thus  once,  when  Troy  was  wrap'd  in  fire  and  fmoke. 
The  helplefs  £ods  their  burning  flirines  forfook  \ 
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They  with  the  vanquifti'd  prince  and  party  gOf 
And  leave  their  temples  empty  to  the  foe. 
At  length  the  Mufes  ftand^  rcftor'd  again^ 
To  that  great  charge  which  nature  did  ordain  i 
And  their  lov'd  Druids  feem  reviv'd  by  fate, 
While  you  difpenfe  the  laws,  and  guide  the  ftate. 
The  nation^s  foul,  our  monarch,  does  difpenfe. 
Through  you,  to  us,  his  vital  influence  j 
You  are  the  channel,  where  thofe  fpirits  flow. 
And  work  them  higher,  as  to  us  they  go. 

In  open  profpeft  nothing  bounds  our  eye, 
'  Untill  the  earth  feems  join'd  unto  the  (ky  ; 
So  in  this  hemifphere  our  utmofl:  view 
Is  only  bounded  by  our  king  and  you  : 
Our  fight  is  limited  where  you  are  join'd. 
And  beyond  that  no  farther  heaven  can  find. 
So  well  your  virtues  do  with  his  agree, 
That,  though  your  orbs  of  different  greatnefs  be. 
Yet  both  are  for  each  other's  ufe  difpos'd. 
His  to  inclofe,  and  yours  to  be  inclosed. 
Nor  could  another  in  your  room  have  been. 
Except  an  emptinefs  had  come  between. 
Well  may  he  then  to  you  his  cares  impart, 
And  fhare  his  burden  where  he  fhares  his  heart. 
In  you  his  fleep  flill  wakes ;  his  pleafures  find 
Their  fhare  of  bufinefs  in  your  laboring  mind. 
So  when  the  weary  fun  his  place  refigns. 
He  leave§  his  light,  and  by  refleftion  ihines. 

Juftice,  that  fits  and  frowns  where  public  laws 
Exclude  foft  mercy  from  a  private  caufe,.    -    •  - 
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In  your  tribunal  moft  herfelf  does  pleafej 

TKerc  only  fmiles  bccaufe  (he  lives  at  eafe  ; 

And,  like  young  David,  finds  her  ftrength  the  more. 

When  difincumber'd  from  thofe  arms  (he  wore. 

Heaven  would  our  royal  mafter  ihould  exceed 

Moft  in  that  virtue,  which  we  moft  did  need ; 

And  his  mild  father  (who  too  late  did  find 

All  mercy  vain  but  what  with  power  was  join'd) 

His  fatal  goodnefs  left  to  fitter  times. 

Not  to  increafe,  but  to  abfolve,  our  crimes  : 

But  when  the  heir  of  this  vaft  u*eafure  knew 

How  large  a  legacy  was  left  to  you 

(Too  great  for  any  fubjeft  to  retain). 

He  wifely  ty'd  it  to  the  crown  again  : 

Yet,  pairing  through  your  hands,  it  gathers  more, 

As  ftreams,  through  mines,  bear  tinflure  of  their  ore. 

While  empiric  politicians  ufe  deceit. 

Hide  what  they  give,  and  cure  but  by  a  cheat ; 

You  boldly  (hew  that  (kill  which  they  pretend. 

And  work  by  means  as  noble  as  your  end  : 

Which  (hould  you  veil,  we  might  unwind  the  clue, 

As  men  do  nature,  till  we  came  to  you. 

And  as  the  Indies  were  not  found,  before 

Thofe  rich  perfumes,  which,  from  the  happy  (hore. 

The  winds  upon  their  balmy  wings  conveyed, 

Whofe  guilty  fweetnefs  firft  their  world  betray'd ; 

So  by  your  counlels  we  are  brought  to  view 

A  rich  and  undifcover'd  world  in  you. 

By  you  our  monarch  does  that  fame  a(rure. 

Which  kings  muft  have,  or  cannot  live  fccurc  j 
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For  profpcrous  princes  gain  their  fubjefts  heart, 
Who  love  that  praife  in  which  themfelves  have  part. 
B3C  you  he  fitt  diofe  fubje^ls  to  obey. 
As  heaven*s  eternal  monarch  dqps  convey 
His  power unfeen,  and  man  to  his  defigns. 
By  his  bright  minifters  the  ftars,  inclines. 

Our  fetting  fun,  from  his  declining  feat, 
Shot  beams  of  kindnefs  on  you,  not  of  heat  t 
And,  when  his  love  was  bounded  in  a  few, 
That  were  unhappy  that  they  might  be  true. 
Made  you  the  favourite  of  his  laft  fad  times. 
That  is  a  fufferer  in  his  fubje£ls  crimes  : 
Thus  thofe  firft  favours  you  received,  were  fent. 
Like  heaven^s  rewards  in  earthly  punifhment. 
Yet  fortune,  confcious  of  your  deftiny, 
Ev'n  then  took  care  to  lay  you  foftly  by } 
And  wrap'd  your  fate  among  her  precious  things^ 
Kept  f^^fti  to  be  unfolded  with  your  king's. 
Shewn  all  at  once  you  dazzled  fo  our  eyes. 
As  new-bom  Pallas  did  the  gods  furprize : 
When,  fpringing  forth  from  Jove's  new-clofingwoundy 
She  ftruck  the  warlike  fpear  into  the  ground  ; 
Which  fprouting  leaves  did  fuddenly  inclofe. 
And  peaceful  olives  (haded  as  they  rofe. 

How  ftrangely  a6tive  are  the  arts  of  peace, 
Whofe  reftlefs  motions  lefs  than  wars  do  ccafe  I 
Peace  is  not  freed  from  labour  but  from  noife  j 
And  war  more  force,  but  not  more  pains  employs  : 
Such  is  the  mighty  fwiftnefs  of  your  mind, 
That,  like  the  earth,  it  leaves  our  fenfe  behind, 

While 
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While  you  Co  fmoothly  turn  and  row]  our  fphere. 

That  rapid  motion  docs  but  reft  appear. 

For>  as  in  nature*$  fwiftnefsy  with  the  throng 

Of  flying  orbs  y^hile  ours  is  borne  along. 

All  feenis  at  reft  to  the  deluded  eye, 

Mov*d  by  the  foul  of  the  fame  harmony. 

So,  carried  on  by  your  unwearied  care. 

We  reft  in  peace,  and  yet  in  motion  (hare. 

Let  envy  then  thofe  crimes  within  you  fee. 

From  which  the  happy  never  muft  be  free  j 

Envy,  that  does  with  mifery  refide. 

The  joy  and  the  revenge  of  ni«n'd  pride. 

Think  it  not  hard,  if  at  fo  cheap  a  rate 

Yon  can  fecure  the  conftancy  of  fate, 

Whofe  kindnefs  fent  what  does  their  malice  fctm. 

By  leiTer  ills  the  greater  to  redeem. 

Nor  can  we  this  weak  fliower  a  tempeft  call. 

But  drops  of  heat,  that  in  the  fun-ihine  fall. 

You  have  already  wearied  fortune  fo. 

She  cannot  farther  be  your  friend  or  foe  $ 

But  fits  all  breathlefs,  and  admires  to  feel 

A  fate  fo  weighty,  that  it  ftops  her  wheel. 

In  all  things  elfe  above  our  humble  fate. 

Your  equal  mind  yet  fwells  not  into  ftate, 

But,  like  fome  mountain  in  thofe  happy  ifles, 

Where  in  perpetual  fpring  young  nature  fmilcs, 

'^'our  grcatnefs  (hews  :  no  horror  to  aflFright, 

But  trees  for  fhadc,  and  flowers  to  court  the  dght: 

Sometimes  the  hill  fubmits  itfelf  a  while 

111  fmall  defcents>  which  do  its  height  beguile  ; 

r>  4  s 
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And  fonietimes  motints,  but  fo  as  billows  play, 
Whofe  life  not  hinders,  but  makes  (hort  our  w^y. 
Your  brow,  which  docs  no  fear  of  thunder  know. 
Sees  rowling  tempcfts  vainly  beat  below  ; 
And,  like  Olympus'  top,  th'  imprefRon  wears 
Of  love  and  friendfhip  writ  in  former  years. 
Yet,  unimpair'd  with  labours,  ©r  with  time. 
Your  age  but  fecms  to  a  new  youth  to  climb. 
Thus  heavenly  bodies  do  our  time  beget. 
And  meafure  change,  but  ftiare  no  part  of  it. 
And  ftill  it  fhall  without  a  weight  increafe, 
Like  this  new-year,  whofe  motions  never  ceafe. 
For  flnce  the  glorious  courfe  you  have  begun 
Is  led  by  Charles,  as  that  is  by  the  fun, 
It  muft  both  weightlefs  and  immortal  prove, 
Bccaufc  the  centre  of  it  is  above. 

SATIRE    on  the    DUTCH, 
Written  in  the  Year  1662. 
A   S  needy  gallants,  in  the  fcrivener's  hands, 
•^^  Court  the  rich  knaves  that  gripe  their  mortgag'^ 

lands ; 
The  firft  fat  buck  of  all  the  feafon's  fent. 
And  keeper  takes  no  fee  in  compliment ; 
The  dotage  of  fome  EngliHimen  is  fuch. 
To  fawn  on  thofe,  who  ruin  them,  the  Dutch. 
They  fhall  have  all,  rather  than  make  a  war 
With  thofe,  who  of  the  fame  religion  are. 
The  Straits,  the  Guiney-trade,  the  herrings  too  ; 
JM7f>  to  keep  friendfhip,  they  fhall  pickle  you. 

5  Somt 
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Seme  are  refolTM  not  to  fiad  oat  die  chest. 

But,  cuckold-like,  lo¥e  thcna  that  do  die  fat. 

What  injuries  fbe^er  upon  us  fkli. 

Yet  ftili  the  f<iine  religion  aLofwers  all. 

Religion  wheedled  ns  to  civil  vrar. 

Drew  Engliih  blood,  and  Dutcfamen^'s  now  woald  ^are. 

Be  guird  no  longer  ;  for  you'll  find  it  tme. 

They  have  no  more  religion,  faith  !  th*n  vou. 

Iniereft's  the  god  they  worihip  in  their  ftate. 

And  we,  I  take  it,  have  not  much  of  diat. 

Well  monarchies  :nay  own  religion's  naine. 

But  ftates  are  atheilis  m  their  very  frame. 

The)  (hare  a  Sn;  zr.l  fuch  proportions  fill, 

Th::r,  like  a  ftink,  'tis  nothing  to  them  all. 

Think  on  their  rr-pine,  filfhood,  cruelt}'. 

And  that  whnt  once  they  were,  they  ftill  would  be. 

To  one  wcil-bom  th'  affront  is  woHc  and  more. 

When  he's  aSusM  and  ^2f?.cd  by  a  bocr. 

With  an  ill  gri:^  th»:  Dutch  their  mifchiefs  do; 

They  \c  both  i.l  i.ature  and  ill  manners  too. 

Well  may  they  boafl  tliemielvcs  an  ancient  nation  5 

For  tlicy  were  bred  tre  manners  were  in  fashion  : 

An. J  t!icir  new  commonwealth  has  fet  them  free 

Only  fiOm  honour  and  civility. 

Vvnttian"*  do  not  more  ui:couih!y  ride. 

Than  did  t'jcir  ii'bSer  ilate  mankind  be.lride. 

Ti'.  ir  r-vny  became  th-.m  with  as  ill  a  inicn. 

As  thcr  own  pa\inchf  s  iwell  above  their  chin. 

Vci  is  tli^ir  empire  no  true  growth  but  humour, 

And  only  two  kings'  touch  can  cure  the  tumour. 


44  DRYDEN'S    POEMS. 

As  Cato,  fruits  of  Afric  did  difplay  j 
X^et  us  before  our  eyes  their  Indies  lay  : 
All  loyal  EngliHi  will  like  him  conclude ; 
Let  Caefar  live,  ^od  Carthage  be  fubdued. 

To  her  Royal  Highnefs  the  Dutchess  of  York, 
on  the  memorable  Vi6lory  gained  by  the  Duke 
over  the  Hollanders,  June  the  3d,  1665. 
and  on  her  Journey  afterwards  into  the  North. 


W 


Madam, 
HEN,  for  our  fakes,  your  hero  you  rcfignM 


To  fwelling  feas,  and  every  faithlefs  wind  5 
.When  you  releasM  his  courage,  and  fet  free 
A  valour  fatal  to  the  enemy ; 
You  lodg*d  your  country's  cares  within  your  breaft 
(The  manfion  where  foft  love  (hould  only  reft : 
And,  ere  our  foes  abroad  were  overcome, 
The,nobleft  conqueft  you  had  gainM  at  home. 
Ah,  what  concerns  did  both  your  fouls  divide  I 
Your  honour  gave  us  what  your  love  denied  : 
And  'twas  for  him  much  eaficr  to  fubdue 
Thofe  foe,s  he  fought  with,  than  to  part  from  you. 
That  glorious  day,  which  two  fuch  navies  faw, 
As  each  unmatched  might  to  the  world  give  law. 
Neptune,  yet  doubtful  whom  he  fhould  obey. 
Held  to  them  both  the  trident  of  the  fea  : 
The  winds  were  huflrd,  the  waves  in  ranks  were  caft. 
As  ^wfully  as  when  God's  people  paft  : 

Thofe, 


} 
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Thofe,  yet  yncertain  on  whofe  fails  to  blow, 

Thefe,  where  the  wealth  of  nations  ought  to  flow. 

Then  with  the  duke  your  highnefs  rurd  the  day  : 

While  all  the  brave  did  his  command  obey. 

The  fair  and  pious  under  you  did  pray. 

How  powerful  are  chafte  vows  I  the  wind  and  tide 

You  bribM  to  combat  on  the  Engliih  fide. 

Thus  to  your  much-lovM  lord  you  did  convey 

An  unknown  fuccour,  fent  the  neareft  way. 

New  vigour  to  his  wearied  arms  you  brought, 

(So  Moies  was  upheld  while  Ifrael  fought) 

While,  from  afar,  we  heard  the  cannon  play. 

Like  diftant  thunder  on  a  ihiny  day. 

For  abfent  friends  we  were  afham'd  to  fear, 

When  we  confidcrM  what  you  venturM  there. 

Ships,  men,  and  arms,  our  country  might  reftore  } 

But  fuch  a  leader  coliid  fupply  no  more. 

With  generous  thoughts  of  conqueft  he  did  bum, 

Yet  fought  not  more  to  vanqulfh  than  return. 

Fortune  and  vi<5lory  he  did  purfue, 

To  bring  them  as  his  flaves  to  wait  on  you. 

Thus  beauty  ravifhM  the  rewards  of  fame. 

And  the  fair  triumphM  when  the  brave  overcame. 

Then,  as  you  meant  to  fpread  another  way 

By  land  your  conquefts,  far  as  his  by  fea, 

Leaving  our  fouthern  clime,  you  march'd  along 

The  ftubbom  North,  ten  thoufand  Cupids  ftrong. 

Like  commons  the  nobility  refort. 

In  crowding  heaps,  to  fill  your  moving  court ; 

To 
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To  welcome  your  approach  the  vulgar  run, 

Like  fome  new  envoy  from  the  diftant  fun, 

And  country  beauties  by  their  lovers  go, 

BiefHng  themfelves,  and  wondering  at  the  fhow. 

So  when  the  new-bom  Phoenix  firft  is  feen. 

Her  feathcr'd  fubjefts  all  adore  their  queen. 

And  while  (he  makes  her  progrefs  through  the  Eaft, 

From  every  grove  her  numerous  train's  increased  : 

Each  Poet  of  the  air  her  glory  fmgs. 

And  round  him  the  pleas'd  audience  clap  their  wings. 


AN. 
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I  To'the  Metropolis  of  Great-Britain,  tkt 
moft  renowned  and  late  fioarifking  CITY  of 
LONDON,  initsREPRBSENTATivEs,  the 
LorO'Mator  and  Court  of  Aldermen,  the 
Sheriffs,  and  Common-Council  of  it. 

A  S  perhaps  I  am  the  firft  who  ever  prefented  a  work 
"^^  of  this  nature  to  the  metropolis  of  any  nation  )  fo 
it  is  likewife  confonant  to  juftice,  that  he  who  was  to 
give  the  firft  example  of  fuch  a  dedication  fhould  be- 
gin it  with  that  city,  which  has  fet  a  pattern  to  ftU 
others  of  ^tnie  loyalty,  invincible  courage,  and  un- 
fliaken  conftancy.  Other  cities  have  been  praifed  for  the 
fame  virtues,  but  I  am  much  deceived  if  any  hnve  fo 
dearly  purchafed  their  reputation  ;  their  fame  hnn  been 
won  them  by  cheaper  trials  than  an  expcnfive,  though 
neceflary  war,  a  confuming  peftllence,  and  a  more  con- 
fuming  fire.  To  fubmit  yourfelvcs  with  that  humility 
to  the  judgments  of  heaven,  and  at  the  fame  time  to 
raifc  yourfclves  with  that  vigour  above  all  human  ene- 
mies y  to  be  combated  at  once  from  above  and  from 
below,  to  be  ftruck  down  and  to  triumph  :  J  know 
not  whether  fuch  trials  have  been  ever  paralleled  in  any 
nation  :  the  refolution  and  fucccfTes  of  them  never  can 
be.  Never  had  prince  or  people  more  mutual  rcafon  to 
love  each  other,  if  fuffering  for  each  other  can  endear 
affeftion.  You  have  come  together  a  pair  of  niatchlcfs 
lovers,  through  many  difficulties  ;  he,  throtigh  a  long 
tiile,  rariouf  traTeries  of  fortune,  and  tlie  inVcrY'O^A\ui\ 
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of  raany  rivals,  who  violently  ravllhcd  and  with-lield 
you  from  him  :  and  certainly  you  have  had  your  (hare 
in  fufferings.  But  Providence  has  caft  upon  you  want 
of  trade,  that  you  might  appear  bountiful  to  your  coun- 
try's neceflities  ;  and  the  reft  of  your  afflictions  are  not 
more  the  efFjfts  of  God's  difpkafure  (frequent  exam- 
ples of  them  having  been  in  the  reign  of  the  moft  excel- 
lent princes)  than  occafions  for  the  manifefting  of  your 
chriftian  and  civil  virtues.  To  you  therefore  this  Year 
of  Wonders  is  juftly  dedicated,  becaufe  you  have  made 
it  fo.  You,  who  are  to  ftand  a  wonder  to  all  years 
and  ages  ;  and  who  have  built  yourfelves  an  immortal 
monument  on  your  own  ruins.  You  are  now  a  Phoenix 
in  her  afhes,  and,  as  far  as  humanity  can  approach,  a 
great  emblem  of  the  fuffering  Deity  :  but  heaven  never 
made  fo  much  piety  and  virtue  to  leave  it  miferable.  I 
have  heard,  indeed,  of  fome  virtuous  perfons  who  have 
ended  unfortunately,  but  never  of  any  virtuous  na- 
tion :  Providence  is  engaged  too  deeply  when  the  caufe 
becomes  fo  general ;  and  I  cannot  imagine  it  has  re- 
folved  the  ruin  of  that  people  at  home,  which  it  has 
bleffed  abroad  with  fuch  fucceffes.  I  am  therefore  to 
conclude,  that  your  fufferings  are  at  an  end  5  and  that 
one  part  of  my  poem  has  not  been  more  an  hiftoiy  of 
your  deftruftion,  than  the  other  a  prophecy  of  your  re- 
ftoration.  The  accompliihment  of  which  happinefs,  as 
it  is  the  wifh  of  all  true  Engliflimen,  fo  is  it  by  none 
more  paflionately  defired,  than  by. 

The  greateft  of  your  admirers, 

And  moft  humble  of  your  fervants, 

John  Dryden. 
An 
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An  Account   of  the  enfuing  POEM, 

In  A   LETTER   to  the 

Hon.Sir  ROBERT    HOWARD. 

Sir, 
T  AM  fo  many  ways  obliged  to  you,  and  Co  little 
-''  able  to  return  your  favours,  that,  like  thofe  who 
owe  too  much,  I  can  only  live  by  getting  farther  into 
your  debt.  You  have  not  only  been  careful  of  my 
fortune,  which  was  the  effefl  of  your  noblenefs,  but 
you  have  been  felicitous  of  my  reputation,  which  it 
that  of  your  kindnels.  It  is  not  long  dnce  I  gave  you 
the  trouble  of  perufing  a  play  for  me,  and  now,  inftead 
of  an  acknowledgment,  I  have  given  you  a  greater,  in 
the  corre£iion  of  a  poem.  But  (Ince  you  are  to  bear 
this  periecution,  I  will  at  leaft  give  you  the  encourage* 
ment  of  a  martjTj  you  could  never  fuffer  in  a  nobler 
caufe.  For  I  have  chofen  the  mod  heroic  fubjeft, 
which  any  poet  could  deGre  :  I  have  taken  upon  me  to 
defcribe  the  motives,  the  beginning,  progreft,  and  fuc- 
cefles,  of  a  moft  juft  and  neceflary  war ;  in  it,  the  care, 
management,  and  prudence  of  our  king  -,  the  condu^ 
and  valour  of  a  royal  admiral,  and  of  two  incomparar 
ble  generals  I  the  invincible  courage  of  our  a^>tains 
and  feamen  ;  and  three  glorious  victories,  the  refult  of 
all.  After  this,  I  have,  in  the  Fiiie,  the  mr ft  deplor- 
able, but  withal  the  greateft,  argument  that  can  be  ima- 

VoL.  I.  E  giflcdj 
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gined :  tlie  deftruftion  being  fo  fwift,  lb  fudden,  fa 
vaft  and'  miferable,  as  nothing  can  parallel  in  ftory. 
The  former  part  of  this  poem,  relating  to  the  war,  is 
but  a  due  expiation  for  my  not  having  fei-ved  my  king 
and  country  in  it.  All  gentlemen  are  almoft  obliged 
to  it :  and  I  know  no  reafon  we  (hould  give  that  ad- 
vantage to  the  commonalty  of  England,  to  be  foremoft 
in  brave  aflions,  which  the  nobles  of  France  would 
never  fuffer  in  their  pcafants;  I  (hould  not  have  writ- 
ten this  but  to  a  perfon  who  has  been  ever  forward 
to  appear  in  all  employments  whither  his  honour  and 
generofity  have  called  him.  The  latter  part  of  my 
poem,  which  defcribes  the  Fire,  I  owe,  firft  to  the 
piety  and  fatherly  affection  of  our  monarch  to  his  fuf- 
fering  fubjefts  ;  and,  in  the  fecond  place,  to  the  cou- 
rage, loyalty,  and  magnanimity  of  the  city ;  both 
which  were  fo  confpicuous,  that  I  wanted  words  to 
celebrate  them  as  they  dcferve.  I  have  called  my  poem 
Hiftorical,  not  Epic,  though  both  the  aftions  and  a6(ors 
are  as  much  heroic  as  any  poem  can  contain.  But  (ince 
the  aflion  is  not  properly  one,  nor  that  accompliflied 
in  the  laft  fucceffes,  I  have  judged  it  too  bold  a  title 
for  a  few  ftanzas,  which  are  little  more  in  number  than 
a  fingle  Iliad,  or  the  longeft  of  the  u9Sneids.  For  this 
reafon  (I  mean  not  of  length,  but  broken  a6lion,  tied 
too  feverely  to  the  laws  of  hiitory)  I  am  apt  to  agree 
with  thofe,  who  rank  Lucan,  rather  among  hiftorians 
in  verfe,  than  Epic  poets  :  in  whofe  room,  if  I  am  not 
deceived,  Silius  Italicus,  though  a  worfe  writer,  may 
jnore)ijf^]y  be  admitted.     I  have  chofen  to  write  my 

poem 
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1  £LiT2  -■ : ::r  ::r:j:".::-iic:..  Tiu  ic^niii  ij.i.i-i.i.ip'.?  :..t.-j 
ecmlrJ--"  t  z'-LI.'  ar-'-ar-uir-t  n:'  ii.-..  n.  :ir:  :^l;.i  :::\.  :r 
the  Hirrt-ry  iz  ::rv  rryni:  :  laiL  wen  icj.  .:oni::uiu:*i  ih 
tLc  quir.tijTT  u"  i-.'t,r]i"  /"haDii.  vi.ui.  ::»;•'   iy.;£:ir.  van 

cf  grsciziii^ri.  z.p^vi..  zu:  zin  iLT.p::.Lr.i;-.i:  ..-  ;.":i:i;i- 
via:icn  cf  "il'-siii,  illl  liif  iii:».i'j:t  ::v:  ir.  ::i:  ci..u  41:" 
that  ore;  jliLiLi,  "crilch  rf.iT,  r:)7.i"n:«».  li..:  mnn  or:cn 
corrupt*,  lb:  {zr.jt  o:  il'.  Jii..  :-^'\.  T.:  :r.  :i.!^  r.:-.;..- 
fity  ot  c-jr  !:.y.T.tF.  i  hi;  l  l.  vv: -;.  :'.■:.:..:  ::•£  .-.";.:),.: 
TCiit  nic:t  ti:Y,  Thcuri:  n::  :':  pr-.pc:  :'.:  ::.;>  i.-.rr.i:u':i : 
for  there  t'lc  vrcrh  is  fczrtr  1:  ll  criC.  t' :  »  !  .v.  '...':■>. 
concluding  the  Iihwur  cf  ::.;  :»:»t:  ^  r: :  :r.  £ .  ..:r::i.  >  hr 
13  to  carry  i:  fmh-r  cr.,  l:  .:  r::  irly  ;.,  I  ..:  :.-  ;■;..; 
along  in  his  head  :>»£  troub'c.cir.i-  :"i:::":  ».:':".  i.:  ;  1  :  > 
together.  For  thc:l-,  v.-h?  v.-yjie  c:r:i::Vy  ir,  :':!>  f.:i;.;, 
muft  needs  acknowltd*;?,  tii-it  thi  ].v.i  '.W.i  .i":!:.-  !t.ir.a.i 
is  to  be  confidered  in  the  CGmpo!;t:o:i  if  :h«.  rij:";.  Nii 
thci'  can  we  give  ourlelvcs  the  lihcrty  of  nj:ikliii;  .inv 
p?rt  of  a  verfe  for  the  fLike  cf  rhyme,  or  roiiCliuliuL; 
with  a  word  which  is  not  current  Englifh,  cir  iiJlnj;  thr 
v:'riet)'  of  female  rhymes  ;  all  which  our  f.ithi'rs  i>i;u-. 
tiled  :  and  for  the  female  rhymes,  they  arc  (ill I  in  11  fl* 
2r::cngft  other  nations  ;  with  tlic  Itulian  in  cvny  line, 
wliii  tiie  Spaniard  promifcuoufly,  witli  tin;  Frciuli  :!i- 
ttrr*at;'yj  as  tht-ft  who  have  read  the  Alaii'jir**,  fhc 
A  2  Vu- 
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Puccllc,  or  any  of  their  later  poems,  will  agree  tvitli 
me.  And  befides  this,  they  write  in  Alexandrins,  or 
Vterfes  of  fix  feet ;  fuch  as  amongft  us  is  the  old  tranf-' 
lation  of  Homer  by  Chapman :  all  which,  by  length- 
fling  of  their  chain,  makes  the  fphere  of  their  activity 
the  larger.  I  have  dwelt  too  long  upon  the  choice  of 
my  ftanza,  which  you  may  remember  is  much  better 
defended  in  the  preface  to  Gondibert ;  and  therefore  I 
will  haften  to  acquaint  yon  with  my  endeavours  in  the 
writing.  In  general  I  will  only  fay,  I  have  never  yet 
feen  the  defcription  of  any  naval  fight  in  the  proper 
terms  which  are  ufed  at  Tea  :  and  if  there  be  any  fuch 
in  another  language,  as  that  of  Lucan  in  the  third  of 
his  Pharfalia,  yet  I  could  not  avail  myfelf  of  it  in  the 
Englifh  ,*  the  terms  of  art  in  every  tongue  bearing 
more  of  the  idiom  of  it  than  any  other  words.  We 
hear  indeed  among  our  poets,  of  the  thundering  of 
guns,  the  fmoke,  the  diforder,  and  the  (laughter  $  but 
all  thefe  are  common  notions.  And  certainly,  as  thofe 
who  in  a  logical  difpute  keep  in  general  terms,  would 
hide  a  fallacy  ;  fo  thofe  who  do  it  in  any  poetical  de- 
fcription, would  veil  their  ignorance. 

**  Defcriptas  fei vare  vices  operumque  colores, 
«*  Cur  ego,  fi  nequeo  ignoroque,  Poeta  falutor  ?" 
For  my  own  part,  if  I  had  little  knowledge  of  the  fea, 
yet  I  have  thought  it  no  ihame  to  learn  :  and  if  I  have 
made  fome  few  miflakes,  it  is  only,  as  you  can  bear  me 
witnefs,  becaufe  I  have  wanted  opportunity  to  correft 
them  5  the  whole  poem  being  firft  written,  and  now 
5  fcnt 
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Ibit  you  from  a  place  where  I  have  not  fo  much  at 
the  converfe  of  any  feaman.  Yet  though  the  trouble  I 
had  in  writitog  it  was  great,  it  was  no  more  than  re- 
compenfed  by  the  pleafure.  I  found  myfelf  fo  warm 
in  celebrating  the  praifes  of  military  men,  two  fucb 
efjpeeially  as  the  prince  and  general,  that  it  is  no  won- 
der if  they  infpired  me  with  thoughts  above  my  ordi- 
aary  level.  And  I  am  well  latisfied,  that,  as  they  are 
incomparably  the  bed  fubje^l  I  ever  had,  excepting  only 
die  royal  family,  fo  alfo,  that  this  I  have  written  of 
them  is  much  better  than  what  I  have  performed  on 
*  any  other.  I  have  been  forced  to  help  out  other  argti* 
ments  $  but  this  has  been  bountiful  to  me  t  they  have 
been  low  and  barren  of  praife,  and  I  have  exalted  themt 
and  made  them  fruitful  $  but  here— *'  Omnia  fpontcfua 
**  reddit  juftiilima  tellus/*  I  have  had  a  large,  a  fair,  and 
a  pleafant  field  $  fo  fertile,  that  without  my  cultivatin^c, 
it  has  given  me  two  harvefts  in  a  fummer,  and  in  both 
oppreflfed  the  reaper.  All  other  g^eatnefn  in  iubjects  is 
only  counterfeit :  it  will  not  endure  the  ted  of  danger ) 
the  greatnefs  of  arms  is  only  real  :  other  greatneff 
burdens  a  nation  with  its  weight ;  this  fupports  it  with 
its  ftrength.  And  as  it  is  the  happinefi  of  the  age,  fo 
it  is  the  peculiar  goodnefs  of  the  beft  of  kings,  that 
we  n:ay  praife  his  fubjc^^s  without  offend infij  him. 
Doobticft  it  proceeds  from  a  )uft  confidrnce  of  his  oTfti 
virtue,  which  the  Inftrc  of  no  ether  c/n  \rt  fo  yrr-t*  ^% 
ID  t'lriccn  in  him  ;  for  the  good  or  the  v^Jiar.t  are  re^'^r 
fifely  pnlCtd  under  a  bad  or  a  dr^er.^raf^r  prir.c^,  hut 
to  retom  frona  this  di^rtflion  to  a  fa/ther  aocount  of 
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my  poem ;  I  muft  crave  leave  to  tell  you,  that  as  I 
have  endoavoured  to  adorn  it  with  noble  thoughts,  lb 
much  more  to  exprefs  thofe  thoughts  with  elocution. 
The  compoiitioii  of  all  poems  is,  or  ought  to  be,  of 
-  wit ;  and  wit  in  the  poet,  or  wit-writing  (if  you  will 
give  me  leave  to  ufe  a  fchool-diftin^lion)  is  no  other 
than  the  faculty  of  imagination  in  the  writer,  which, 
like  a  nimble  fpaniel,  beats  over  and  ranges  through 
the  field  of  memory,  till  it  fprings  the  quarry  it  hunted 
after:  or,  without  metaphor,  which  fearches  over  all 
the  memory  for  the  fpecics  or  ideas  of  thofe  things 
which  it  defigns  to  reprefent.  Wit  written  is  that 
which  is  well  defined,  the  happy  refult  of  thought,  or 
produ£l  of  imagination.  But  to  proceed  from  wit,  in 
the  general  notion  of  it,  to  the  proper  wit  of  an  heroic 
or  hiftorical  poem ;  I  judge  it  chiefly  to  confift  in  the 
delightful  imaging  of  perfops,  adilions,  paflions,  or 
thmgs.  It  is  not  the  jerk  or  fting  of  an  epigram,  nor 
the  feeming  contradidion  of  a  poor  antithefis  (the  de- 
light of  an  ill-judging  audience  in  a  play  of  rhyme)» 
nor  the  gingle  of  a  more  poor  Paranomafia  ;  neither  is 
it  fo  much  the  morality  of  a  grave  fentence,  affefled 
by  Lucan,  but  more  fparingly  ufed  by  Virgil  ;  but  it 
is  fome  lively  and  apt  dcfcription,  drefled  in  fuch  co- 
lours of  fpeech,  that  it  fets  before  your  eyes  the  abfent 
objc6^,  as  perfe^lly,  and  more  delightfully  than  nature. 
So  then  th«  firft  happinefs  of  the  poet's  imaj^i nation  is 
propn  ly  invention  or  finding  of  the  thought ;  the  fc- 
cond  is  fancy,  or  the  variation,  deriving  or  moulding 
of  that  thought  as  the  judgment  reprcfcnts  it  proper  to 
5  ^^^e 
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^K  fwkfpSt ;  tie  tiird  is  cktcztMrT ,  cr  die  i7t  o£  cWtli* 

a|it,  £igsi£c3u:ty  and  iomsdir^  wcrJs  :  tbe  ^ckaefs  of 
llie  uaagaataan  is  kea  kk  tbe  inTcntioa,  tbe  fertility 
m  dK  hmcj^  and  tbe  accancy  in  the  exprdKon*    For 
ifae  two  6tk  of  tbcie^    Orid  is   famous  amongft  tlie 
poets  ;  for  the  latter^  Vlfgil.     Ovid  images  more  cftCM 
tkc  movements  and  affefkions  of  the  mind,  either  com* 
bating  between   two  contnuy  paffions»   or  extremelT 
diicompofed  by  one.     His  words  therefore  are  the  leaft 
fut  of  his  care ;  for  he  pi6hires  nature  in  diibrder» 
with  which  the  ftudy  and  choice  of  words  is  inconfi* 
ftcnt.     This  is  the  proper  wit  of  dialogue  or  dilcourlc, 
and  confcquently  of  the  drama,  where  all  that  is  fnid 
18  to  be  fuppofed  the  efFetSl  of  fudden  thought }  which» 
though  it  excludes  not  the  quicknels  of  wit  in  rcpar- 
tecs,  yet  admits  not  a  too  curious  cle^lion   of  words, 
too  frequent  allufions,  or  ufc  of  tropes,  or  in  fine  any 
thing  that  Ihcws  remotencfs  of  thought  or  labour  in  the 
writer.     On  the  other  fide,  Virgil  fpeaks  not  Co  often 
to  us  in  the  perfon   of  another,  like  Ovid,  hut  in  his 
own  :  he  relates  almoft  all  things  as  from  himfelf,  and 
thereby  gains  more  liberty  than  the  other,  to  exprcfs 
his  thoughts  with  ail  the  graces  of  elocution,  to  write 
more  figuratively,  and  to  confcfs  as  well  the  labour  as 
the  force  of  his  imsgnation.     Though  he  defcriHcs  liis 
Dido  well  and  naturally,  in  the  violence  of  her  p'liTions, 
yet  he  muft  yield  in  that  to  the  Myrrhn,  the  Biblis,  the 
Althaea,  of  Ovid  j  for,  as  great  an  admirer  of  him   a<j 
I  am,  I  muft  acknowledge,  that  if  I  Tec  not  more  of 
E  4  \\»k.\y 
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their  fouls  than  I  fee  of  Dido's,  at  leaft  I  have  a  great- 
er' concernmeDt  for  them  t  and  that  convinces  me,  that 
Oyid  has  touched  thofe  tender  ftrokes  more  delicately 
than  Virgil  conld.    But  when  a6lion  or  perfons  are  to 
be  described,  when  any  fuch  image  is  to  be  fet  before 
us,  how  bold,  how  mafterly  are  the  ftrokes  of  Virgil ! 
We  fee  the  objects  he  prefents  us  with  in  their  native 
figures,  in  their  proper  motions  ;  but  fo  we  fee  them, 
as  our  own  eyes  could  never  have  beheld  them  fo  beau- 
tiful in  themfelves.     W^  fee  the  foul  of  the  poet,  like 
that  univerfal  one  of  whieh  he  fpeaks,  informing  an^ 
moving  through  all  his  piflures  : 
**— — Totamque  infufa  per  artus 
*'  Mens  agitat  molem,  8c  magno  fe  corpore  mifcet/* 
We  behold  him  embelliihing  his  images,  as  he  makes 
Venus  breathing  beauty  upon  her  fon  ^neas." 
«  _^— _  lumenque  juventae 
«*  Purpureum,  Sc  laetos  oculis  afflarat  honores  : 
**  Quale  manus  addunt  ebori  decus,  aut  ubi  flavo 
**  Argcntum  Pariufve  lapis  circumdatur  auro." 
See  his  Tcmpcft,  his  Funeral  Sports,  his  Combat  of 
Turnus  and  -^neas :  and  in  his  Georgics,   which  I 
efteem  the  divineft  part  of  all  his  writings,  the  Plague, 
the  Country,  the  Battle  of  the  Bulls,  the  Labour  of  the 
Bees,  and  thofe  many  other  excellent  images  of  nature, 
moft  of  which  are  neither  great  in  themfelves,  nor  have 
any  natural  ornament  to  bear  them  up :  but  the  words 
wherewith  he  defcribes  them  are  fo  excellent,  that  it 
might  be  well  applied  to  him,  which  was  faid  by  Ovid, 

'«Ma- 
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**  Materiem  fuperabat  opus :"  thevfcry  found  of  his  word* 
has  often  fomewhat  that  is  connatural  to  the  fubje6l ; 
and  while  we  read  him,  we  fit,  as  in  a  play,  beholding 
the  fccnes  of  what  he  reprefents.  To  perform  this,  he 
made  frequent  ufe  of  tropes,  which  you  know  change 
the  nature  of  a  known  word,  by  applying  it  to  fome 
other  iign location  ;  and  this  is  it  which  Horace  means 
in  his  epiflle  to  the  Pifo^s  : 

*^  Dixcris  egregie,  notum  (i  callida  verbum 

**  Reddiderit  jun6lura  novum ^" 

But  I  am  fenfible  I  have  prefumed  too  far  to  enter- 
tain you  with  a  rude  difcourfe  of  that  art  which  you 
both  know  fo  well,  and  put  into  pra6lice  with  To  much 
happinefs.  Yet,  before  I  leave  Virgil,  I  muft  own  the 
vanity  to  tell  you,  and  by  you  the  world-  that  he  has 
been  my  matter  in  this  poem  :  I  have  followed  him 
every  where,  I  know  not  witli  what  fuccefs,  but  I  am 
fure  with  diligence  enough  ;  my  images  are  many  of 
them  copied  from  him,  and  the  reft  are  imitations  of 
him.  My  e^prcflions  alio  are  as  near  as  the  idioms  of 
the  two  languages  would  admit  of  in  tranfljtion.  And 
this,  fir,  I  have  done  with  that  boldnefs,  for  which  I 
will  ftand  accountable  to  any  of  our  little  critics,  who, 
perbips,  ?.ie  <  o  better  acquainted  with  him  than  I  am. 
Up :)n  your  fiift  perufiil  of  this  poem,  you  have  taken 
notice  of  km'  words,  which  I  hive  innovated  (if  it 
be  too  I'old  for  me  to  fay  r^fir.t:!)  upon  his  Latin  ; 
which,  "«  I  ofi'er  not  to  introduce  into  Englifli  profe, 
fo  I  hope  ihey  are  neither  improper,  nor  altogctlKr  in- 
cicg  mt  in  vcrl'e }  and,  in  this,  Horace  will  again  dc- 
fci.d  me. 
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"  Et  nova  fiftaque  mipcr  habebunt  vcrba'fidera,  fi 
**  Graeco  fonte  cadant,  parce  dctorta '* 

The  inference  is  exceeding  plain :    for  if  a  Roman 
poet  might  have  liberty  to   coin   a  word,    fuppofing 
only  that  it  was  derived  from  the  Greek,  was  put  into 
a  Latin  termination,  and  that  he  ufed  this  liberty  but 
feldom,  and  with  modefty ;  Iiow  much  more  juftly  may 
I  challenge  that  privilege  to  do  it  with  the  fame  pre- 
requifites,  from  the  beft  and  moft  judicious  of  Latin 
writers  !  In  fome  places.  Inhere  either  the  fancy  or  the 
words  were  his,  or  any  other's,  I  have  noted  it  m  the 
margin,  that  I  might  not  feem  a  plagiary  ;  in  others  I 
have  neglected  it,  to  avoid  as  well  tedioufnefs,  as  the 
afFcftation  of  doing  it  too  often.     Such  defcriptions  or* 
images  well  wrought,  which  I  promiie  not  for  mine, 
are,    as  I   have  faid,    the  adequate   delight  of  heroic 
pocfy  ;  for  they  beget  admiration,  which  is  its  proper 
ohjeft }  as  the  images   of  the  burlefque,  which  is  con- 
trary to  this,  by  the  fame  reafon  beget  laughter;  for 
the  one  (hews  nature  beautified,  as  in  the  pifture  of  a 
fair  woman,  which  we  all  admire  ;  the  other  (hews  her 
dcformcvl,  as  in  that  of  a  hzar,  or  of  a  fool  with  dif- 
.torted  ficc  and  antique  gefturcs,  at  which  we   cannot 
forbear  to  laugh,  bccaufe  it  is  a  deviation  from  na- 
tui*e.     But  though  the   fame  images  ferve  equally  for 
the  Epic  poely,  and  for  the  hiftoric   and   panegyric, 
which  arc  branches  of  it,  yet  a  feveral  fort  of  fculp- 
ture  is  to  be  ufed  in  them.     If  fome  of  them   are   to 
be  like  thofe  of  Juvenal,  "  Stantes  in  curribus  ^mi- 

"  liani,"' 
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<<  liani,**  heroes  drawn  in  their  triumphal  chariots,  and 
in  their  full  proportion ;  others  are  to  be  like  that  of 
Virgil,  **  Spirantia  mollius  aera  :"  there  is  Ibmewhat 
more  of  foftnefs  and  tendernefs  to  be  (liewn  in  them, 
Vou  will  foon  find  I  write  not  this  without  concern. 
Some,  who  have  feen  a  paper  of  verfes,  which  I  wrote 
laft  year  to  her  Highnefs  the  Dutchefsi  have  accufed 
them  of  that  only  thing  I  could  defend  in  them. 
They  faid,  I  did  "  humi  ferpere  ;"  that  I  wanted  not 
Mily  height  of  fancy,  but  dignity  of  words,  to  fet  it 
off.  I  might  well  anfwer  with  that  of  Horace,  **  Nunc 
"  non  erat  his  locus;"  I  knew  I  addreiTed  them  to  a  lady, 
and  accordingly  I  affe6led  the  foftnefs  of  expreilion, 
and  the  fmoothneCs  of  meafure,  rather  than  tlie  height 
of  thought ;  and  in  what  I  did  endeavour,  it  is  no 
vanity  to  fay  I  have  fucceeded.  I  deleft  arrogance  j 
but  there  is  fomc  difference  betwixt  that  and  a  juft  de» 
fence.  But  I  will  not  farther  bribe  your  candor,  or 
the  reader's.  I  leave  them  to  fpeak  for  me ;  and,  if 
they  can,  to  make  out  that  chara£ler,  not  pretending 
to  a  greater,  which  I  have  given  them. 

And  now,  fir,  it  is  time  I  fhoiild  relieve  you  from 
the  tedious  length  of  this  account.  You  have  better 
and  more  profitable  employment  for  your  hours,  and  I 
wrong  the  publick  to  detain  you  longer.  In  conclufion, 
I  muft  leave  my  poem  to  you  with  all  its  faults,  which 
I  hope  to  find  fewer  in  the  printing  by  your  emenda- 
tions. I  know  you  are  not  of  the  number  of  thofe,  of 
v;homthe  younger  Pliny  fpeak*;  j  "Nee  funtparum  multi, 
"  qui  carpere  amicos  fucs  judicium  vocant :'"  I  am  rather 
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too  ftcnre  of  you  on  that  fide.  Your  candor  in  pardon- 
ing my  errors  may  make  you  more  rcmifs  in  correcting 
them  5  if  you  will  not  withal  confider  that  they  come 
into  the  world  with  your  approbation,  and  through 
your  hands.  I  beg  from  you  the  greateft  favour  you 
can  confer  upon  an  abfent  perfon,  fince  I  repofe  upon 
your  management  what  is  deareft  to  me,  my  fame  and 
reputation  j  and  therefore  I  hope  it  will  ftir  you  up 
to  make  my  poem  fairer  by  many  of  your  blots ;  if 
not,  you  know  the  ftory  of  the  gamefter  who  manied 
the  rich  man's  daughter,  and  when  her  father  denied 
the  portion,  chriftened  all  the  children  by  his  fumame, 
that  if,  in  conclufion,  they  muil  beg,  they  ihould  do 
fo  by  one  name,  as  well  as  by  the  other.  But  dnce  t^e 
reproach  of  my  faults  will  light  on  you,  it  is  but  rea- 
fon  I  fliould  do  you  that  juilice  to  the  readers,  to  let 
them  know,  that,  if  there  be  any  thing  tolerable  in 
this  poem,  they  owe  the  argument  to  your  choice,  the 
writing  to  your  encouragement,  the  corre£lion  to  your 
judgment,  and  the  care  of  it  to  your  friendfliip,  to 
which  he  muft  ever  acknowledge  himfelf  to  owe  all 
things,  who  is» 

S  I  R, 

The  mod  obedient,  and  moft 

Faithful  of  your  fcrvants. 

From  CharhoQ  in  Wiltfli'.re, 
Nov,  10,  t666. 

John  Drydin. 
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ANNUS    MIRABILIS: 

THE    YEAR    OF    WONDERS, 

MDCLXVI. 


I. 
TN  thriving  arts  long  time  had  Holland  grown. 
Crouching  at  home  and  cruel  when  abroad  : 
Scarce  leaving  us  the  means  to  claim  our  own  ; 
Our  king  they  courted,  and  our  merchants  aw*d. 
II. 
Trade,  which  like  blood  (hould  circularly  flow, 

Stopp'd  in  their  channels,  found  its  freedom  loft : 
Thither  t'.e  wealth  of  all  the  world  did  go, 
And  feem'd  but  (hipwreck'd  on  fo  bafe  a  coaft. 
III. 
For  them  alone  the  heavens  had  kindly  heat ; 
In  eaftem  quan*ies  ripening  precious  dew : 
For  them  the  Idumaean  balm  did  fweat. 
And  in  hot  Ceilon  fpicy  forefts  grew. 
IV. 
The  fun  but  feem'd  the  labourer  of  the  year  ; 

Each  waxing  moon  fupply'd  her  watery  ftore. 

To  fwell  thofe  tides  which  from  the  line  did  bear 

Their  brim-full  veflTels  to  the  Belgian  ihore. 

V.  TWs, 
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V. 

Thus,  mighty  in  her  (hips,  flood  Carthage  long, 

And  fwept  the  riches  of  the  world  from  far ; 
Yet  ftoop'd  to  Rome,  lefs  wealthy,  but  more  (Irong  s 

And  this  may  prove  our  fecond  Punic  wai*. 
VI. 
What  peace  can  be,  where  both  to  one  pretend  ? 

(But  they  more  diligent,  and  we  more  ftrong) 
Or  if  a  peace,  it  foon  muft  have  an  end  ; 

For  they  would  grow  too  powerful  were  it  long. 
VII. 
Behold  two  nations  then,  engag'd  fo  far, 

That  each  feven  years  the  fit  mufl  fhake  each  land : 
Where  France  will  fide  to  weaken  us  by  war. 

Who  only  can  his  vafl  dcfigns  withfbnd. 
VIII. 
See  how  he  feeds  th'  Iberian  with  delays. 

To  render  us  his  timely  friendfhip  vain  : 
And  while  his  fccret  foul  on  Flanders  preys. 

He  rocks  the  cradle  of  the  babe  of  Spain. 
IX. 
Such  deep  defigns  of  empire  does  he  lay 

O'er  them,  whofe  caufe  he  feems  to  take  in  hand  j 
And  prudently  would  make  them  lords  at  fea. 

To  whom  with  eafe  he  can  give  laws  by  land, 
X. 
This  faw  our  king  ;  and  long  within  his  breafl 

His  penfive  counfels  balanced  to  and  fro  : 
He  griev'd  the  land  he  freed  fhould  be  opprefs'd, 

hud  he  iefs  for  it  than  ufurpcrs  do. 

XL  His 
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XI. 

His  generous  mind  the  fair  ideas  drew 

Of  fame  and  honour,  which  in  dangers  lay  5 
Where  wealth,  like  fruit  on  precipices,  grew. 

Not  to  be  gathered  but  by  birds  of  prey. 
XII. 
The  lofs  and  gain  each  fatally  were  great  5 

And  ftill  his  fubje£ls  call'd  aloud  for  war  : 
But  peaceful  kings,  o'er  martial  people  fet. 

Each  other's  poize  and  counterbalance  are. 
XIII. 
He  firft  furvey'd  the  charge  with  careful  eyes, 

Which  none  but  mighty  monarchs  could  maintain  j 
Yet  judg'd,  like  vapours  that  from  limbecs  rife, 

It  would  in  richer  fhowei*s  defcend  again. 
XIV. 
At  length  refolv'd  f  aflert  the  watery  ball. 

He  in   himfclf  did  whole  Armadoes  bring: 
Him  aged  feamen  might  their  maftei*  call, 

And  chufe  for  general,  were  he  not  their  king* 
XV. 
It  feems  as  erery  fliip  their  fovereign  knows. 

His  awful  fummons  they  fo  foon  obey ; 
So  hear  the  fcaly  herd  when  Proteus  blows. 

And  fo  to  pafture  follow  through  the  fea. 
XVI. 
To  fee  this  fleet  upon  the  ocean  move. 

Angels  drf  w  wide  the  curtains  of  the  (kies ; 
And  heaven,  as  if  there  wanted  lights  above. 

For  tapers  made  two  glaring  comets  rife. 
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XMI. 
Whether  they  nnStnaa*  exhalaticns  are, 

Fir*d  by  the  foiKy  or  lenzung  fi>  alose  ; 
Or  each  Tome  more  remote  and  fiippery  fbir. 

Which  lofes  footing  when  to  mortals  {hewn. 
XVIII. 
Or  ope,  thai  bright  companion  of  die  fan, 

Whofe  glorioas  afped  fealM  our  new-bom  king  ; 
And  now,  a  round  of  greater  years  begun. 

New  influence  from  his  walks  of  light  did  br^. 
XIX. 
Vi£loriou«  York  did  iirft  with  fam'd  fuccefs. 

To  his  known  valour  make  the  Dutch  give  place  : 
Thus  heaven  our  monarch''s  fortune  did  confefs. 

Beginning  conqueft  from  his  royal  race. 
XX. 
But  (ince  it  was  decreed,  aufpicious  king. 

In  Britain^s  right  that  thou  Aiouldft  wed  the  main^ 
Heaven,  as  a  gage,  would  dkft  feme  precious  thing. 

And  therefore  doomed  that  Lawfon  (hould  be  (lain. 
XXI. 
Lawfon  amongft  the  foremoft  met  his  fate. 

Whom  fea-green  Sirens  from  the  rocks  lament : 
Thus  as  an  offering  for  the  Grecian  ftate. 

He  firft  Was  kiird  who  firil  to  battle  went. 
XXII. 
Their  chief  blown  up  in  air,  not  waves,  cxpir'd. 

To  which  his  pride  prefum'd  to  give  the  law : 
Tlie  Dutch  confcfsM  heaven  prefent,  and  rctir'd, 

And  all  was  Britain  the  wide  ocean  faw. 
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XXIII. 

To  neareft  ports  their.  fhatterM  ihips  repair, 

WTiere  by  our  dreadful  cannon  they  lay  awM  r 
So  reverently  men  quit  the  open  air, 

When  thunder  fpeaks  the  angry  gods  abroad. 
XXIV. 
And  now  approached  their  fleet  from  India  fj-aught. 

With  all  the  riches  of  the  rifing  fun  : 
And  precious  fand  from  fouthern  climates  brought. 

The  fatal  regions  where  the  war  begun. 
XXV. 
Like  hunted  caftors,  confcious  of  their  Tlore, 

Their  way-laid  wealth  to  Norway's  coafts  they  bring : 
There  firft  the  North's  cold  bofom  fpices  bore. 

And  winter  brooded  on  the  eaftcrn  fpring. 

XXVI. 
By  the  rich  fcent  we  found  our  pcrfum'd  prey. 

Which,  flank'd  wirh  rod:?,  did  clofc  in  covert  lie : 
And  round  about  ihelr  liiiirdering  cannon  lay, 

At  once  to  threaten  and  invite  tlie  eye.  ( 

XXVII. 
Fiercer  than  cannon,  and  than  rocks  more  hard. 

The  Engli/h  undertake  th'  unequal  war : 
Seven  fliips  alone,  by  which  the  port  is  ban'd, 
Bcfiege  the  Indies,  and  all  Denmark  dare. 
XXVIII. 
Thefe  fight  like  hufbands,  but  like  lovers  thofe  : 

Thefe  fain  would  keep,  and  thofc  more  fain  enjoy : 
And  to  fuch  height  their  frantic  paflion  grows. 
That  what  both  love,  both  hazard  to  deflroy. 
Vo  L .  I-  F  XXVIU.  AmuXft. 
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XXIX. 
Amidft  whole  hexp%  of  ibices  lights  2  ball. 

And  now  their  odours  anoM  agsunft  them  fij : 
^irtne  precicfudy  by  fliatter^d  porcelain  fall. 
And  {tnnt  by  aromatic  fplinters  die. 
XXX. 
And  though  by  tempefts  of  the  prize  bereft. 
In  heaven''f  jnclemency  fome  eaie  we  find : 
Our  foes  we  vanquiih*d  by  our  valour  left. 
And  only  yielded  to  the  Teas  and  wind. 
XXXI. 
Nor  wholly  loft  we  fo  defervM  a  prey ; 

For  ftormi  repenting  part  of  it  reftor'd : 
Whichi  at  a  tribute  from  the  Baltic  fea, 
Tht  BritiAi  ocean  fent  her  mighty  lord. 
XXXII. 
Oo  mortali  now  and  vex  yourfelves  in  vain 

For  wealthy  which  Co  uncertainly  mud  come  : 
When  what  wai  brought  fo  far,  and  with  fuch  pain, 
%     Wat  only  kept  to  lofe  it  nearer  home. 
XXXIII. 
The  Ton)  who  twice  three  months  on  th^  ocean  toft, 

PrrpttiM  to  tell  what  he  had  pafs'd  before, 
Now  feci  in  Englifh  Hiips  the  Holland  coaft, 
And  pai-cnts  arms,  in  vain,  ftretch'd  from  the  Ihore. 
XXXIV. 
Thin  cnreful  hufband  had  been  long  away. 

Whom  hit  chadc  wife  and  little  children  mourn  | 
Wl\v>  on  their  fingers  IcarnM  to  tell  the  day 
On  which  tUeii'  fatlicr  promi^'d  to  return. 

5  XXXV.  Such 
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XXXV. 

Such  are  the  proud  defigns  of  hu'man-kmxly 

And  fo  wc  fufFer  fhipwrcck  every  where  \ 
Alas,  what  port  can  fuch  a  pilot  find, 

Who  in  the  night  of  fate  niuft  blindly  ft«er  I 
XXXVI. 
The  undiftinguiih''d  feeds  of  good  a!nd  ill, 

Heaven  in  his  bofom  from  our  knowledge  hides  x 
And  draws  them  in  contempt  of  human  flbiW-, 

Which  oft  for  friends  miftaken  foes  provitles. 

xxxvn. 

Let  Munftcr*s  prelatfe  ever  be  accurrt", 
In  whom  we  feek  the  German  faith  in  vain  x 

Alas,  that  he  fhould  teath  the  Englifh  firft. 
That  fraud  and  avarice  in  the  church  couid  reign  ! 

xxxvm. 

Happy,  who  never  trnft  a  Granger's  will, 

Whofe  friendfhip 's  in  his  intereft  tinderfl:ood'! 
Since  money  given  but  tempts   him  to  be  ill^ 

When  power  is  too' remote  to  make  him  gobd. 
XXXIX. 
Till  now,  alone  the  mighty  nations  ftroVe  ; 

The  reft,  at  gaze,  without  the  lifts  did  ftand  ; 
And  threatening  France,  placM  like  a  painted' Jove, 

Kept  idle  thunder  in  his  lifted  hand. 
XL. 
That  eunuch  guardiah  of  rich  Holland's  trade. 

Who  envies  its  what  he  wants  power  t'  enjoy  5 
Whofe   noifeful  valour  does  no  foe  invade. 

And  weak  afliftance  will  his  friendf  dcftroy.     • 

F2  XLI.O£- 


68  DRYDEN'S     POEMS. 

XLT. 

Offended  that  we  fought  without  his  leave, 

He  takes  this  time  his  fecret  hate  to  Ihew : 
Which  Charles  does  with  a  mind  Co  calm  receive. 

As  one  that  neither  feeks  nor  fhuns  his  foe. 
XLII. 
With  France,  to  aid  the  Dutch,  the  Danes  unite  : 

France  as  their  tyrant,  Denmark  as  their  flave. 
But  when  with  one  three  nations  join  to  fight. 

They  filently  confefs  that  one  more  brave. 
XLIII. 
Lewis  had  chas'd  the  Englifh  from  his  fliore  ; 

But  Charles  the  French  as  fubje6ls  does  invite : 
Would  heaven  for  each  fome  Solomon  reftore. 

Who,  by. their  mercy,  may  decide  their  right ! 
XLIV. 
Were  fubjefts  fo  but  only  by  their  choice, 

And  not  from  birth  did  forc'd  dominion  take. 
Our  prince  alone  would  have  the  public  voice ; 

And  all  his  neighbours  realms  would  deferts  make. 
XLV. 
He  without  fear  a  dangerous  war  purfues. 

Which-  without  ralhnefs  he  began  before  : 
As  honour  made  him  firft  the  danger  chufe. 

So  ftill  he  makes  it  good  on  virtue's  fcore. 
XLVI. 
The  doubled  charge  his  fubjefts  love  fupplies, 

Who  in  that  bounty  to  themfelves  are  kind  : 
So  glad  Egyptians  fee  their  Nilus  rife. 

And  in  his  plenty  their  abundance  find. 

5  XLVII.  WiA 
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XLVII. 
With  equal  power  he  does  two  chiefs  create. 

Two  fuch  as  each  feemM  worthieft  when  alono  ; 
Each  able  to  fuftain  a  nation^s  fate. 

Since  both  had  found  a  greater  in  their  own. 
XLVIII. 
Both  great  in  courage,  condu6l,  and  in  fame. 

Yet  neither  envious  of  the  other's  praife  5 
Their  duty,  faith,  and  intereft  too  the  fame, 
Like  mighty  partners  equally  they  raife. 
XLIX. 
The  prince  long  time  had  courted  fortune's  love, 

But  once  poifefsM  did  abfolutely  reign  : 
Thus  with  their  Amazons  the  heroes  ftrove. 
And  conquered  firft  thofe  beauties  they  would  gain, 
L. 
The  duke  beheld,  like  Scipio,  with  difdain, 

That  Carthage,  which  he  i-uin'd,  rife  once  more ; 
And  fhook  aloft  the  fafces  of  the  main. 
To  fright  thofe  flaves  with  what  they  felt  before. 
LI. 
Together  to  the  watery  camp  they  hafte, 

Whom  matrons  pafllng  to  their  children  fhow : 
Infants  firft  vows  for  them  to  heaven  are  caft. 
And  future  people  blefs  them  as  they  go. 
LIL 
V/iih  them  no  riotous  pomp,  nor  Afian  train. 

To  infcft  a  navy  with  their  gaudy  fears ; 
To  make  flow  fights,  and  viflorics  but  vain  : 
But  v/ar  fcverely  like  itfelf  appears. 
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LIII. 

PifFufive  of  themfelves,  where'er  they  pafs, 

They  make  that  warmth  in  others  they  expe6l ; 
Their  valour  works  like  bodies  on  a  glafs. 
And  does  its  image  on  their  men  proje^. 
LIV. 
Our  fleet  divides,  and  ftraight  the  Dutch  appear. 

In  number,  and  a  famM  commander,  bold  : 
The  naiTow  feas  can  fcarce  their  navy  bear. 
Or  crowded  veffels  can  their  foldiers  hpld. 
LV. 
The  Duke,  Icfs  numerous,  but  in  courage  more. 

On  wings  of -all  the  winds  to  combat  flies: 
His  murdering  guns  a  loud  defiance  roar. 
And  bloody  crofles  on  his  flag-ftafFs  rife. 
LVI. 
Both  furl  their  fails,  and  ftrip  them  for  the  fight  j 

Their  folded  (heets  difmifs  the  ufelefs  air  : 
Th'  Elean  plains  could  boaft  no  nobler  fight. 
When  ftruggling  champions  did  their  bodies  bare« 
LVII. 
Borne  each  by  other  in  a  diftant  line, 

The  fea-built  forts  in  dreadful  order  move  : 
So  vaft  the  noife,  as  if  not  fleets  did  join, 
But  lands  unfix'd,  and  floating  nations  ftrove. 
LVIII. 
Now  pafsM,  on  either  fide  they  nimbly  tack  ; 

Both  ftrive  to  intercept  and  guide  the  wind  : 
And,  in  its  eye,  more  clofely  they  come  back, 
To  finifli  all  the  deaths  thpy  left  behind. 
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LIX. 

On  bigh-raisM  decks  the  haughty  Belgians  ride. 

Beneath  whoft  (hade  our  humble  frigates  go  : 
Such  port  the  elephant  bears,  and  {0  defy^d 

By  the  rhinoceros  her  unequal  foe. 
LX. 
And  as  the  built,  fo  difFerent  is  the  fight ; 

Their  mounting  (hot  is  on  our  fails  de(ign*d  : 
Deep  in  their  hulls  our  deadly  bullets  light. 

And  through  the  yielding  planks  a  paflfage  find. 
LXI. 
Our  dreaded  admiral  from  far  they  threat, 

Whofe  batter\l  rigging  their  whole  war  receives  : 
All  bare,  like  fome  old  oak  which  tempefts  beat. 

He  (lands,  and  fees  below  his  fcatterM  leaves. 
LXII. 
Heroes  of  old,  when  wounded,  (belter  fought  5 

But  he  who  meets  all  danger  with  difdain, 
Ev'n  in  their  face  his  (hip  to  anchor  brought. 

And  fteeple-high  ftood  propt  upon  the  main« 

Lxni. 

At  this  cxcefs  of  courage,  all  amaz'd. 

The  foremoft  of  his  foes  a  while  withdraw  : 
With  fuch  refpeft  in  entered  Rome  they  gaz'd. 

Who  on  high  chairs  the  god-like  fathers  faw. 
LXIV. 
And  now,  as  where  Patioclus'  body  lay. 

Here  Trojan  chiefs  advanced,  and  there  the  Greek  5 
Ours  o>r  the  Duke  their  pious  wings  difplay. 

And  theirs  the  nobleft  fpoils  of  Britain  feek. 
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LXV. 

Mean-time  his  bufy  mariners  he  haftes, 

His  fhatterM  fails  with  rigging  to  reftore  ; 
And  willing  pines  afcend  his  broken  mails, 

Whofe  lofty  heads  rife  higher  than  before. 
LXVI. 
Straight  to  the  Dutch  he  turns  his  dreadful  prow. 

More  fierce  th'  important  quarrel  to  decide  : 
Like  fwans,  in  long  array  his  veffels  fhow, 

Whofe  crefls  advancing  do  the  waves  divide. 
LXVII. 
They  charge,  recharge,  and  all  along  the  fea 

They  drive,  and  fquander  the  huge  Belgian  fleet. 
Berkeley  alone,  who  neareft  danger  lay. 

Did  a  like  fate  with  loft  Crelifa  meet. 
LXVIII. 
The  night  comes  on,  we  eager  to  purfue 

The  combat  ftill,  and  they  afham'd   to  leave  : 
Till  the  laft  ftreaks  of  dying  day   withdrew. 

And  doubtful  moon-light  did  our  rage  deceive, 
LXIX. 
In  th""  Englifh  fleet  each  ftiip  refounds  with  joy. 

And  loud  applaufe  of  their  great  leader's  fame  : 
111  fiery  dreams  the  Dutch  they  ftill  deftroy, 

And  fiumbering  fmile  at  the  imagined  flame. 
LXX. 
Not  fo  the  Holland  fleet,  who,  tii'd  and  done, 

Stretched  on  their  decks  like  weary  oxen  lie  i 
Faint  fweats  all  down  their  mighty  members  run ; 

Vaft  bulks  wliich  little  fouls  but  ill  fupply. 

LXXI.  In 
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LXXI. 
In  dreams  they  fearful  precipices  tread  : 

Or,  (hipwreck'd,  labour  to  forae  diftant  ftiore  t 
Or  in  dark  churches  walk  among  the  dead  j 
They  wake  with  honor,  and  dare  fleep  no  more. 
LXXII. 
The  morn  they  look  on  with  unwilling  eyes, 

Till  from  their  main-top  joyful  news  they  hear 
Of  iliips,  which  by  their  mould  bring  new  fupplies,    ' 
And  in  their  colours  Belgian  lions  bear. 
LXXIII. 
Our  watchful  general  had  dilceiTfi'd  from  far 

This  mighty  fuccour,  which  made  glad  the  foe : 
He  figh'd,  but  like  a  father  of  the  war^ 
His  face  fpake  hope,  while  deep  his  forrov/s  flow. 
LXXIV. 
His  wounded  men   he  firft  fends  ofr  to  fliore. 

Never  till  now  unwilling  to  obey  : 
They,  not  their  wounds,,  but  want  of  ftrength  deplore. 
And  think  them  happy  who  with  him  can  ftay. 
LXXV. 
Then  to  the  reft,  Rejoice,  fiiid  he,  to-day  j 
In  you  the  fortune  of  Great-Britain  lies  : 
Among  fo  brave  a  peopL',  you  are  they 
Whom  heaven  has  cliofe  to  fight  for  fuch  a  prize. 
LXXVI. 
If  number  Engllfh  courages  could  quel!, 

We  fliould  :\t  tirft  have  /hunn\l,  not  met  our  foes  : 
Whofc  numerous  falls  the  fearful  only  tell : 
Courage  from  hearts  and  not  from  numbers  grow*. 
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LXXVII. 
He  faid,  nor  needed  more  to  fay  :  with  hafte 

To  their  known  fbtions  chearfully  they  go  ; 
And  all  at  onc6,  difdaining  to  be  laft, 
Solicit  every  gale  to  meet  tlic  foe. 
LXXVIII. 
Nor  did  th'  cncourag'd  Belgians  long  delay, 

But  bold  in  others,  not  themfelves,  they  ftood  : 
So  thick,  our  navy  fcarce  could  fteer  their  way. 
But  feem'd  to  wander  in  a  moving  wood. 
LXXIX. 
Our  little  fleet  was  now  engag'd  fo  far. 

That  like  the  fword-filh  in  the  whale  they  fpught : 
The  combat  only  feem'd  a  civil  war. 
Till  through  their  bowels  we  our  pafTage  wrought. 
LXXX. 
Never  had  valour,  no  not  ours,  before 

Done  aught  like  this  upon  the  land  or  main. 
Where  not  to  be  o^'ercome  was  to  do  more 
Than  all  the  conquefls  former  kings  did  gain. 

Lxxxr. 

The  mighty  ghofts  of  our  great  Harries  rofe. 

And  armed  Edwards  look'd  with  anxious  eyes, 
To  fee  this  fleet  among  unequal  foes, 

By  which  fate  promisM  them  their  Charles  fliould  rife. 
LXXXII. 
Mean-time  the  Belgians  tack  upon  our  rear. 

And  raking  chafe-guns  through  our  ilcrns  they  fend  : 
Clofc  by  tiieir  fire-fhips,  like  jackals,  appear. 

Who  on  their  lions  for  the  prey  attend. 
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LXXXIII. 

Silent  in  fmoke  of  cannon  they  come  on  i 

Such  vapours  once  did  fiery  Cacus  hide  t 
In  thefe  the  height  of  pleas'd  revenge  is  ihewn| 

Who  bum  contented  by  another's  fide^ 
LXXXIV. 
Sometimes  from  fighting  fquadrons  of  each  fleet, 

Deceiv'd  themfelves,  or  to  preferye  fome  friend. 
Two  grapling  ^tnas  on  the  ocean  meet, 

And  £ngli(h  fires  with  Belgian  frames  coptend, 
LXXXV. 
Now  at  each  tack  our  little  fieet  grows  lefs  j 

And,  like  maim'd  fowl,  fwim  lagging  on  the  main  1 
Their  greater  iofs  their  numbers  fcarce  confefs. 

While  they  lofe  cheaper  than  the  Englilh  gain. 
LXXXVI. 
Have  you  not  feen,  when  whiftled  from  the  fift. 

Some  falcon  ftoops  at  what  her  eye  defignM, 
And  with  her  eagernefs  the  quarry  mifs'd. 

Straight  flies  at  check,  and  clips  it  down  the  wind? 
LXXXVII. 
The  daftard  crow  that  to  the  wood  made  wing. 

And  fees  the  groves  no  fhelter  can  afford, 
With  her  loud  kaws  her  craven  kind  does  bring, 

Who  fafe  in  numbers  cuff  the  noble  bird. 
LXXXVIIL 
Among  the  Dutch  thus  Albemarle  did  fare  i 

He  could  not  conquer,  and  dildain'd  to  fly  j 
Fail  hope  of  fafcty,  'twas  hjs  lateft  care. 

Like  falling  Caefar,  decently  to  die. 

LXXXIX.  Ytx 
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LXXXIX. 
Yet  pity  did  his  manly  fpirit  move. 

To  fee  thofe  periih  who  fo  well  had  fought : 
And  generouily  with  his  defpair  he  ftrove, 

Refolv'd  to  live  till  he  their  fafety  wrought. 
XC. 
Let  other  Mufes  write  his  profperous  fate, 

Of  conquefd  nations  tell,  and  kings  reftor'd  : 
But  mine  (hall  fmg  of  his  eclips'd  eftate, 

Which,  like  the  fun's,  more  wonders  does  afford. 
XCI. 
He  drew  his  mighty  frigates  all  before, 

On  which  the  foe  his  fruitlefs  force  employs  : 
His  weak  ones  deep  into  his  rear  he  bore 

Remote  from  guns,  as  fick  men  from  the  noife. 

xeii. 

His  fiery  cannon  did  their  paffage  guide. 

And  following  fmoke  obfcur'd  them  from  the  foe : 
Thus  Ifrael,  fafe  from  the  Egyptian's  pride. 

By  flaming  pillars  and  by  clouds  did  go. 
XCIII. 
Elfewhere  the  Belgian  force  we  did  defeat. 

But  here  our  courages  did  theirs  fubdue : 
So  Xenophon  once  led  that  fam'd  retreat. 

Which  firft  the  Afian  empire  overthrew. 
XCIV. 
The  foe  approachM  ;  and  one  for  his  bold  fm 

Was  funk  ;  as  he  that  touchM  the  aik  was  llain  : 
The  wild  waves  mafterM  him  and  fuck'd  him  in. 

And  fmiling  eddies  diinpled  on  the  main. 

XCV.  This 
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XCV. 

Tliis  feen,  the  reft  at  awful  diftance  ftood  : 

As  if  they  had  been  there  as  fervants  fet 
To  ftay,  or  to  go  on,  as  he  thought  good. 

And  not  purfue  but  wait  on  his  retreat. 
XCVI. 
So  Libyan  huntfmen,  on  fome  fandy  plain. 

From  fhady  coverts  rouzM,  the  lion  chace  : 
The  kingly  beaft  rpars  out  with  loud  difdain. 

And  flowly  moves,  unknowing  to  give  place, 
XCVII. 
But  if  fome  one  approach  to  dare  his  force. 

He  fv/ings  his  tail,  and  fwiftly  turns  him  round; 
With  one  paw  feizes  on  his  trembling  horfe. 

And  with  the  other  tears  him  to  the  ground. 
XCVIII. 
Amidft  thefe  toils  fucceeds  the  balmy  night ; 

N'ow  hilling  waters  the  quench'd  guns  reftore  5 
And  weary  waves  withdrawing  from  the  fight. 

Lie  luird  and  panting  on  the  filent  fhore. 
XCIX. 
The  moon  fhone  clear  on  the  becalmed  flood, 

Where,  while  her  beams  like  glittering  filver  play, 
Upon  the  deck  our  careful  general  ftood. 

And  deeply  mus'd  on  the  fuccecding  day. 
C. 
That  happy  fun,  faid  he,  will  rife  again, 

VVho  twice  vi^lorious  did  our  navy  fee : 
And  I  alone  muft  view  him  rife  in  vain. 

Without  one  ray  of  all  his  ftar  for  rae. 

CI.  Xtt 
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CI. 

Yet  like  an  Engliih  general  vill  I  die. 

And  all  the  ocean  make  my  fpacious  grave  : 
Women  and  cowards  on  the  land  may  lie ; 

The  iea  's  a  tomb  that  **$  proper  for  the  brave< 
CII. 
Reftlefs  he  paf&'d  the  remnant  of  the  night, 

Till  the  frefh  air  proclaimed  the  morning  nigh  i 
And  burning  ihips>  the  martyrs  of  the  fight, 

With  paler  fires  beheld  the  eaftera  Iky. 

cm. 

But  now,  his  ftores  of  ammunition  fpent. 

His  naked  valour  is  his  only  guard  : 
Kare  thunders  are  from  his  dumb  cannon  fentj 
And  folitary  guns  are  fcarcely  heaid. 
CIV. 
Thus  far  had  fortune  power,  he  forc'd  to  ftay. 

Nor  longer  durft  with  virtue  be  at  ftrife  : 
This  as  a  ranfon)  Albemarle  did  pay. 
For  all  the  glories  of  fo  great  a  life. 
CV. 
For  now  brave  Rupert  from  afar  appears, 

Whofe  waving  dreamers  the  glad  general  knows  s 
With  full-fpread  fails  his  eager  navy  fteers. 
And  every  ftiip  in  fwift  proportion  grows. 
CVI. 
The  anxious  prince  had  heard  the  cannon  long, 
And  from  that  length  of  time  dire  omens  drew 
'  Of  Englifh  overmatched,  and  Dutch  too  ftrong. 
Who  never  fought  three  days,  but  to  purfue. 

CVII.  Then, 
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CVU. 

Then,  as  an  eagle,  who  with  pious  care 

Was  beating  widely  on  the  wing  for  prey. 
To  her  now  Clent  eiry  does  repair. 

And  finds  her  callow  infants  forced  away  : 
CVIII. 
Stung  with  her  love,  ihe  (loops  upon  the  plain^ 

The  broken  air  loud  whittling  as  fhe  flies  : 
She  flops  and  liflens,  and  fhoots  forth  again. 

And  guides  her  pinions  by  her  young  ones  cries. 
CIX. 
Witji  fuch  kind  pafTion  haftes  the  prince  to  fight. 

And  fpreads  his  flying  canvafs  to  the  found  : 
Him,  whom  no  danger  were  he  there  could  fright. 

Now  abfent  every  little  noife  can  wound. 

ex. 

As  in  a  drought  the  thirfty  creatures  cry. 

And  gape  upon  the  gathered  clouds  for  rain  5 
And  firll  the  martlet  meets  it  in  the  fky. 

And  with  wet  wings  joys  all  the  feather'd  train  : 
CXI. 
^idi  fuch  glad  hearts  did  our  defpairing  men 

Salute  th"*  appearance  of  the  prince's  fleet  j 
And  each  ambitioufly  would  claim  the  ken. 

That  with  firfl  eyes  did  diftant  Cafety  meet. 

CXII. 
Tnc  Dutch,  who  came  like  greedy  hinds  before, 

To  reap  the  harvefl:  their  ripe  ears  did  yield, 
W  look  like  thofe,  when  rolling  thunders  roar. 

And  flieets  of  lightning  blaft  the  Handing  field. 

cxra,  YuW 
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cxiir. 

Full  in  the  prince's  paflTage,  hills  of  fand. 

And  dangerous  fiats  in  fecret  ambufli  lay, 
Where  the  falfe  tides  fldm  o'er  the  cover'd  land. 

And  feamen  with  diiTembled  depths  betray. 
CXIV. 
The  wi}y  Dutch,  who  like  fall'n  angels  fear'd 

This  new  Mefliah's  coming,  there  did  wait. 
And  round  the  verge  their  braving  veiTels  fteer'd. 

To  tempt  his  courage  with  fo  fair  a  bait. 

cxv. 

But  he  unmov'd  contemns  their  idle  threat. 

Secure  of  fame  whene'er  he  pleafc  to  fight : 
His  cold  experience  tempers  all  his  heat, 

And  inbi-ed  worth  doth  boafting  valour  flight. 
CXVI. 
Heroic  virtue  did  his  a6lions  guide. 

And  he  the  fubftance  not  th'  appearance  chofe  : 
To  refcue  one  fuch  friend  he  took  more  pride. 

Than  to  deftroy  whole  thoulands  of  fuch  foes. 
CXVII. 
But  when  approach'd,  in  ftri6t  embraces  bound, 

Rupert  and  Albemarle  together  grow : 
He  joys  to  have  his  friend  in  fafety  found. 

Which  he  to  none  but  to  that  friend  would  owe. 
CXVIII. 
The  chearful  foldiers,  with  new  ftores  fupply'd. 

Now  long  to  execute  their  fpleenful  will ; 
And,  in  revenge  for  thofe  three  days  they  try'd, 

Wifli  one,  like  Joihua's,  when  the  fun  ftood  ftill. 

CXIX.  Thui 
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CXIX. 

Thus  rcinforcM,  againft  the  adverfe  fleet, 

Still  doubling  ours,  brave  Rupert  leads  the  vray  t 

With  the  firft  bluihe^  of  the  morn  they  meet. 
And  bring  night  back  upon  the  new-born  day, 

cxx. 

His  prefence  foon  blows  up  the  kindling  fight, 

And  his  loud  guns  fpeak  thick  like  angiy  men  : 
It  feem'd  as  flaughter  had  been  breathM  all  night, 

And  death  new  pointed  his  dull  dart  again. 
CXX  I. 
The  Dutch  too  well  his  mighty  ccndufl  knew, 

And  matchlefs  courage,  fince  the  former  fight : 
Whofe  navy  like  a  (liff-ftretcbM  cord  did  iliew, 

Till  he  bore  in  and  bent  fhcm  into  flight. 
CXX^I. 
The  wind  he  (hares,  while  h^lf  their  fleet  offends 

His  op'jn  fivle,  and  high  above  him  ihows  : 
Upon  the  reft  at  picafurc  he  d^fcetrls, 

A:;d  doubly  h^rmM  he  iloublc  hamis  bellows. 
CXXIH. 
Behind  the  general  mends  his  weary  pace, 

And  fuUenly  to  his  revenge  he  fails  : 
So  glides  fome  trodden  fcrpent  on  the  t  rafs, 

And  long  behind  his  wounded  volume  trails. 
CXXIV. 
Th'  increnfing  found  is  borne  to  either  (hore, 

And  for  their  ftakes  the  throwing  nations  fear  : 
Thi-ir  pafTicins  double  with  the  cannons  roar. 

And  with  warm  wifhes  each  man  combats  there. 
Vol.  I.  G  CXXV.in^^Oi 
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CXXV. 

Plyid  thick  and  clofc  as  when  the  fight  begun. 

Their  huge  unwieldy  navy  wades  away : 
So  ficken  waining  moons  too  near  the  fun, 

An4  blunt  their  crefcents  on  the  edge  of  day. 
CXXVI. 
And  now  reducM  on  equal  terras  to  fight, 

Their  Ihips  like  wafted  patrimonies  fhow  j 
Where  the  thin  fcattering  trees  admit  the  light. 

And  fhun  each  other's  ihadows  as  they  grow. 

cxxvn. 

The  warlike  prince  had  fever'd  from  the  reft 

Two  giant  (hips,  the  pride  of  all  the  main  i 
Which  with  his  one  fo  vigoroufly  he  prefs'd, 

And  flew  fo  home  they  could  not  rife  again. 
CXXVIII. 
Already  batter'd,  by  his  lee  they  lay. 

In  vain  upon  the  paifing  winds  thev  call : 
The  pafling  winds  through  their  torn  canvafs  play. 

And  flagging  fails  on  heartlefs  failors  fall. 
CXXIX. 
Their  open'd  fides  receive  a  gloomy  light, 

Dreadful  as  day  let  into  (hades  below : 
Without  grim  death  rides  barefaced  in  their  fight. 

And  urges  entering  billows  as  they  flow. 

cxxx. 

When  one  dire  fhot,  the4aft  they  could  fupply, 
Clofe  by  the  board  the  prince's  main-maft  bore  s 

All  three  now  helplefs  by  each  other  lie, 
And  this  offends  not,  and  thofe  fear  no  niore. 

CXXXI.  $• 
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CXXXI. 

So  have  I  feen  fome  fearful  hare  maintain 

A  courfe^  till  tir*d  before  the  dog  fhe  lay  : 
Who  ftretchM  behind  her  pants  upon  the  plains 

Pal!  power  to  kill^  as  ihe  to  get  away. 
CXXXII. 
With  his  loird  tongue  he  faintly  licks  his  prey  j 

His  warm  breath  blows  her  flix  up  as  ihe  lies  j 
She  ti'embling  creeps  upon  the  ground  away. 

And  looks  back  to  him  with  beleeching  eyes. 
CXXXIII. 
T^e  prince  unjuftly  does  his  ftars  accufe. 

Which  hinderM  him  to  pufh  his  fortune  on  $ 
For  what  they  to  his  courage  did  refufe^ 

By  mortal  valour  never  muft  be  done. 
CXXXIV. 
This  lucky  hour  the  wife  Batavian  takes, 

And  warns  his  tatterM  fleet  to  follow  home : 
Proud  to  have  fo  got  off  with  equal  ftakes. 

Where  'twas  a  triumph  not  to  be  overcome. 
,      CXXXV. 
The  generaPs  force  as  kept  alive  by  fight. 

Now  not  opposM  no  longer  can  purfac  : 
Lafting  till  heaven  had  done  his  courage  right ; 

When  he  had  conquer' d  he  his  weaknefs  knew, 
CXXXVI. 
He  cafts  a  frown  on  the  departing  foe. 

And  fighs  to  fee  him  quit  the  watery  field : 
His  ftem  fixM  eyes  no  fatisfa£lion  (how. 

For  all  the  glories  which  the  fight  did  yieldr 
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cxxmiL 

K&  t!«Hirr  tksogfbts  cf  boar  hB  kan 
DoMsdkk  ;i0fs  afid  cazs  be  pats  x«xf  i 
ForrcbflM  awe  lwfcuM»  wfckk  ti 
CXXXDC 

Afdwie  whomaift  warn^hk  mimes  czplcR, 

On  t!ie  ridi  bed  affim  the  wann  tnf  l^r. 
Till  time  digdb  tlie  yet  iippcifcO.  or^ 

And  know  it  will  be  gold  aaotber  dsr  : 
CXL. 
So  looks  cur  monarch  on  this  early  figbt^ 

Th*  eilay  and  rudiments  of  great  fbcceis  : 
Which  alUmaturing  time  mnft  tring  to  light. 

While  he  like  hcaren  does  each  day^s  labour  bleft • 
CXLI. 
Ilcravcm  ended  not  the  lirft  or  fecond  daf , 

Yet  each  was  perfect  to  the  work  defignM  : 
Corl  and  kings  work,  when  they  their  work  forvey, 

A  paflive  aptnefs  in  all  fubje^ls  find. 
CXLII. 
In  hurdenM  veflTcls  firft  with  fpecdy  care, 

Ui«  plenteous  ftcrcs  dofeafon'd  timber  fend  : 
Tliiihcr  ihr  hniwny  carpenters  repair. 

And  M$  the  AirgeoDt  of  maimM  fhips  auend. 
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CXLTII. 
With  cord  and  canvafs  from  rich  Hamburgh  fcnt. 

His  n^vy*8  molted  wings  he  imps  once  more  : 
Tall  Norway  fir,  their  mafts  in  battle  fpent. 

And  Englifh  oak,  fprung  leaks  and  planks,  reftore. 
CXLIV. 
All  hands  employ M  the  royal  work  grows  warm : 

Like  labouring  bees  on  a  long  fummer^s  day. 
Some  found  the  trumpet  for  the  reft  to  fwarm. 
And  fome  on  bells  of  tafted  lilies  play. 
CXLV. 
With  glewy  wax  fome  new  foundations  lay. 

Of  virgin-combs  which  from  the  roof  are  hung : 
Some  ann'd  within  doors  upon  duty  ftay. 
Or  tend-  the  iick,  or  educate  the  young. 
CXLVI. 
So  here  fome  pick  out  bullets  from  the  fides. 

Some  drive  old  okum  through  each  feam  and  rift : 
Their  left  hand  does  the  calking  iron  guide. 
The  rattling  mallet  with  the  right  they  lift. 
CXLVII. 
With  boiling  pitch  another  near  at  hand. 

From  friendly  Sweden  brought,  the  feams  inftops  ; 
Which,  well  paid  o'er,  the  fait  fea  waves  withftand, 
And  (hakes  them   from  the  rifing  beak  in  drops. 
CXLVIII. 
Some  the  galPd  ropes  with  dawby  marline  bind, 

Or  fear-cloth  mafts  with  ftrong  tarpawling  coats : 
To   try  new  fhrouds  one  mounts  into  the  wind, 
AikI  one  below  their  eafe  or  ftifrucfs  notes. 
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CLV. 
By  viewing  natui«,  nature's  handmaid,  art 

Makes  mighty  things  from  fmall  beginnings  grow : 
Thus  fiihes  firft  to  (hipping  di<l  impart. 

Their  tail  the  rudder,  and  their  head  the  prow* 
CLVI. 
Some  log  perhaps  upon  the  waters  fwam. 

An  ufciefs  drift,  which  rudely  cut  within. 
And  hollow'd  firft  a  floating  trough  became. 
And  crofs  fome  rivulet  paiTage  did  begin. 
CLVII. 
In  (hipping  fuch  as  this,  the  Irifh  kem« 

And  untaught  Indian  on  the  ftream  did  glide  s 
Ere  (hai-p-keei'd  boats  to  ftem  the  flood  did  learn, 
Or  (in-like  oars  did  fpread  from  either  fide. 
CLVIII. 
Add  but  a  fail,  and  Saturn  fo  appear'^d, 

When  from  loft  empire  he  to  exile  went. 
And  with  the  golden  age  to  Tyber  fteer'd. 
Where  coin  and  commerce  (irft  he  did  invent. 
CLIX, 
Rude  as  their  (hips  was  navigation  then ; 
No  ufeful  compafs  or  meridian  known  $ 
Coafting,  they  kept  the  land  within  their  ken. 

And  knew  no  North  but  when  the  Pole-ftaj-  (hone. 
CLX. 
Of  all  who  fmcc  have  us'd  the  open  fea, 

Than  the  bold  Englifli  none  more  fame  have  won  : 
Beyond  the  year,  and  out  of  heaven's  high  way. 
They  make  difcoveries  w^ere  they  fee  no  fun. 
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CLXVir. 
But  /lift  the  toils  of  war  we  mull  endure, 

And  from  th'  injurious  Dutch  redeem  the  feas. 
War  makes  the  valiant  of  his  right  fecure, 
And  gives  up  fraud  to  be  chattisM  with  eafe. 
CLXVIII. 
Already  were  the  Belgians  en  our  coaft, 

Whofe  fleet  more  mighty  every  day  became 
By  late  fuccefs,  which  they  did  falfcly  boaft. 
And  now  by  firft  appearing  feem'd  to  claim. 
CLXIX. 
Defigning,  fubtle,  diligent,  and  clofe, 

They  knew  to  manage  war  with  wife  delay : 
Yet  all  thofe  arts  their  vanity  did  croft, 

And  by  their  pride  their  prudence  di^  betray. 
CLXX. 
Nor  ftaid  the  Englifh  long  ;  but  well  fupply'd, 

Appear  as  numerous  as  th'  inluiting  foe  : 
The  combat  now  by  courage  muft  be  try'd, 
And  the  fuccefs  the  braver  nation  Ihow. 
CLXXI. 
There  was  the  Plymouth  fquadron  now  come  in, 

Which  in  the  Straights   laft  winter  was  abroad  j 
Which  twice  on  Blfcay's  worlvingj  bay  had   been. 
And  on  the  midland  fea  the  French  had  avvM. 
CLXX  II. 
Old  expert  Allen,  loyr.l  all  alcrg, 

Fam'd  for  his  a6cion  on  the  Smyrna  fleet  : 
And  Holmes,  whofe  name  fliall  live  in  epic  fong. 
While  mufic  numbers,  cr  v/liile  verfe  has  feet. 

CLXXUl.  U.W^% 


^o  DRYDEN'S     POEMS. 

CLXXIII. 
Holmes,  the  Achates  of  the  general's  fight ; 

Who  firft  bewitch'd  our  eyes  with  Guinea  gold  : 
As  once  old  Cato  in  the  Roman  fight 

The  tempting  fruits  of  Afric  did  unfold. 
CLXXIV. 
With  him  went  Sprag,  as  bountiful  as  brave, 

Whom  his  high  courage  to  command  had  brought  t 
Harraan,  who  did  the  twice-fir*d  Harry  fave^ 

And  in  his  burning  /hip  undaunted  fought. 
CLXXV. 
Young  HoUis  on  a  Mufe  by  Mars  begot. 

Bom,  Caefar  like,  to  write  and  a£l  great  deeds  : 
Impatient  to  revenge  his  fatal  ihot, 

His  right  hand  doubly  to  his  left  fucceeds. 
CLXXVI. 
Thoufands  were  there  in  darker  fame  that  dwell, 

Whofe  deeds  fome  nobler  poem  (hall  adorn  : 
And  though  to  me  uiiknown,  they  fure  fought  well. 

Whom  Rupert  led,  and  who  were  Britifti  born. 

CLxxvn. 

Of  every  fize  an  hundred  fighting  fail : 

So  vaft  the  navy  now  at  anchor  rides, 
That  underneath  it  the  prefsM  waters  fail. 

And  with  its  weight  it  fhoulders  off  the  tides. 
CLXXVIII. 
1n[ow  anchors  weighed  the  feamen  fhout  fo  fhrill. 

That  heaven  and  earth  and  the  wide  ocean  rings  t 
A  breeze  from  weftward  wails  their  fails  to  fill. 

And  reds  in  tliofe  high  beds  his  downy  wings. 

5  CLXXIX.  The 
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CLXXIX. 

The  wary  Dutch  this  gathering  dorm  forefawy 

And  durll  not  bi:1e  it  on  the  Englifh  coaft  : 
Behind  their  treacherous  fhallows  th^  withdraw. 

And  there  lay  (hares  to  catch  the  Britifli  hoft. 
CLXXX. 
So  the  falfe  fpider,  when  her  nets  are  fpread. 

Deep  ambufhM  in  her  filent  den  does  lie  : 
And  feels  far  off  the  trembling  of  her  thread, 

Whofc  filmy  cord  (hould  bind  the  ftruggling  fly. 
CLXXXI. 
Then  if  at  laft  (he  find  him  faft  befet, 

She  ifiTues  forth  and  runs  along  her  loom  : 
She  joys  to  touch  the  captive  in  her  net. 

And  drag  the  little  wretch  in  triumph  home, 
CLXXXII. 
The  Belgians  hopM  that,  with  difoi-der'd  hafte. 

Our  deep-cut  keels  upon  the  fands  might  run  : 
Or  if  with  caution  leifurcly  were  paft. 

Their  numerous  grofs  might  charge  us  one  by  one. 
CLXXXIII. 
But  with  a  fore-wind  pufhing  them  above, 

And  fwelHng  tide  that  heavM  them  from  below, 
O'er  the  blind  flats  our  warlike  fquadrons  move. 

And  with  fpread  falls  to  welcome  battle  go. 
CLXXXIV. 
It  feem'd  as  there  the  Briiifh  Neptune  flood. 

With  all  his  hofts  of  waters  at  command. 
Beneath  them  to  fubmit  th'  officious  flood  ; 
■  And  with  his  trident  (hovM  them  off  the  fand. 

CLXXXV.  To 
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CLXXXV. 

To  the  pale  foes  they  fuddeiily  draw  near, 

And  ftimmon  them  to  unexpected  fight : 
They  ftart  like  murderers  when  gholls  appear. 

And  draw  their  curtains  in  the  dead  of  night. 
CLXXXVI. 
Now  van  to  van  the  foremoft  fquadrons  meet. 

The  midmoft  battles  haftening  up  behind  : 
Who  view  far  ofF^e  ftorm  of  falling  fleet. 

And  hear  their  thunder  rattling  in  the  wind. 
CLXXXVII. 
At  length  the  adverfe  admirals  appear  ; 

The  two  bold  champions  of  each  country's  right : 
Their  eyes  defcribe  the  lifts  as  they  come  near. 

And  draw  the  lines  of  death  before  they  fight. 
CLXXXVII  r. 
The  diftaace  judgM  for  fhot  of  every  fize, 

The  linftocs  touch,  the  jwnderous  ball  expires: 
The  vigorous  feaman  every  port-hole  plies. 

And  adds  his  heart  to  every  gun  he  fires  ! 
CLXXXIX. 
Fierce  was  the  fight  on  the  proud  Belgians  fide. 

For  honour,  which  they  feldom  fought  before  : 
But  now  they  by  their  own  vain  boafts  were  ty'd. 

And  forc'd  at  leaft  in  fliew  to  prize  it  more. 

cxc. 

But  (harp  remembrance  on  the  Englifh  part. 
And  fhame  of  being  matched  by  fuch  a  foe, 

Rouze  confcious  viilue  up  in  every  heart, 
And  feeming  to  be  ftronger  makes  them  Co, 

CXCI.  Nor 
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CXCI. 

Kor  long  the  Belgians  could  that  fleet  fuftain. 

Which  did  two  generals*  fates,  and  Caefar's  bear : 
Each  feveral  (hip  a  vi6loiy  did  gain> 

As  Kupert  or  as  Albemarle  were  there. 
CXCII. 
Their  batter'd  admiral  too  foon  withdrew, 

Unthank'd  by  ours  for  his  unflniihM  fight : 
But  he  the  minds  of  his  Dutch  mafters  knew. 

Who  caird  that  providence  which  we  callM  flight. 
CXCIII. 
Never  did  men  more  joyfully  obey. 

Or  fooner  underftood  the  fign  to  fly  : 
With  fuch  alacrity  they  bore  away. 

As  if,  to  praife  them,  all  the  States  flood  by. 
CXCIV. 
O  famous  leader  of  the  Belgian  fleet, 

Thy  monument  infcribM  fuch  praife  fliall  wear. 
As  VaiTo  timely  flying  once  did  meet, 

Becaufe  he  did  not  of  bis  Rome  defpair. 

cxcv. 

Behold  that  navy,  which  a  while  before 

Provok'd  the  tardy  Englifh  clofc  to  fight  i 
Now  draw  their  beaten  veflcls  clofe  to  flioie, 

As  larks  lie  dar'd  to  fliun  the  hobbies  flight. 
CXCVI. 
Whoe'er  would  Englifii  monuments  furvey, 

In  other  records  may  our  courage  know  i 
But  let  them  hide  tlie  flory  of  this  day, 

Whofe  fame  was  hkw'ifh'd  by  too  hafe  a  foe. 

CXCVU.  Or 
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CXCVII. 
C;  :f  too  bufily  thty  wiii  enquire 

L^ito  a  x'iBjoryt  wkich  we  diiUain ; 
Then  let  thezn  know  the  Belgians  did  irtirr 
Before  the  patrun  faint  of  injor'd  Spain. 
CXCVUI. 
Repenting  England  this  reveii«:efu]  day 

To  Philip's  manes  did  an  offering  bring : 
£ngland>  which  firft»  by  leading  them  albay. 
Hatched  up  rebellion  to  deftroy  her  king. 
CXCIX. 
Our  fathers  bent  their  ban-.ful  induftry. 

To  check  a  monarchy  that  Cowly  grew ; 
But  flid  not  France  or  Holland's  fate  foreiee, 
Whofe  riftng  power  to  fwift  dominion  flew. 
CC. 
In  fortune's  empire  blindly  thus  we  go. 

And  wander  after  pathlefs  deftiny  ; 
Whofe  dark  reforts  fmce  prudence  cannot  kn»Wt 
In  vain  it  would  provide  for  what  ihall  be. 
CCl. 
But  whate'cr  Engllfli  to  the  blefsM  fhall  go. 

And  the  fourth  Harry  or  firft  Orange  meet  j 
Kind  him  difowning  of  a  Bourbon  foe. 
And  him  detefting  a  Batavian  fleet. 

ecu. 

Now  on  their  coafts  our  conquering  navy  rides. 

Waylays  their  merchants,  and  their  land  befets  ; 
*"   -h  day  new  wealth  without  their  care  provides  j 
*e/  lie  MQecp  with  prizes  in  their  nets. 

CCIII.  So 
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CCIII. 

So  clofe  behind  fomc  promontory  lie 

The  huge  leviathans  t'  attend  their  prey  5 
And  give  no  chace,  but  fwallow  in  the  frie^ 

Which  through  their  gaping  jaws  miftake  the  way* 
CCIV. 
Nor  was  this  all :  in  ports  and  roads  remote, 

Deftru6live  fires  among  whole  fleets  we  fend  i 
Triumphant  flames  upon  the  water  float. 

And  out-bound  fliips  at  home  their  voyage  end. 
CCV. 
Thofe  various  fquadrons  vanoufly  defignM, 

Each  veflel  freighted  with  a  feveral  load. 
Each  fquadron  waiting  for  a  feveral  wind. 

All  find  but  one,  to  burn  them  in  the  road. 
CCVI. 
Some  bound  for  Guiney  golden  fand  to  find. 

Bore  all  the  gauds  the  fimple  natives  wear : 
Some  for  the  pride  of  Turkilh  courts  defign'd. 

For  folded  turbants  fined  Holland  bear. 
CCVII. 
Some  EngllHi  wool  vexM  in  a  Belgian  loom. 

And  into  cloth  of  fpungy  foftnefs  made. 
Did  into  France  or  colder  Denmark  doom. 

To  ruin  with  worfe  ware  our  ftaple  trade. 
CCVIII. 
Our  greedy  fearoen  rummage  every  hold, 

Smile  on  the  booty  of  each  wealthier  cheft  5 
And  as  the  priefts  who  with  their  gods  make  bold. 

Take  what  they  like,  and  facrifice  the  reft. 
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CCIX. 

But  ah !  how  infincere  are  all  our  Joys  ! 

Which,  fent  from  heaven,  like  lightning  make  no  (lay  : 
Their  palling  tafte  the  journey's  length  deftroys. 

Or  grief  fent  poft  overtakes  them  on  the  way. 
CCX. 
Sweird  with  our  late  fucccfles  on  the  foe, 

Which  Francfe  and  Holland  wanted  power  to  crofs. 
We  urge  an  unfcen  fate  to  lay  us  low. 

And  feed  their  envious  eyes  with  Englifh  lofs. 
CCXI. 
Each  element  his  dread  command  obeys, 

Who  makes  or  ruins  with  a  fmile  or  frown ; 
Who,  as  by  one  he  did  our  nation  raife. 

So  now  he  with  another  pulls  us  down. 
CCXII. 
Yet,  London,  emprefs  of  the  northern  clime, 

By  an  high  fate  thou  greatly  didft  expire  ; 
Great  as  the  world's,  which,  at  the  death  of  time, 

Muft  fall,  and  rife  a  nobler  frame  by  fire. 
CCXIII. 
As  when  fome  dire  ufurper  heaven  provides. 

To  fcourge  his  country  with  a  lawlefs  fway  ; 
His  birth,  perhaps,  fome  petty  village  hides. 

And  fets  his  cradle  out  of  fort^me's  way» 
CCXIV. 
Till,  fully  ripe,  his  fwelling  fate  breaks  out. 

And  hurries  him  to  mighty  mifchlefs  on  : 
His  prince,  fui-prizM  at  fir  ft,  no  ill  could  doubt. 

And  wants  the  power  to  meet  it  when  'ti&- known. 

CCXV.  Such 
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CCXV. 

Such  was  the  rife  of  this  prodigious  fire, 

Which  in  mean  buildings  firil  obfcurcly  bred, 
From  thence  did  foon  to  open  fticets  afpire. 

And  ilraight  to  palaces  and  temples  fprcad, 
CCXVI. 
The  diligence  of  trades  and  noifeful  gain. 

And  luxury  more  late,  aflcep  were  laid  : 
All  was  the  night's ;  and  in  her  filcnt  reign 

No  found  the  reft  of  nature  did  invade. 
CCXVII. 
In  this  deep  quiet,  from  what  fource  unknown, 

Thofe  feeds  of  fire  their  fatal  birth  difclofe  ; 
And  firft  few  fcattering  fparks  about  were  blown, 

Big  with  the  flames  that  to  our  ruin  rofe. 
CCXVIII. 
Then  in  fome  clofe-pent  room  it  crept  along, 

And  fuioulderliig  as  it  went,  in  filcnce  fed ; 
Till  th'  infant  monftcr,  with  devouring  ftrong, 

WalkM  boldly  upright  with  exalted  head. 
CCXIX. 
Now  like  fome  rich  or  mighty  murderer. 

Too  great  for  prifon,  which  he  breaks  with  gold  ; 
Who  frefher  for  new  mifchiefs  docs  appear. 

And  daies  the  world  to  tax  him  with  the  old  : 

ccxx. 

So  fcapes  tlr  infulting  fire  his  narrow  jail. 
And  makes  fmall  outlets  into  open  air : 

There  the  fierce  winds  his  tender  force  aflail. 
And  beat  him  downward  to  his  firfl  repair. 
Vol.  h  H  CCX)tI.  The 
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CCXXVII. 
Their  cries  foon  waken  all  the  dwellers  near^ 

Now  murniuring  noifes  rile  in  every  ftreet: 
The  more  remote  run  ftumbling  with  their  fear. 
And  in  the  dajk  men  juftle  as  they  meet. 
CCXXVIII. 
So  weary  bees  in  little  cells  jepofe ; 

But  if  night-robbers  lift  the  well-ftor'd  hive. 

An  humming  through  their  waxen  city  grows, 

And  out  upon  cslch  other's  wings  they  drive. 

CCXXfX. 

Now  ftreets  grow  throngM  and  bufy  as  by  dayi 

Some  run  for  buckets  to  the  hailow'd  quire  i 

Some  cut  the  pi}:)es,  and  fome  the  engines  play  j 

And  fome  more  bold  mount  ladders  to  the  flie. 

ccxxx. 

In   vain  :  for  from  the  Eaft  a  Belgian  wind 

His  hoftile  breath  through  iIr*  dry  rafters  lent  5 
The  flames  in:pcH\l  foon  left  their  foes  behind. 

Anil  forward  with  a  wanton  fury  went. 
CCXXXI. 
A  key  of  fire  ran  ail  along  the  (liore, 

And  liehtenM  all  the  river  with  a  blaze  : 
The  waken'd  tides  began  again  to  roar. 

And  wondering  fifti  in  fhining  waters  gaze. 
CCXXXII. 
Old  father  Thames  raisM  up  his  reverend  head, 

But  fcar'd  the  fate  of  Simois  would  return  : 
Deep  in  his  ooze  he  fought  his  feJgy  bed, 

And  ihrunk  his  waters  back  into  his  urn. 

H  %  CCXXXIII.  The 
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CCXXXIIL 
The  fire,  mean-time,  walks  in  a  broader  grofs  j 

To  either  hand  his  wings  he  opens  wide : 
He  wades  the  ftreets,  and  ftraight  he  reaches  crofs. 

And  plays  his  longing  flames  on  th'  other  fide. 
CCXXXIV. 
At  firft  they  wann,  then  fcorch,  and  then  they  take  5 

Now  with  long  necks  from  fide  to  fide  they  feed  : 
At  length  grown  ftrong  their  mother-fire  forfake. 

And  a  new  colony  of  flames  fucceed. 

ccxxxv. 

To  every  nobler  portion  of  the  town 

The  curling  billows  roll  their  reftlefs  tide  : 
In  parties  now  they  ftraggle  up  and  down. 
As  armies  unopposed  for  prey  divide. 
CCXXXVI. 
One  mighty  fquadron  with  a  fide-wind  fped, 

Through  narrow  lanes  his  cumber'd  fire  does  hafle. 
By  powerful  charms  of  gold  and  filver  led. 

The  Lombard  bankers  and  the  Change  to  waftc. 
CCXXXVII. 
Another  backward  to  the  Tower  would  go. 
And  flowly  eats  his  way  againft  the  wind  : 
But  the  main  body  of  the  marching  foe 
Againft  th'  imperial  palace  is  defign'd. 
CCXXXVIII. 
Now  day  appears,  and  with  the  day  the  king, 

Whofe  early  care  had  robbM  him  of  his  reft  : 
Far  off  the  cracks  of  falling  houfes  ring, 
-4/2f/  /Iirieks  of  fubje6ls  pierce  his  tender  breaft. 

5  CCXXKlX.Near 
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CCXXXIX. 
Near  as  he  draws,  thick  harbingers  of  fmoke 

With  gloomy  pillars  cover  all  the  place  ; 
Whofe  little  intervals  of  night  are  broke  ' 
By  fparksy  that  drive  againfl:  his  facred  face. 
CCXL. 
More  than  his  guards  his  forrows  made  him  known. 

And  pious  tears  which  down  his  cheeks  did  ftiowcr : 
The  wretched  in  his  grief  forgot  their  own  j 
So  much  the  pity  of  a  king  has  power. 
CCXLI. 
He  wept  the  flames  of  what  he  lovM  fo  well. 

And  what  fo  well  had  merited  his  love : 
For  never  prince  in  grace  did  more  excel. 
Or  royal  city  more  in  duty  ftrove. 
CCXLII. 
Nor  with  an  idle  care  did  he  behold  : 

Subje«5ls  may  grieve,  but  monarch  s  muft  redrefs  j 
He  chears  the  fearful,  and  commends  the  bold. 
And  makes  defpairers  hope  for  good  fuccefs. 
CCXLIII. 
Himfelf  dire£ls  what  firft  is  to  be  done, 

And  orders  all  the  fuccours  which  they  bring  : 
The  helpful  and  the  good  about  him  run, 
And  form  an  army  worthy  fucli  a  king. 
CCXLIV. 
He  fees  the  dire  contagion  fpread  fo  faft, 
Th:it  where  it  feizes  all  relief  is  vain  : 
And  therefore  muft  unwillingly  lay  wafte 
That  country,  which  would  elfe  the  foe  TOalnl^m. 

^3  CCXLN,T:\\t 
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CCXLV. 

The  powder  blows  up  all  before  the  fire : 

Th'  amazed  flames  fl:and  gathered  on  a  heap  ; 
And  from  the  precipice's  brink  retire. 

Afraid  to  venture  on  fo  large  a  leap. 
CCXLVI. 
Thus  fighting  fires  a  while  themfelves  confume, 

But  ftraight  like  Turks  forc'd  on  to  win  or  die. 
They  firft  lay  tender  bridges  of  their  fume. 

And  o>r  the  breach  in  un£luous  vapours  fly. 
CCXLVII. 
Part  flay  for  pafllige,  till  a  guft  of  wind 

Ships  o'er  their  forces  in  a  ftiining  fheet : 
Part  creeping  under  ground  their  journey  blind, 

And  climbing  from  below  their  fellows  meet. 
CCXLVIII. 
Thus  to  forae  defert  plain,  or  old  wood-fide, 

Dire  night-hags  come  from  far  to  dance  their  round  j 
And  o'er  broad  rivers  on  their  fiends  they  ride. 

Or  fwcep  in  clouds  above  the  blafted  ground. 
CCXLIX. 
No  help  avails  :  for,  hydra-like,  the  fire 

Lifts  up  his  hundred  heads  to  aim  his  way  : 
And  fcarce  the  wealthy  can  one  half  retire. 

Before  he  ruflies  in  to  fiiare  the  prey. 
CCL. 
The  rich  grow  fuppliant,  and  the  poor  grow  proud  : 

Thofc  otTer  mighty  gain,  and  thefc  alk  more  : 
So  void  of  pity  is  ih'  ignoble  crowd, 

When  others  ruin  may  increafe  their  ftore. 

5  CCLI.  As 
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CCLI. 
As  thofe  who  live  by  (hores  with  joy  b^old 

Some  wealthy  vcffel  (jpltt  or  ftnnded  nigh  ; 
And  from  the  rocks  leap  down  for  fliipwreckM  gold* 
And  feek  the  tempefts  which  the  others  fly : 
CCLU. 
So  thefe  but  wait  the  owners  laft  defpair. 

And  what^s  pcnnitted  to  the  flames  invade ; 
Ev^ji  from  their  jaws  they  hungry  morfels  tear. 
And  on  their  backs  the  ijpoils  of  Vulcan  lade* 
CCLIII. 
The  days  were  all  in  this  loft  labour  fpent  $ 

And  when  the  weary  king  gave  place  to  night. 
His  beams  he  to  his  royal  brother  lent. 
And  fo  flione  ftill  in  his  refleflive  light. 
CCLIV. 
Night  came,  but  without  darknefs  or  repofe, 

A  difmal  pi6lure  of  the  general  doom  j 
Where  fouls  diftrafted  when  the  trumpet  blows. 
And  half  unready  with  their  bodies  come. 
CCLV. 
Thofe  who  have  homes,  when  home  they  do  repair, 
To  a  laft  lodging  call  their  wandering  fiiends  : 
Their  fliort  uneafy  deeps  are  broke  vith  care. 
To  look  how  near  their  own  deftiu6lion  tends. 
CCLVI. 
Thofe  who  have  none,  fit  round  where  once  it  was. 

And  with  full  eyes  each  wonted  room  require  : 
Haunting  the  yet  warm  afhes  of  the  place, 

As  murder'd  men  walk  where  they  did  expire. 

H  4  CCLNW.  ^^x^ 
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CCLXIX. 
O  pafs  not,  Lord,  an  abfolute  decree, 
Or  bind  thy  fentence  unconditional : 
But  in  thy  fentence  our  remorfe  forclec, 
And  in  that  forefight  this  thy  doom  recal* 
CCLXX. 
Thy  threatcnings.  Lord,  as  thine  thou  may^ft  revoke : 

But  if  immutable  and  iixM  they  ftand. 
Continue  ftill  thyfelf  to  give  the  ftroke, 
And  let  not  foreign  foes  opprefs  thy  land. 
CCLXXI. 
Th'  Eternal  heard,  and  from  the  heavenly  quire 
Chofe  out  the  cherub  with  the  flaming  fword  ; 
And  bad  him  fwiftly  drive  th'  approaching  fire 
From  where  our  naval  magazines  were  ftor'd. 
CCLXXII. 
The  bleflcd  minifter  his  wings  difplay'd, 

And  like  a  Ihooting  ftar  he  cleft  the  night : 

He  charged  the  flames,  and  thofe  that  difobey'd 

He  lafh'd  to  duty  with  his  fword  of  light. 

CCLXXIIL 

The  fugitive  flames  chaftis'd  went  forth  to  prey 

On  pious  flruflurcs,  by  our  fathers  rcar'd  j 
By  which  to  heaven  they  did  affcf^  the  vvay. 

Ere  faith  in  churchmen  without  works  was  heard. 
CCLXXIV. 
The  wanting  orphans  faw  with  water)'  eyes. 

Their  founders  chnrity  in  duft  laid  Icav  j 
And  ftnt  to  God  their  ever-anfwer'd  cries. 
For  he  protecls  the  poor,  who  made  them  Co. 

CCLXXV.  Nor 
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CCLXXV. 
Nor  could  thy  fabric,  Paul's,  defend  thee  lon^. 

Though  thou  wert  facred  to  thy  Maker's  praife : 
Though  made  immortal  by  a  poet's  fong  j 

And  poets  fongs  the  Theban  wails  could  raife, 
CCLXXVI. 
The  daring  flames  peeped  in,  and  faw  from  far 

The  awful  beauties  of  the  iacred  quire : 
But,  fince  it  was  prophan'd  by  civil  war, 

Heaven  thought  it  fit  to  have  it  purg*d  by  fire. 
CCLXXVII. 
Now  down  the  narrow  ftreets  it  fwiftly  came. 

And  widely  opening  did  on  both  fides  prey  : 
This  benefit  we  fadly  owe  the  flame. 
If  only  ruin  muft  enlarge  our  way. 
CCLXXVIII. 
And  now  four  d^ys  the  fun  bad  fceii  our  woes: 
Four  nights  tiie  moon  btiheld  tfr  lurciTant  fire  : 
It  fccm'd  as  if  the  (tars  more  fick;y  rofe, 
And  farther  from  the  feverlfh  noith  retire. 
CCLXXIX. 
In  th'  empyrean  heaven,  the  Hlefs'd  abode. 

The  throi'.es  and  the  d.)irMnioi"!s  proitrate  lie, 
Not  djiijiij  to  'vjhold  their  uncrs  \-  God  ; 
And  an  liuiJiM  fiiciice  dnmp'^  the  tuneful  flcy. 
C'CLTXX:. 
At  lcn-;th  th'  AKni^^hiy  c\x  :\  pityinp^  eye, 

And  mercy  f-.-fily  tuiicb'd  his  ineluni^  breaft  : 
He  la-.v  the  town's  one  naif  in  rubi)ini  lie, 
And  eager  flames  drive  on  to  florm  the  reft. 

CCLXXXI.  An 
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CCLXXXI. 

An  hollow  cryftal  pyramid  he  takes, 
In  firmamental  waters  dipt  above ; 
Of  it  a  broad  extingui(her  he  makes. 
And  hoods  the  flames  that  to  their  quaiTy  drove. 
CCLXXXII. 
The  vanquifhM  fires  withdraw  from  every  place, 

Or  full  with  feeding  fink  into  a  fleep  : 
Each  houftiold  genius  (hews  again  his  face. 
And  from  the  hearths  the  little  lares  creep. 
CCLXXXIII. 
Our  king  this  more  than  natural  change  beholds ; 

With  Ibber  joy  his  heart  and  eyes  abound  : 
To  the  All-good  his  lifted  hands  he  folds, 

And  thanks  him  low  on  his  redeemed  ground. 
CCLXXXIV. 
As  when  (harp  frofts  had  long  conftrainM  the  earth, 

A  kindly  thaw  unlocks  it  with  cold  rain  j 
And  firft  the  tender  blade  peeps  up  to  birth. 
And  ftralght  the  green  fields  laugh  with  promised  grain : 
CCLXXXV. 
By  fuch  degrees  the  fpreading  gladncfs  grew 

In  every  heart  which  fear  had  froze  before  : 
The  (landing  ftreets  with  fo  much  joy  they  view. 
That  with  lefs  grief  the  pei  lfh\l  they  deplore. 
CCLXXXVI. 
The  father  of  the  people  opehM  wide 

His  (tores,  and  all  the  poor  with  plenty  fed  : 
Thus  God's  anointed  God's  own  place  fupply'd, 
And  £ird  tht  empty  with  his  daily  bread. 

CCLXXXVII.  This 
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CCLXXXVII. 

This  royal  bounty  brought  its  own  reward, 

And  in  their  minds  fo  deep  did  print  the  fenfe  5 
That  if  their  ruins  fadly  they  regard, 

'Tis  but  with  fear  the  fight  might  drive  him  thence. 
CCLXXXVIII. 
But  fo  may  he  live  long,  that  town  to  fway. 

Which  by  his  aufpice  they  will  nobler  make> 
As  he  will  hatch  their  afties  by  his  ftay. 
And  not  their  humble  ruins  now  forfake, 
CCLXXXIX. 
They  have  not  loft  their  loyalty  by  fire  5 

Nor  is  their  courage  or  their  wealth  fo  low. 
That  from  his  wars  they  poorly  would  retire. 
Or  beg  the  pity  of  a  vanquifhM  foe. 
CCXC. 
Not  with  more  conftancy  the  Jews,  of  old 

By  Cyrus  from  rewarded  exile  fen t. 
Their  royal  city  did  in  duft  behold, 

Or  with  more  vigour  to  rebuild  it  went. 
CCXCI. 
The  utmoft  malice  of  the  ftars  is  paft. 

And  two  dire  comets,  which  have  fcourgM  the  town. 
In  their  own  plague  and  fire  have  breath'd  the  laft, 
Or  dimly  in  their  finking  fockets  frown. 
CCXCIL 
Now  frequent  trines  the  happier  lights  among. 

And  high-raisM  Jove,  from  his  dark  prlfon  freed, 
Thofe  weights  took  off  that  on  his  planet  hung. 
Will  glorioufiy  the  new-laid  works  fucceed. 

CCXCUl.  "XA^- 


no  DR  YD  EN'S    POEMS. 

CCXCIII. 
Metliinks  already  from  this  chemic  flame, 

I  fee  a  city  of  more  precious  mold : 
Rich  as  the  town  which  gives  the  Indies  name^ 

With  Giver  pav'd,  and  all  divine  with  gold. 
CCXCIV. 
Already  labouring  with  a  mighty  fate. 

She  0>akes  the  rubbifh  from  her  mounting  brow. 
And  feems  to  have  renewM  her  charter's  date, 

Which  heaven  will  to  the  death  of  time  allow. 

ccxcv. 

More  great  than  huiran  now,  and  more  auguft. 

Now  deify M  (he  from  her  fires  decs  rife  : 
Her  widening  (beets  on  new  foundations  trufty 

And  opening  into  larger  pnris  (he  flies. 
CCXCVI. 
Before  fhe  like  fome  flicpherdefs  did  fhow, 

Who  fat  to  bathe  her  by  a  river's  fide  ; 
Not  anfwering  to  her  fame,  but  rude  and  low, 

Nor  taught  ihe  beauteous  aits  of  modern  pride. 
CCXCVII. 
Now  like  a  maiden  queen  (he  will  behold. 

From  her  high  turrets,  hourly  fuitors  come  : 
The  Eaft  with  incenfe,  and  the  Weft  with  gold. 

Will  ftand  like  fuppHants  to  receive  her  doom. 
CCXCVIII. 
The  (liver  Thames,  her  own  domeftic  flood. 

Shall  bear  her  velTels  like  a  fweeping  train ; 
^ud  often  wind,  as  o  f  his  mifh-efs  proud, 

VJth  rong'ing  eyes  to  meet  her  face  again. 

CCXCIX.  The 
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CCXCIX. 

The  wealthy  Tagus,  and  the  v/ealthier  Rhine, 
The  glory  of  their  towns  no  more  fliall  hoaft. 

And  Seyne,  that  would  with  Belgian  rivers  join. 
Shall  find  her  luibe  (lainM,  and  traffic  loft. 

ccc. 

The  venturous  merchant  who  delign'd  more  far. 

And  touches  on  our  hofpitable  (hore, 
Charm'*d  with  the  fplendor  of  this  northern  ftar, 
Shall  here  unlade  him,  and  depart  no  more. 
CCCI. 
Our  powerful  navy  /hall  no  longer  meet, 

The  wealth  of  France  or  Holland  to  invade : 
The  beauty  of  this  town  without  a  fleet, 
From  all  the  world  fliall  vindicate  her  trade. 
CCCII. 
And  while  this  fam'd  emporium  we  prepare, 

The  Britifli  ocean  fliriU  fuch  triumphs  boaft. 
That  thofe,  who  now  difdain  our  trade  to  ftiare, 
Shall  rob  like  pirates  on  our  wealthy  coaft, 
CCCIII. 
Already  we  have  conquered  half  the  war, 

And  the  lefs  dangerous  part  is  left  behind  : 
Our  trouble  now  is  but  to  make  them  dare. 
And  not  fo  great  to  vanquifh  as  to  find. 
CCCIV. 
Thus  to  the  eaftern  wealth  through  ftorms  we  go. 

But  now,  the  Cape  once  doubled,  fear  no  more ; 
A  conftant  trade-wind  will  fecurely  blow, 
And  gently  lay  us  on  the  fpicy  fhore. 


[  1"  ] 

A  N 

ESSAY   UPON    SATIRE. 

By  Mr  Dryden,  and  the  Earl  of  Mulgrave. 

TT  OW   dull,  and  how  infenfible  a  beaft 

Is  man,  who  yet  would  lord  it  o'er  the  reft  ! 
Philofophers  and  poets  vainly  ftrove 
In  every  age  the  lumpifli  mafs  to  move  : 
But  thole  were  pedants,  when  compared  with  thefe. 
Who  know  not  only  to  inftru6l  but  pleafb. 
Poets  alone  found  the  delightfid  way, 
Myfterious  morals  gently  to  convey 
In  charming  numbers  j  fo  that  as  men  grew 
Pleas'd  with  their  poems,  they  grew  wifer  too. 
Satire  has  always  ftione  among  the  reft. 
And  is  the  boldeft  way,  if  not  the  beft. 
To  tell  men  freely  of  their  fouleft  faults  ; 
To  laugh  at  their  vain  deeds,  and  vainer  thoughts. 
In  fatire  too  the  wile  took  different  ways. 
To  each  deferving  its  peculiar  praife. 
Some  did  all  folly  with  juft  ftiarpncfs  blame, 
Whilft  others  laugh'd  and  fcorn'd  them  into  ftiame. 
But  of  thefe  two,  the  laft  fucceeded  beft. 
As  men  aim  righteft  when  they  flioot  in  jeft. 
,  Yet,  if  we  may  prelume  to  blame  our  guides, 
\nd  cenfure  thofe  who  cenfure  all  befides^ 

In 
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in  other  things  they  juftly  are  preferred  : 

In  this  alone  methinks  the  ancients  err'd ; 

Againft  the  groHeil  follies  they  declaim  $ 

Hard  they  purfue,  but  hunt  ignoble  game. 

Nothing  is  eafier  than  fuch  blots  to  hit. 

And  'tis  the  talent  of  each  vulgar  wit : 

Bcfides  ^tis  labour  loft ;  for  who  would  preach 

Morals  to  Armftrong,  or  dull  Afton  teach  ? 

'Tis  being  devout  at  play,  wife  at  a  ball. 

Or  bringing  wit  and  friend  (hip  to  Whitehall. 

But  5Vith  ftiarp  eyes  thofe  nicer  faults  to  find. 

Which  lie  obfcurcly  in  the  wifeft  mind  j 

That  little  fpeck  which  all  the  reft  does  fpoil. 

To  wafh  off  that  would  be  a  noble  toil  j 

Beyond  the  loofe-writ  libeh  of  this  age, 

Or  the  forc'd  fccnes  of  our  declining  ftage  j 

Above  all  cenfure  too,  each  little  wit 

Will  be  fo  glad  to  fee  the  greater  hit ; 

Who  judging  better,  tliough  conccrn'd  the  moft. 

Of  fuch  corre«5lion  will  have  caufc  to  boaft. 

In  fuch  a  fatirc  all  would  feek  a  fliare, 

And  every  fool  will  fancy  he  is  there. 

Old  ftory-tellcrs  too  muft  pine  and  die. 

To  fee  their  antiquated  wit  laid  by  j 

Like  her,  who  mifsM  her  name  in  a  lampoon. 

And  griev'd  to  find  hcrfelf  decayed  fo  foon. 

Ko  common  coxcomb  muft  be  mentioned  here  : 

Not  the  dull  train  of  dancing  fparks  appear  ^ 

Nor  fluttering  officers  who  never  fight  j 

Of  fuch  a  wretched  rabble  who  would  wilt^  \ 

Vol.  j,  I  \\y\C^ 
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Much  left  half  wits  :  that's  more  againft  our  rules  ; 

For  they  are  fopc,  tfae  other  are  but  fools. 

Who  would  not  be  as  filly  as  Dunbar  ? 

As  dull  as  Monmoutfay  rather  than  Sir  Carr  ? 

The  cunning  courtier  fliould  be  flighted  too. 

Who  with  dull  knavery  makes  fo  much  ado ; 

Till  the  Ihrewd  fool,  by  thriving  too  too  faft. 

Like  ^fop^s  fox  becomes  a  prey  at  laft. 

Nor  (hall  the  ro3ral  mifhrefles  be  namM, 

Too  ugly,  or  too  eafy,  to  be  blam'd  5 

With  whom  each  rhyming  fool  keeps  fuch  a  podier. 

They  are  as  common  that  way  as  the  other  : 

Yet  fauntenng  Charles^  between  his  beaftly  brace. 

Meets  with  diflfembling  ftill  in  either  place, 

AflTefled  humour,  or  a  painted  face. 

In  loyal  libels  we  have  often  told  him, 

How  one  has  jilted  him,  the  other  fold  him  : 

How  that  afFefts  to  laugh,  how  this  to  weep  5 

But  who  can  rail  fo  long  as  he  can  deep  ? 

Was  ever  prince  by  two  at  once  mi  fled, 

FalfCy  foolifli,  old,  ill-natured,  and  ill-bred? 

Earnely  and  Aylefl)ury,  with  all  that  race 

Of  bufy  blockheads,  fliall  have  here  no  place ; 

At  council  fet  as  foils  on  Dorfet*s  fcore. 

To  make  that  great  falfe  jewel  fliine  the  more  $ 

Who  all  that  while  was  thought  exceeding  wife. 

Only  for  taking  pains  and  telling  lies. 

But  ther«  's  no  meddling  with  fuch  naufeous  men  ; 

Their  very  names  have  tir'd  ray  lazy  pen  ; 

5  'Tw 
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''Th  tiine  to  quit  their  company,  and  chufe 
Some  fitter  fubjeft  for  a  (harper  Mule. 

Firft,  let's  behold  the  merrieft  man  alive 
Againft  his  carelcfs  genius  vainly  ftrive  ; 
Quit  his  dear  cafe,  fome  deep  deiign  to  lay, 
"*Gainft  a  fet  time,  and  then  forget  the  day  : 
Yet  he  will  laugh  at  his  beft  friends,  and  be 
Juft  as  good  company  as  Nokes  and  Lee. 
But  when  he  aims  at  reafcn  or  at  rule. 
He  turns  himfelf  the  beft  to  ridicule. 
Let  him  at  bufinefs  ne^r  fo  earaeft  fit. 
Shew  him  but  mirth,  and  bait  that  mirth  with  wit  $ 
That  (hadow  of  a  jeft  fhali  be  cnjoy'd. 
Though  he  left  all  mankind  to  be  deftroy'd. 
So  cat  transformed  fat  gravely  and  demure, 
Till  moufe  appeared,  and  thought  himfeif  fecure  j 
But  foon  the  Jady  had  him  in  her  eye, 
And  from  her  friend  did  juft  as  oddly  fly. 
Reaching  above  our  nature  does  no  good  ; 
We  muft  fall  back  to  our  old  flefh  and  blood  ; 
As  by  our  little  Machiavel  we  find 
That  nimDlcft  creature  of  the  bufy  kind. 
His  limbs  arc  crippled,  and  his  body  (hakes  j 
Yet  his  hard  mind,  which  all  this  buftle  makes, 
No  pity  of  its  poor  companion  takes. 
What  gravity  can  hold  from  laughing  out. 
To  fee  him  drag  his  feeble  legs  about, 
Like  hounds  ill -coupled  ?  Jowler  lugs  him  ftill 
Tliroiigh  hedges,  ditches,  and  through  all  that's  ill. 

I    2  "T^NCV^ 
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*Twcre  crime  in  any  man  but  hira  alone. 

To  ufe  a  body  fo,  though  'tis  one's  own  : 

Yet  this  falfe  comfort  never  gives  him  o'er. 

That  whilft  he  creeps  his  vigorous  thoughts  cah  foar : 

Alas  !  that  (baring,  to  thofe  few  that  know. 

Is  but  a  bufy  groveling  here  below. 

So  men  in  rapture  think  they  mount  the  (ky,  "> 

Whilft  on  the  ground  th'  intranced  wretches  lie  :        > 

So  modem  fops  have  fancy'd  they  could  fly.  ^ 

As  the  new  earl  with  parts  deferving  praife. 

And  wit  enough  to  laugh  at  his  own  ways  ; 

Yet  lofes  all  foft  days  and  fenfual  nights. 

Kind  nature  checks,  and  kinder  fortune  (lights  j 

Striving  againft  his  quiet  all  he  can. 

For  the  fine  notion  of  a  bufy  man. 

And  what  is  that  at  beft,  but  one,  whofe  mind 

Is  made  to  tire  himfelf  and  all  mankind  ? 

For  Ireland  he  would  go  5  faith,  let  him  reign  j 

For  if  fome  odd  fantaftic  lord  would  fain 

Cany  in  trunks,  and  all  my  drudgery  do, 

I  il  not  only  pay  him,  but  admire  him  too. 

But  is  there  any  other  bead  that  lives,         * 

Who  his  own  harm  fo  wittingly  contrives  ? 

Will  any  dog,  that  has  his  teeth  and  ftones, 

Refinedly  leave  his  bitches  and  his  bones. 

To  turn  a  wheel  ?  and  bark  to  be  employed. 

While  Venus  is  by  rival  dogs  enjoyM  ? 

Yet  this  fond  man,  to  get  a  ftatefman's  name. 

Forfeits  his  friends,  his  freedom,  and  his  fame. 

5  Though 
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Though  fatire  nicely  writ  no  humour  ftings 
But  thoie  who  merit  praife  in  other  things ; 
Yet  we  muH  needs  this  one  exception  make. 
And  break  our  rules  for  folly  Tropos  fake  ; 
Who  was  too  much  defpisM  to  be  accusM, 
And  therefore  fcarce  deferves  to  be  abusM  ; 
RaisM  only  by  his  mercenary  tongue. 
For  railing  fmoothly,  and  for  reafoning  wrong. 
As  boys  on  holy-days  let  loofe  to  play. 
Lay  waggi/h  traps  for  girls  that  pafs  that  way  ; 
Then  fliout  to  fee  in  dirt  and  deep  diftiefs 
Some  filly  cit  in  her  flowerM  foolifh  drefs  i 
So  have  I  mighty  fatisfaftion  found. 
To  fee  his  tinfcl  reafon  on  the  ground  1 
To  fee  the  florid  fool  defpis'd,  and  know  it. 
By  fome  who  fcarce  have  words  enough  to  (liow  it  s 
For  fcnfe  fits  filent,  and  condemns  for  weaker 
The  finner,  nay  fcmetimes  the  wittieft  fpeaker : 
But  'tis  prodigious  fo  much  eloquence 
Should  be  acquired  by  fuch  little  fenfe ; 
For  words  and  wit  did  anciently  agree. 
And  Tully  was  no  fool,  though  this  man  be : 
At  bar  abufive,  on  the  bench  unable, 
Knave  on  the  woolfack,  fop  at  council-table. 
Thcfc  are  the  grievances  of  fuch  fools  as  would 
Be  rather  wife  than  honcft,  great  than  good. 

Some  othtr  kind  of  wits  muft  be  u'.ade  known, 
Whofe  barnilefs  errors  hurt  themfclves  alone  j 
J-.xcifs  of  luxury  they  think  can  pleafe, 
And  lazinels  call  loving  of  their  cafe  : 

I  3  To 
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To  live  diifclv'd  ic  plraJbtrt?  ftll  ti?y  frigs. 
Though  their  wisol?  lif^  's  b«t  iDtmnittiiig  pain  s 
So  much  of  fitrfiEsts,  hnd-adm ,  chps  are  ieen. 
We  fcarce  |?qcctre  the  litdc  tnne  between  : 
Wtll-meanicg  men  who  make  this  grofs  miftake. 
And  pleafure  lofe  only  for  pleafnre^s  fake  i 
Each  pleafure  has  its  price,  and  when  we  pay 
Too  much  of  pain,  we  fqnander  life  awav. 

Thus  Dorfct,  purring  like  a  thoughtful  cat, 
Marry'd,  but  wifer  pufs  ne*er  thought  of  that : 
And  firft  he  worry'd  her  with  railing  rhiroc. 
Like  Pembroke's  maftives  at  his  kindeft  time  ; 
Then  for  one  night  fold  all  his  fl^ivifli  life, 
A  teeming  widow,  but  a  barren  wife  ; 
Sweird  by  conta6l  of  fuch  a  fulfcra  toad. 
He  lui^g'd  about  the  matrimonial  load  ; 
Till  fortune,  blindly  kind  as  well  as  he. 
Has  ill  reftor'd  him  to  his  liberty ; 
Which  he  would  ufe  in  his  old  fneaking  way. 
Drinking  all  night,  and  dozing  all  the  day  ; 
Dull  as  Ned  Howard,  whom  his  brilker  times 
Had  fam'd  for  dulnefs  in  malicious  rhymes. 

Mulgravc  had  much  ado  to  fcape  the  fnai'e, 
Thoiit^li  k'lun'd  in  all  thofe  arts  that  cheat  the  fair  : 
For  idler  all  his  vulgar  marriage-mccks, 
Wirli  beauty  dnzzled,  Numps  was  in  tl'.e  (locks; 
Dchitled  parents  cbyM  their  weeping  eyes, 
To  (Ic  him  catch  his  tnrtar  for  his  prize  : 
Th*  impatient  towii  waited  the  v/ifhM-for  chnnc^e, 
And  cuckolds  Tmirj  in  hones  of  fweet  revenue  ; 

Till 
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Till  Petworth  plot  made  us  with  forrow  fee. 

As  l\is  eftate,  his  perfon  too  was  free  :  >. 

Him  no  foft  thoughts,  no  gratitude  could  move  j 

To  gold  he  fled  from  beauty  and  from  love  j 

Yet  failing  there  he  keeps  his  freedom  ftill. 

Forced  to  live  happily  agatnft  his  will : 

"*Ti8  not  his  fault,  if  too  much  wealth  and  power 

Break  not  his  boafted  quiet  every  hour. 

And  little  Sid-  for  fimile  renown'd, 
Pleafure  has  always  fought  but  never  found  : 
Though  ail  his  thoughts  on  wine  and  women  fall. 
His  are  fo  bad,  fure  he  ne'er  thinks  at  all. 
The  flefh  he  lives  upon  is  rank  and  ftrong. 
His  meat  and  miftreflcs  are  kept  too  long. 
But  fure  we  all  miflake  this  pious  man. 
Who  mortifies  his  perfon  all  he  can  : 
What  we  uncharitably  take  for  fin. 
Are  only  rules  of  this  ocki  capuchin  5 
For  never  hermit  under  grave  pretence, 
Has  liv'd  more  contrary  to  common  fenfe  5 
And  'tis  a  miracle  we  may  fuppofe. 
No  nafiinefs  offends  his  ficilful  nofe  ; 
Which  from  all  ftink  can  with  peculiar  art 
Extraft  perfume  and  eflence  from  a  f— t : 
Expe6ling  fupper  is  his  great  delight; 
He  toils  all  day  but  to  be  drunk  at  night : 
Tl.en  o'er  his  cups  this  night-bird  chirping  fits. 
Till  he  takes  Hewet  and  Jack  Hall  for  wits. 

Rochefter  I  defpife  for  want  of  wit, 
Though  thought  to  have  a  tail  and  cloven  feetj 

I  4  For 


tz9  DRYDZN?     POEM?. 

For  -wz'/.s  he  T^'''c'.zii  t^kit^  t2  ill  '-rrk  -2, 

Hlmielf  ilcat  i2s  ill  cfkctf  ioef  fai  : 

And  fo  like  witches  in^*  fmSen  ^amtt, 

Wbofe  hannle^  mafice  is  f»  Bsch  tbe  fme. 

Falie  are  2iis  mcxk,  JiClul  is  !u$  wit  ; 

So  cften  be  does  aim,  §0  ^Idom  hit ; 

To  crerr  face  he  cringes  wbi!e  fee  fpeuT, 

But  when  the  back  is  tamd  the  head  he  bieaks ; 

Mnn  in  eic  J  action,  !ewd  in  ereiy  liaib. 

Manners  themfclvcs  are  mifchieroas  in  hits  : 

A  proct  that  chsnce  2!ox:c  makes  erery  cxratiire^ 

j\  very  Kil'.igrew  witfeoct  good-nataie. 

For  what  a  Be€!i:s  has  he  always  Iir*d, 

And  his  own  kicktngs  notab>  costriT'd  ? 

For,  there's  the  folly  that's  ttzA  mrxt  with  fesr, 

Cjv^i'ds  mere  blows  than  any  hero  bear  ; 

Of  nghting  fpirks  fome  may  thsir  p!eaicres  lay. 

But  'tis  a  bolder  thin^  to  run  awny  : 

The  world  may  well  forgive  him  ail  his  il!. 

For  erery  fault  does  prove  his  penance  ftill : 

Falfely  he  falls  into  fome  dangerous  noofe, 

Ar.d  then  as  meanly  labours  to  get  loofe  j 

A  life  fo  infamous  is  better  quitting, 

Spc-r.t  in  bafe  irjury  and  low  fubmirting. 

I  M  lihe  to  h«v2  lefr  out  his  poetry  ; 

Voynet  by  all  almoft  as  well  as  me. 

Somctin.ts  he  hcs  fome  humcur,  never  wit. 

And  if  it  rarely,  very  rarely,    hit, 

' Tis  under  fo  much  nnfty  rubbifn  laid, 

^    find  it  out's  the  cindcrworaan's  u ade  j 


V/h 
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Who  for  the  wretched  remnants  of  a  fire, 

Muft  toil  all  day  in  athes  and  in  mire. 

So  lewdly  dnll  his  idle  works  appear, 

The  wretched  texts  deferve  no  comments  here ; 

Where  one  poor  thought  fometimes,  left  all  alond. 

For  a  whole  page  of  dulnefs  muft  atone. 

How  vain  a  thing  is  man,  and  how  unwife  j 
Ev'n  he,  who  would  himfelf  the  mcft  defpife  I 
I,  who  fo  wife  and  humble  feem  to  be. 
Now  my  own  vanity  and  pride  can't  fee. 
While  the  world's  nonfenfe  is  fo  fliarply  (hewn, 
We  pull  down  others  but  to  raife  our  own  ;. 
That  we  may  angels  feem,  we  paint  them  elves, 
And  are  but  fatires  to  fct  up  ourfelves. 
I,  who  have  ail  this  while  been  finding  fault, 
Ev'n  with  my  matter,  who  firft  fatire  taught  j 
And  (iid  by  that  defcribe  the  tafk  fo  hard. 
It  feems  (lupendous  and  above  reward  ; 
Now  labour  with  unequal  force  to  climb 
That  lofty  hill,  linreachM  by  former  time  : 
'Tis  juft  that  I  fhould  to  the  bottom  fall, 
Learn  to  write  well,  or  not  to  write  at  all. 
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ABSALOM    AND  ACHITOPHEL. 

**  Si  propius  ftes, 
**  Te  capict  magis— r— " 

PART       I. 

To     THE     Reader. 

T  T  is  not  my  intention  to  make  an  apology  for  my 
-*■  poem  :  fome  will  think  it  needs  no  cxcufe,  and 
others  will  receive  none.  The  defign  I  am  fure  is  ho- 
ned :  but  he  who  draws  his  pen  for  one  party,  muft 
cxpeft  to  make  enemies  of  the  other.  For  wit  and 
fool  are  confeqiients  of  Whig  and  Tory;  and  every 
man  is  a  knave  or  an  afs  to  the  contrary  fule.  There 
is  a  treafury  of  merits  in  the  Fanatic  church,  as  well  as 
in  the  Popim ;  and  a  pennyworth  to  be  had  of  faint- 
flilp,  honefty,  and  poetry,  for  the  lewd,  the  faftious, 
and  the  blockheads  :  but  the  longeft  chapter  in  Deu- 
teronomy has  not  curfes  enough  for  an  Anti-Broming- 
ham.  My  comfort  is,  their  manifeft  prejudice  to  my 
caufe  will  render  their  judgment  of  lefs  authority  againft 
me.  Yet  if  a  poem  have  genius,  it  will  force  its  own 
reception  in  the  world.  For  there  is  a  fwectnefs  in 
good  verfe,  which  tickles  even  v/hilc  it  hurts  :  and  no 
man  crm  be  heartily  angry  with  him  who  pleafes  him 
againft  his  will,  'I'hc  commendation  of  advcrfsries 
js  the  gre:itc(i  tiiun^ph   of  a  writer,   becaufe  it   never 
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comes  unleft  extorted.  But  I  cftn  be  fatUfieU  on  . 
more  cafy  terms  :  if  I  happen  to  plcafe  tlic  more  mo- 
derate fort,  I  ihall  be  Aire  of  an  hol^ell  party,  and,  in 
all  probability,  of  the  bed  judges :  for  the  leaft  con- 
cerned are  commonly  the  leatt  corrupt.  And  I  con- 
fefs  I  have  laid  in  for  thofe,  by  rebating  the  fatijre« 
where  juftice  would  allow  it,  fixim  carrying  too  ihaip 
an  edge.  They  who  can  criticife  fo  weakly,  as  to 
imagine  I  have  done  my  worft,  may  be  convinced  at 
their  own  coft  that  I  can  write  fevcrely,  with  mo« 
eafe  than  I  can  gently.  I  have  but  laughed  at 
fome  men's  follifcs,  when  I  could  have  declaimed  againll 
their  vices  1  and  other  men's  virtues  I  have  commend- 
ed,  as  freely  as  I  have  taxed  their  crimes.  And  now, 
if  you  are  a  malicious  reuder,  I  expe6l  you  (liould  re- 
turn upon  me  that  I  afTeiSl  to  be  thought  more  impar- 
tial than  I  am  t  but  if  men  are  not  to  be  judged  by 
their  profcffions,  God  foni^ive  you  commonwcalth's- 
men  for  proftfling  fo  pJ.uiUbly  for  l!ie  government. 
You  cannot  be  fo  uiiconlcionahle  as  to  charge  mc  for 
not  fubfcribing  my  name  j  for  that  would  refle<^  too 
grofly  upon  your  own  party,  who  never  dare,  tho'jgii 
they  have  the  advantage  of  a  jury  to  llcurc  them.  If 
you  like  not  my  poem,  the  fault  may  polUbly  be  in  my 
wiirinfT;  tluHi^h  it  is  hird  i'jv  an  author  to  jmlgc 
aj;:tiiid  hinu'  If.  But  more  proli.iMy  it  is  in  your  mo- 
ral,, which  cannot  hear  the  truth  of  it.  The  violent 
on  both  lidcs  will  cjiulL-nin  the  cluuiii^er  of  Abl'alom, 
?»  cither  too  favtiuruhly  or  too  haiilly  drawn.  JUit 
thfv  z.rc  n:A  i\\c  violt-nt  whom  I  ilclho  to  pkafe.  The 
f;;ult   tn  the  right  hand  is  to  extenuate,  palliate,  and 

indulge  \ 


i»4.  T  O    T  H  E    R  E  A  D  E  R. 

indulge ;  and  to  confefs  freely,  I  have  endeavoured  to 
commit  it.  Befidcs  the  refpe6l  which  I  owe  his  birth, 
I  Jiave  a  greater  for  his  heroic  virtues;  and  David 
himfelf  could  not  be  more  tender  of  the  young  man's 
life,  than  I  would  be  of  his  reputation.  But  fmce  the 
moft  excellent  natures  are  always  the  moft  eafy,  and, 
as  being  fuch,  are  the  fooneft  perverted  by  ill  counfels, 
cfpecially  when  baited  with  fame  and  glory  ;  it  is  no 
more  a  wonder  that  he  withftood  not  the  temptations 
of  Achitophel,  than  it  was  for  Adam  not  to  have  re- 
iifted  the  two  devils,  the  feipent  and  the  woman.  The 
conclulion  of  the  ftory  I  purpofely  forbore  to  profe- 
cute,  becaufe  I  could  not  obtain  from  myfelf  to  (hew 
Abfalom  unfortunate.  The  frame  of  it  was  cut  out 
but  for  a  piftnre  to  the  waift  ;  and  if  the  draught  be 
fo  fai*  true,  it  is  as  much  as  I  dellgned. 

Were  I  the  inventor,  who  a;n  only  the  hidorian,  I 
ihould  certainly  conclude  the  piece,  with  the  reconcile- 
ment of  Abfalom  to  David.  And  who  knows  but  this 
may  come  to  pafs  ?  Things  were  not  brought  to  an  extre- 
mity where  I  left  the  ftory  :  there  feems  yet  to  be  room 
left  for  a  coropofui*e ;  hereafter  there  may  be  only  for 
pity.  I  have  not  fo  much  as  an  uncharitable  wifh 
againft  Aciiitophel  ;  but  am  content  to  be  accufed  of 
a  gv^oil-nnture-l  error,  and  to  hope  with  Origen,  that 
thf  dc\il  hiinfclf  may  at  laft  be  faved.  For  which 
iviibn,  in  this  poem,  he  is  neither  brought  to  fct  his 
houle  in  ordor,  nor  to  difpofe  of  his  perfon  afterwards 
as  he  ill  wiiViom  fliall  think  fit.  God  is  infinitely 
merciful  j  and  his  victgcrciit  is  only  net  fo,  becaufe  he 
is  not  infinite.  The 
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The  true  end  of  fatire  is  the  amendment  of  vices  by 
correflion.  And  he,  who  writes  honeftly,  is  no  more 
an  enemy  to  the  offender,  than  the  phyfician  to  the  pa- 
tient, when  he  prefcribes  har(h  remedies  to  an  invete- 
rate difeafe  ;  for  thofe  are  only  in  order  to  prevent  the 
chirurgcon's  work  of  an  Enfe  refanJUndum^  which  I 
wi(h  not  to  ray  very  enemies.  To  conclude  all  5  if 
the  body  politic  have  any  analogy  to  the  natural,  in 
my  weak  judgment,  an  a6l  of  oblivion  were  as  necef- 
fary  in  a  hot  diflempered  ftate,  as  an  opiate  would  be  in 
a  raging  fever. 

ABSALOM    AND    ACHITOPHEL. 

T  N  pious  times  ere  prieftcraft  did  begin, 

■■•   Before  polygamy  was  made  a  fin  j 

When  man  on  many  multiply'd  his  kind. 

Ere  one  t9  one  was  curfedly  confined  j 

"When  nature  prompted,  and  no  law  dcny'd 

Promifcuous  ufe  of  concubine  and  bride  ; 

Then  IfraePs  monarch  after  heaven's  own  heart 

His  vigorous  warmth  did  varioufly  impart 

To  wives  and  (laves  ;  and  wide  as  his  command, 

Scattered  his  Maker's  image  through  the  land. 

Michal,  of  royal  blood,  the  crown  did  wear  ; 

A  foil  ungi-ateful  to  the  tiller's  care  j 

Not  fo  the  reft  ;  for  feveral  mothers  bore 

To  god- like  David  Icveral  fons  before. 

But  fincc  like  flavcG  his  bed  they  did  afccnd. 

No  true  fuccelfion  could  their  feed  attend. 

Of 
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Of  all  the  numercos  progtxy  was  none 

So  tx^autifuly  fo  bravcy  as  Abfalom  : 

Whether  mfpirM  by  Come  diviner  ]uft» 

Hit  father  got  him  with  a  greater  guft : 

Or  that  his  confcioiis  deiliny  made  way. 

By  manly  beauty  to  imperial  fway. 

Early  in  foreign  fields  he  won  renown. 

With  kings  and  ftates  ally''d  to  IfraePs  crown  : 

In  peace  the  thoughts  of  war  he  could  remove. 

And  fccm'd  as  lie  were  only  bom  for  love. 

Whatever  he  did,  was  done  vyith  fo  much  eafe. 

In  him  alone  'twas  natural  to  pleafe  : 

His  motions  all  accompanyM  with  grace  ; 

And  paradife  was  open'd  in  his  face. 

With  fccrct  joy  indulgent  David  view'd 

His  youthful  image  in  his  fon  renew'd  : 

To  all  his  wifhcs  nothing  he  denyM  5 

And  made  the  charming  Annabel  his  bride. 

What  faultR  he  had,  for  who  from  faults  is  free  ?       * 

Hi*  father  could  not,  or  he  would  not  fee. 

Some  warm  cxcefles  which  the  law  forbore. 

Were  conrtrwed  youth  that  purgM  by  boiling  o'er  j 

And  Amnon^s  muixlcr  by  a  fpecious  name, 

Wtts  cnird  a  juil  revenge  for  injured  fame. 

Thus  pmis'd  and  lov\i,  the  noble  youth  remained. 

While  Dnvid  undillurb'd  in  Sion  reign'd. 

But  life  can  nexTi*  be  fmcercly  blcft : 

Heaven  punithc$  the  bad,  and  proves  the  bcft. 

The  Jews,  a  head^lrong,  moody,  mxurmuring  race. 

At  c\xr  tr)»*d  th*  extent  and  ftretch  of  grace  j 

God' 
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God's  pampcrM  people,  whom  dcbauch'd  with  eafe. 

No  king  could  govem,  nor  no  God  could  plealc} 

Gods  they  had  try'd  of  cvciy  fhapc  and  iize, 

That  godfmiths  could  produce,  or  pi'icfts  devife  t 

Thefe  Adam-wits  too  fortunately  free, 

Beg^n  to  dream  they  wanted  liberty ; 

And  when  no  rule,  no  precedent  was  found. 

Of  men,  by  laws  lefs  circumfcribM  and  bound  | 

They  led  their  wild  defires  to  woods  and  caves. 

And  thought  that  all  but  favages  were  flaves. 

They  who,  when  Saul  was  dead,  without  a  blow« 

Made  foolilh  lihbofheth  the  crown  forego  ; 

Who  banifh'd  David  did  from  Hebron  bring, 

And  with  a  general  ihout  proclaim^  him  king  t 

Thofe  very  Jews,  who  at  their  very  beft 

Their  humour  more  than  loyalty  expreft. 

Now  vvonder'd  why  fo  long  they  had  obey'd 

An  idol  monarch,  which  their  hands  had  made ; 

Thought  they  might  ruin  him  they  could  create. 

Or  melt  him  to  that  golden  calf  a  ftate. 

But  thefe  were  random  bolts  :  no  formM  defign. 

Nor  intereft  made  the  factious  crowd  to  join : 

The  fober  part  of  Ift-ael,  free  from  ftain. 

Well  knew  the  value  of  a  peaceful  reign  j 

And,  looking  backward  with  a  wife  affright, 

Saw  fcams  of  wounds  diflioneft  to  the  fight : 

In  contemplation  of  whofe  ugly  fears. 

They  curft  the  memory  of  civil  wars. 

The  moderate  fort  of  men  thus  qualify'd, 

Inclir/d  the  balance  to  the  better  fidej 

And 
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And  David's  mildners  manag'd  it  fo  wclJ, 
The  bad  found  no  occafion  to  rebel. 
But  when  to  fin  our  biasM  nature  leans. 
The  careful  devil  is  ftill  at  hand  with  means ; 
And  providently  pimps  for  ill  defires  : 
The  good  old  caufe  revived  a  plot  requires. 
Plots  true  or  falfe  are  neceffary  things. 
To  raife  up  commonwealths,  and  ruin  kings. 

Th'  inhabitants  of  old  Jerufalem 
Were  Jebufites ;  the  town  fo  cali'd  from  them  j 

And  theirs  the  native  right 

But  when  the  choftn  people  grew  more  ftrong, 
The  rightful  caufe  at  length  became  the  wrong  j 
And  every  lofs  the  men  of  Jcbus  bore. 
They  dill  were  thought  God's  enemies  the  more. 
Thus  worn  or  weakened,  well  or  ill  content, 
Submit  they  muft  to  David" s  government : 
Impoveriih'd  and  depnv'd  of  all  command, 
Their  taxes  doubled  as  they  lod  their  land  ; 
And  what  was  harder  yet  to  fiefti  and  blood. 
Their  gods  -difgracM^  and  burnt  like  common  wood 
This  fet  tiw  heathen  priefthood  in  a  flame-s 
For  priefti  of  all  rdi^oni  aie  the  fame. 
Of  whitfbe''tr  dcfccnt  tlyir  godhead  be, 
Sl.lU,  i\\H\c^  or  oihcr  huuvt'ly  pedigree^ 
Ir  hi-.  1  f=rrr  Ht5  friTi-nts  areas  boldi 
"'  beaten  gold. 
;.    j^^H  thtir  cncn 
li  hovsrtl  men  an*]  wife  t 

^^^^H^^^  .•..^  V\«,^  ii^%  ixnd  drink. 
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From  hence  l>egan  that  plot,  the  nation's  curfe» 
Bad  in  itfelf,  but  reprefented  vvorfe  $ 

RaisM  in  extremes,  and  in  extremes  decryM  ; 

"With  oaths  affirmed,  with  dying  vows  dcny'd  j 

Not  weighed  nor  winnow'd  by  the  multitude  j 

But  fwallow'd  in  the  mafs,  unchew'd  and  crude. 

Some  truth  there  was,  but  dafh'd  and  brew\l  with  lies. 

To  pleafe  the  fools,  and  puzzle  all  the  wife. 

Succeeding  times  did  equal  folly  call, 

Believing  nothing,  or  believing  all. 

Th'  Egyptian  rites  the  Jebufites  embracM  ; 

Where  gods  were  recommended  by  their  tafte. 

Such  favoury  deities  muft  needs  be  good. 

As  ferv'd  at  once  for  worlhip  and  for  food. 

By  force  they  could  not  introduce  thefc  gods  j 

For  ten  to  one  in  former  days  was  odds* 

So  fraud  was  us'd,  the  facrificcr's  trade : 

Fools  arc  more  hard  to  conquer  than  pcrfuade. 
Their  buiy  teachers  mingled  with  the  Jews, 
And  i-ak'd  for  converts  ev*n  the  court  and  llcws  : 
Which  Hebrew  priells  the  more  unkindly  took, 
Becaufe  the  fleece  accompanies  the  flock. 
Some  thought  they  Cod's  anointed  meant  to  flay 
By  guns,  invented  flnce  full  many  a  day  : 
Our  author  fwcars  it  not  j  but  who  can  know 
How  far  the  ('.evil  and  Jebufites  may  go  ? 
This  plot,  'vhich  faiPd  for  want  of  common  fenfe. 
Had  yet  a  deep  and  dangerous  confequcnce  ; 
For  as,  when  raging  fevers  boil  the  blood. 
The  ftanding  lake  foon  floats  into  a  flood, 

Vol.  I.  K  Ktt\ 
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Punifh  a  body  which  he  could  not  pleaic } 

Bankrupt  of  life,  yet  prodigal  of  eaie  ? 

And  all  to  leave  what  with  hit  toil  he  won. 

To  that  unfcather'd  two-lcgg'd  thing,  a  Ton  ^ 

Got,  while  his  foul  did  huddled  notions  try  ; 

And  born  a  (hapelefs  lump,  lik^  anarchy. 

In  friendihip  falfc,  implacable  in  hate  j 

Reiblv'd  to  ruin,  or  to  rule  the  ftate. 

To  compafs  tbis»  the  triple  bond  he  bjDoke  3 

The  pillars  of  the  public  fafety  ihook  ^ 

And  fitted  Ilrael  for  a  foreign  yoke  : 

Then»  icia^d  with  fear,  yet  dill  affe^ling  fame, 

Ufurp'd  a  patriot's  all-atoning  name. 

So  eafy  Aill  it  proves  in  faftious  times. 

With  public  zeal  to  cancel  private  crimes. 

How  fafe  is  treafon,  and  how  facred  ill. 

Where  none  can  fin  againft  the  people's  will ! 

Where  crowds  can  wink,  and  no  offence  be  knows. 

Since  in  another's. guilt  they  find  their  own  ? 

Yet  fame  defcrv'd  no  enemy  can  grudge  j 

The  ftaufman  we  abhor,  but  praife  the  Judge. 

In  Ifrael's  courts  ne'er  fat  an  Abethdin 

With  more  difceming  eyes,  or  hands  more  clean^ 

Unbrib'd,  unfought,  the  wretched  to  redrefs  $ 

Swift  of  difpatcb,  and  cafy  of  accefs. 

Oh  !  had  he  been  content  to  ferve  the  crown. 

With  virtues  only  proper  to  the  gown  f 

Or  had  the  ranknefs  of  the  foil  been  freed 

From  cockle,  that  oppreis'd  the  noble  feed  i 

K  a  David 
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David  for  him  his  tuneful  harp  had  ftrung. 
And  heaven  had  wanted  one  imraortal  fong. 
But  wild  ambition  loves  to  flide,  not  ftand. 
And  fortuhe'8  ice  prefers  to  virtue's  land. 
Achitophel^  grown  weary  to  poflefs 
A  lawful  fame,  and  lazy  happinefs, 
Difdain'd  the  golden  fi-uit  to  gather  free, 
And  lent  the  crowd  his  'arm  td  ihake  the  tree. 
Now,  manifeft  of  crimes  contriv'd  long  fince, 
He  ftood  at  bold  defiance  with  his 'prince  j 
Held  up  the  buckler  of  the  people's  caufe 
Againft  the  crown,  and  fculk'd  behind  the  laws. 
The  wifh'd  occafion  of  the  plot  he  takes ; 
Some  circumftances  finds,  but  morp  he  makes. 
By  buzzing  emifiaries  fills  the  ears 
Of  liftening  crowds  with  jealoufies  and  fears 
Of  arbitrary  counfels  brought  to  light. 
And  proves  the  king  himfelf  a  Jebufite. 
"Weak  arguments !  which  yet  he  knew  full  well. 
Were  ftrong  with  people  eafy  to  rebel. 
For,  governed  by  the  moon,  the  giddy  Jews 
Tread  the  feme  track  when  fhe  tlie  prime  renews  ; 
And  once  in  twenty  years  their  fcribes  record. 
By  natural  inftinft  they  change  their  lord. 
Achitophel  ftill  wants  a  chief,  and  none 
Was  found  fo  fit  as  warlike  Abfalom. 
Not  that  he  wifh'd-  his  greatnefs  to  create. 
For  politicians  neither  love  nor  hate  : 
But,  for  he  knew  his  title  not  allowM, 
Would  keep  him  ft  ill  depending  on  the  crowd  : 
5 
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That  kingly  power,  thus  ebbing  out,  might  be 
Drawn  to  the  dregs  of  a  democracy. 
Him  he  attempts  with  ftudied  arts  to  pleafe. 
And  (heds  his  venom  in  fudh  words  as  thefe. 

Aufpicious  prince,  at  whofe  nativity 
Some  royal  planet  rul'd  the  fouthern  flcy  j 
Thy  longing  country's  darling  and  deiirc  5     . 
Their  cloudy  pillar  and  their  guardian  fire  t 
Their  fecond  Moles,  whofe  extended  wand 
Divides  the  Teas,  and  (hews  the  promised  land  1 
Whofe  dawning  day,  in  every  diftant  age^ 
Has  excrcis'd  the  facred  prophet's  rage  1 
The  people's  prayer,  the  glad  diviner's  theme, 
The  young  men's  vifion,  and  the  old  men's  dream  ! 
Thee,  Saviour,  thee  the  nation's  vows  confefs, 
And,  never  falisfy'd  with  feeing,  blefs  i 
Swift  unbefpokcn  pomps  thy  fteps  proclaim, 
And  Hammering  babes  arc  taught  to  lifp  thy  name. 
How  long  wilt  thou  the  general  joy  detain, 
Starve  and  defraud  the  people  of  thy  reign  $ 
Content  ingloriouHy  to  pafs  thy  days. 
Like  one  of  virtue's  fools  that  feed  on  praife  j 
Till  thy  frefh  glories,  which  now  (hine  fo  bright. 
Grow  ftalc,  and  tarnifh  with  our  daily  fight  ? 
Believe  me,  royal  youth,  thy  fruit  mud  be 
Or  gathered  ripe,  or  rot  upon  the  tree. 
Heaven  has  to  all  allotted,  foon  or  late. 
Some  lucky  revolution  of  their  fate  t 
Whofe  motions  if  we  watch  and  guide  with  /kill, 
For  human  good  depends  on  human  will, 

K  3  Our 
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Our  fortune  roll.?  as  from  ;i  fmoodi  defcent. 
And  from  the  Mt  inipreffioii  takes  the  bent : 
But  if  nniesz'd  fbe  gliiks  away  like  wind. 
And  leaves  repenting^  faXij  fir  behind. 
Now,  now  ibe  meets  joo  with  a  ^orions  priae. 
And  rpreads  her  Jocks  before  yon  as  ihe  flics. 
Had  thns  old  David,  from  wfaoie  loins  yon  fpnag. 
Not  darM  when  fortune  callM  him  to  be  king^ 
At  Gath  an  exile  he  might  ftill  mnain. 
And  heaven^s  anointing  oil  had  been  in  Tain. 
Let  his  fuccefsfnl  youth  your  hopes  engage  ; 
But  fhun  th'  example  of  declining  age  : 
Behold  him  fetting  in  his  weftem  (kits. 
The  (hadows  lengthening  as  the  vapours  rife.   ' 
lie  is  not  now,  as  when  on  Jordan''s  fand 
The  joyful  people  throng'd  to  fee  him  land. 
Covering  tlic  beach,  and  blackening  all  the  (Irand  ; 
But  like  the  prince  of  angels,  from  his  height 
Come*  tumbling  downward  with  diminifh'd  light : 
Betray *d  by  one  poor  plot  to  public  fcom  i 
Our  only  blcflTing  fmcc  his  curft  return  : 
Thofc  heaps  of  people  which  one  fheaf  did  bind, 
Bluwn  off  and  fcattcr'd  by  a  puff  of  wind. 
AVhat  ilrcnjrth  can  he  to  your  defigns  oppofe. 
Naked  of  friends  and  round  befct  with  foes  ? 
If  rhuraoh's  doubtful  fuccour  he  (liould  ufe, 
A  forcii^n  aid  would  more  inccnfc  the  Jews : 
PixMid  Kirypt  would  diiTemblcd  friendfhip  bring; 
Konu  at  the  war,  but  not  fupport  the  king : 

Nor 
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Nor  would  the  royal  party  e'er  unite 
With  Pharaoh's  arras  t'  aflift  the  Jebufite ; 
Or  if  they  ihould,  their  intereft  (bon  would  break. 
And  with  fuch  odious  aid  make  David  weaL. 
All  (brts  of  men  by  my  fuccefsful  arts^ 
Abhorring  kings»  eftrange  their  alter'd  hearts 
From  David's  rule  i  and  'tis  their  general  cry» 
Religion,  commonwealth,  and  liberty. 
If  you,  as  champion  of  the  pi^blic  good^ 
Add  to  their  arms  a  chief  of  royal  blood. 
What  may  not  Ifrael  hope,  and  what  applaud 
Might  fuch  a  general  gain  by  fuch  a  caufe  ? 
Not  barren  praife  alone,  that  gaudy  flower 
Fair  only  to  the  fight,  but  folid  power  i 
And  nobler  is  a  limited  command, 
Given  by  the  love  of  all  your  native  land^ 
Than  a  fucceflive  title,  long  and  dark. 
Drawn  from  the  piouldy  rolls  of  Noah's  ark. 
What  cannot  praife  eScR  in  mighty  minds. 
When  flattery  fooths,  and  when  ambition  blinds  f 
Defire  of  power,  on  earth  a  vicious  weed. 
Yet  fprung  from  high  is  of  celeftial  feed  : 
In  God  'tis  glory ;  and  when  men  afpire, 
'Tis  but  a  fpark  too  much  of  heavenly  fire. 
Th'  ambitious  youth,  too  covetous  of  fame. 
Too  full  of  angel's  metal  in  his  frame. 
Unwarily  was  led  from  virtue's  ways, 
Made  drunk  with  honour,  and  debauch'd  witli  praife. 
Half  loath,  and  half  confec ting  to  the  ill. 
For  royal  blood  within  him  ibuggled  dill, 

K  4  ^^ 
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He  thus  reply'd.— And  what  pretence  have  I 
To  take  up  arms  for  public  liberty  ? 
My  father  governs  with  unqueftion'd  right  $ 
The  faith's  defender,  and  mankind's  delight  5 
Good,  gracious,  juft,  obfervant  of  the  laws  $ 
And  heaven  by  wonders  has  efpous'd  his  caufe. 
Whom  has  he  wrong'd  in  all  his  peaceful  reign  ? 
Who  fues  for  juttice  to  his  throne  in  vain  ? 
What  millions  has  he  pardon'd  of  his  foes. 
Whom  juft  revenge  did  to  his  wrath  expofe  ! 
Mild,  eafy-y  humble,  ftudious  of  our  good  ) 
Inclin'd  to  mercy,  and  averfe  from  blood. 
If  mildnefs  ill  with  ftubborn  Ifrael  fuit. 
His  crime  is  God's  beloved  attribute. 
What  could  he  gain  his  people  to  betray. 
Or  change  his  right  for  arbitrary  fway  ? 
L^t  haughty  Pharaoh  curfe  with  fuch  a  reign 
His  fmitful  Nile,  and  yoke  a  fervile  train. 
If  David's  rule  Jerufalem  difpleafe, 
The  dog-ftar  heats  their  brains  to  this  difeafe. 
Why  then  ihould  I,  encouraging  the  bad. 
Turn  rebel,  and  run  popularly  mad  ? 
Were  he  a  tyrant,  who  by  lawlefs  might 
Opprefs'd  the  Jews,  and  rais'd  the  Jchufite, 
VVell  might  I  mourn  ;  but  nature's  holy  bands 
Would  curb  my  fpirits  and  rcftrain  my  hands  1 
The  people  might  afTert  their  liberty  ; 
But  what  was  right  in  them  were  crime  in  me. 
His  favour  leaves  me  nothing  to  require, 
Prevents  my  wifhes,  and  out-runs  defirc  j 

Wh 
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What  more  can  I  expe^l  while  David  lives  ?     -• 

All  but  his  Icing^y  diadem  he  gives  : 

And  that — But  here  he  paus'd  ;  then,  fighing,  faid-^ 

Js  juftly  deftinM  for  a  worthier  head. 

For  when  my  father  from  his  toils  (hall  reft. 

And  late  augment  the  number  of  the  bleft. 

His  lawful  iffue  (hall  the  throne  afcend, 

Or  the  collateral  line,  where  that  (hall  end. 

His  brother,  though  opprefs'd  with  vulgar  fpite. 

Yet  dauntlefs,  and  fecure  of  native  right. 

Of  every  royal  virtue  (lands  poflfcft  ; 

Still  dear  to  all  the  braveft  and  the  beft. 

His  courage  foes,  his  friends  his  truth  proclaim  j 

His  loyalty  the  king,  the  world  his  fame. 

His  mercy  ev'n  th'  offending  crowd  will  find  ; 

For  fure  he  comes  of  a  forgiving  kind. 

Why  ftiould  I  then  repine  at  heaven's  decree, 

Whicli  gives  me  no  pretence  to  royalty  ? 

"^'ct  oh  that  fate,   propitioufly  InclinM, 

Had  rais'd  my  birth,  or  had  debased  my  mind  ; 

To  my  large  foul  not  all  her  trcalure  lent. 

And  then  betray 'd  it  to  a  mean  deicent ! 

I  find,  I  find  my  mounting  fpirits  bold, 

And  Davivl's  })ait  difdains  my  mother's  mould. 

AN'hy  a:n  I  fcantcd  by  a  niggard  birth  r 

Mv  foul  diiclaims  the  kindred  of  her  earth  ; 

And  in:ide  for  empire  whifpcrs  me  witiiin, 

Dtlir'j  of  greatncis  is  a  god-like  iin. 

Ilim  Itat^f^ering  fo,  when  hell's  dire  agent  foun.l, 
While  fainting  virtue  fcarce  mrJntain'd  her  giound, 
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He  pours  frefh  forces  id,  and  thus  replies  : 
Th'  eternal  God,  fupremely  good  and  wife, 
Imputt  not  thcie  prodigious  gifts  in  vain  s 
What  wonders  are  reftivM  to  blefs  your  reign  I 
Againft  your  will  your  arguments  have  ihoWn> 
Such  virtue  *8  only  given  to  guide  a  throne. 
Not  that  your  father*s  mildnefs  I  contemn  i 
But  manly  force  becomes  the  diadem. 
*Tis  true  he  grants  the  people  all  they  crave ; 
And  more  perhaps  than  fubje^ls  ought  to  have  9 
For  laviih  grants  fuppofe  a  monarch  tame. 
And  more  his  goodnefs  than  his  wit  proclaim. 
But  when  (hould  people  flrive  their  bonds  to  break. 
If  not  when  kings  are  negligent  or  weak  ? 
Let  him  give  on  till  he  can  give  no  more. 
The  thrifty  fanhedrim  fhall  keep  him  poor  j 
And  every  fhekel,  which  he  can  receive. 
Shall  coft  a  limb  of  his  prerogative. 
To  ply  him  with  new  plots  Ihall  be  my  care ; 
Or  plunge  him  deep  in  fome  expenfive  war ; 
Which  when  his  ti*eafure  can  no  moi-e  fupply. 
He  muft,  with  the  remains  of  kingihip,  buy 
His  faithful  friends,  our  jealoufies  and  fears 
Call  Jebufites,  and  Pharaoh^s  peniioners  ; 
Whom  when  our  fury  from  his  aid  has  torn. 
He  fhall  be  naked  left  to  public  fcom. 
The  next  fucceflbr,  whom  I  fear  and  hate, 
My  arts  have  made  obnoxious  to  the  date  -, 
Turn\l  all  his  virtues  to  his  overthrow, 
A.nd  ^min'd  our  ciders  to  pronounce  a  foe. 

His 
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His  right,  for  fums  of  ncceffary  gold, 

Shall  firft  be  pawnM,  and  afterwards  be  fold  ; 

Till  time  (hall  ever- wan  ting  David  draw. 

To  pafs  your  doubtful  title  into  law ; 

If  not,  the  people  have  a  right  fupreme 

To  make  their  kings  \  for  kings  are  made  for  them. 

All  empire  is  no  more  than  power  in  truft, 

Which,  when  refumM,  can  be  no  longer  juft. 

Succeflion,  for  the  general  good  defign'^d. 

In  its  own  wrong  a  nation  cannot  bind  : 

If  altering  that  the  people  can  relieve. 

Better  one  fuflfer  than  a  nation  grieve. 

The  Jews  well  know  their  power  :  ere  Saul  they  chofe> 

God  was  their  king,  and  God  they  durft  depofc. 

Urge  now  your  piety,  your  filial  name, 

A  father's  right,  and  fear  of  future  fame  ; 

The  public  good,  that  univerfal  call, 

To  which  ev'n  heaven  fubmittcd,  anrwers  all. 

Nor  let  his  love  enchant  your  generous  mind  j 

'Tis  nature's  trick  to  propagate  her  kind. 

Our  fond  begetters,  who  would  never  die. 

Love  but  themfelvcs  in  their  pofterity. 

Or  let  his  kindnefs  by  th'  efF:Cts  be  Iry'd, 

Or  let  him  lay  his  vain  pretence  afide. 

God  faid,  he  lovM  your  father ;  could  he  bring 

A  better  proof,  than  to  anoint  him  king  ? 

It  fur.'ly  llicw'd  he  lov'd  the  fliephcrd  well. 

Who  'javc  fo  fair  a  flock  as  liVacl. 

Would  Uavid  have  you  thought  his  darling  Ton, 

What  rotans  he  tjicn  to  alienate  the  crown  \ 
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The  name  of  godly  he  may  blufh  to  bear  : 
Is't  after  God's  own  heart  to  cheat  his  heir  ? 
He  to  his  brother  gives  fupreme  command. 
To  you  a  legacy  of  barren  land  ; 
Perhaps  th'  old  harp,  on  which  he  thrums  his  lays. 
Or  fome  dull  Hebrew  ballad  in  your  praife. 
Then  the  next  heir,  a  prince  fevere  and  wife. 
Already  looks  on  you  with  jealous  eyes  ; 
Sees  through  the  thin  difguifes  of  your  arts. 
And  marks  your  progrefs  in  the  people's  hearts ; 
Though  now  his  mighty  foul  its  grief  contains  : 
He  meditates  revenge  who  leaft  complains : 
And  like  a  lion,  flumbering  in  the  way, 
Or  deep  diffcmbling,  while  he  waits  his  prey. 
His  fearlefs  foes  within  his  diftance  draws, 
Conftrains  his  roaring,  and  contra£ls  his  paws  j 
Till  at  the  laft,  his  time  for  fury  found. 
He  (hoots  with  fudden  vengeance  from  the  ground  j 
The  proftratc  vulgar  pafles  o'er  and  fpares. 
But  with  a  lordly  rage  his  hunters  tears. 
Your  cafe  no  tame  expedients  will  afford  : 
Refolve  on  death,  or  conqueft  by  the  fword, 
Which  for  no  lefs  a  (lake  than  life  you  draw  j 
And  felf-defence  is  nature's  eldeft  law. 
Leave  the  warm  people  no  confidering  time  : 
For  then  rebellion  may  be  thought  a  crime. 
Avail  yourfclf  of  what  occafion  gives, 
But  try  your  title  while  your  father  lives  : 
And  that  your  arms  may  have  a  fair  pretence, 
Procluini  jou  take  them  in  the  king's  dtfcnce  ; 

Whofe 
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Whofe  facred  life  each  minute  would  expofe 
To  plots,  from  feeraing  friends,  and  fecret  foes*. 
And  who  can  found  the  depth  of  David's  foul  ? 
Perhaps  his  fear  his  kindnefs  may  controul. 
He  fears  his  brother,  though  he  loves  his  fon, 
For  plighted  vows  too  late  to  be  undone. 
If  fo,  by  force  he  widies  to  be  gainM  : 
Like  women^s  lechery  to  feem  conflrainM. 
Doubt  not :  but,  when  he  mod  affefts  the  fro^uvn, 
Commit  a  pleaiing  rape  upon  the  crown. 
Secure  his  perfon  to  fecure  your  caufe  : 
They  who  pofiefs  the  prince  poflefs  the  laws. 

He  faid  ;  and  this  advice  above  the  reft. 
With  Abfalom's  mild  nature  fuited  beft  j 
Unblam'd  of  life,  ambition  fet  afule. 
Not  ftainM  with  cruelty,  nor  puft  with  pride. 
How  happy  had  he  been,  if  deftiny 
Had  higher  placed  his  birth,  or  not  fo  high  ! 
His  kingly  virtues  might  have  claimed  a  throne. 
And  bleft  all  other  countries  but  his  own. 
But  charming  greatnefs  fmce  fo  few  refufe, 
'Tis  jufter  to  lament  him  than  accufe. 
Strong  were  his  hopes  a  rival  to  remove, 
With  blandifliments  to  gain  the  public  love  : 
To  head  the  faftion  while  their  zeal  was  hot, 
And  popularly  profecute  the  plot. 
To  further  tliis,  Achitophel  unites 
The  malcontents  of  all  the  Ifraelites  : 
Whofe  diifering  parties  he  could  wifely  join. 
For  fcveral  ends,  to  kwa  the  fame  defign. 

1\\t 
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The  befty  and  of  the  princes  fome  were  fuch. 
Who  thought  the  power  of  monarchy  too  much  | 
Miftaken  men^  and  p|trxitt  in  their  hearts  $ 
Not  wiciced,  bot  kdne'd  by  impious  arts. 
By  thefe  the  fprings  of  property  were  beat^ 

J\jid  wound  fo  high,  they  crackM  the  government. 
The  next  for  intereft  fought  to  embroil  the  ftate. 
To  fell  their  duty  at  a  dearer  rate  $ 
And  make  their  Jewifii  markets  of  the  throne } 
Pretending  public  good  to  ferve  their  own. 
Others  thought  kings  an  ufclefs  heavy  load^ 
Who  coft  too  much,  and  did  too  little  good. 
Thefe  were  for  laying  honeft  David  by. 
On  principles  of  pure  good  hu(bandiy. 
With  them  joinM  all  th*  haranguers  of  the  throng* 
That  thought  td  get  preferment  by  the  tongue. 

.  Who  follow  next  a  double  danger  bring, 
Not  only  hating  David,  but  the  king  $ 
The  Solymaean  rout ;  well  vers'd  of  old. 
In  godly  faflion,  and  in  treafon  bold  ; 
Cownng  and  quaking  at  a  conqueror^s  fword. 
But  lofty  to  a  lawful  prince  reftorM ; 
Saw  with  difdain  an  Ethnic  plot  began. 
And  fcorn'd  by  Jebufhes  to  be  outdone. 
Hot  Levites  headed  thefe  j  who  pullM  before 
From  th^  ark,  which  in  the  judges  days  they  bore* 
RefumM  their  cant,  and  with  a  zealous  cry, 
Purfued  their  old  belovM  theocracy : 
Where  fanhedrim  and  prieft  enflav^d  the  nation, 

And  juAify'^d  thtir  (|[>oils  by  induration : 

For 
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Tor  who  Co  fit  to  reign  as  Aaron^s  race. 
If  once  dominion  they  could  found  in  grace  ? 
Thcfe  led  the  pack  ;  though  not  of  furcft  fcent» 
Yet  deepeft-mouth'd  againft  the  govemnxent. 
A  numerous  hoft  of  dreaming  faints  fuccetd^ 
Of  the  true  old  enthufiaftic  breed : 
*Gainft  form  and  order  they  their  power  employi 
Nothing  to  build,  and  all  things  to  deftroy. 
But  far  more  numerous  vns  the  herd  of  fuch. 
Who  think  too  little,  and  who  talk  too  much, 
Thefe  out  of  mere  inftinft,  they  knew  not  why. 
Adored  their  fathers  God  and  property  $ 
And  by  the  fame  blind  benefit  of  fate. 
The  devil  and  the  Jebufite  did  hate  : 
Bom  to  be  iav^d  ev'n  in  tl^eir  own  defpite, 
Becaufe  they  could  not  help  believing  riglkt. 
Such  were  the  tools  :  but  a  whole  Hydra  more 
Remains  of  fprouting  heads  too  long  to  fcore. 
Some  of  their  chiefs  were  princes  of  the  land  } 
In  the  firft  rank  of  thefe  did  Zimri  fland  ; 
A  man  fo  various,  that  he  feem'd  to  be 
Not  one,  but  all  mankind's  epitome  : 
Stiff  in  opinions,  always  in  the  wrong  } 
Was  every  thing  by  ftarts,  and  nothing  long  i 
But,  in  the  courfe  of  one  revolving  moon, 
Was  chemift,  fidler,  ftatefman,  and  buffoon : 
Then  all  for  women,  painting,  rhyming,  drinking, 
Bcfjdes  ten  thoufand  freaks 'that  dyM  in  thinking. 
Bleii  madman,  who  could  every  hour  employ. 
With  fomcthing  xurw  to  wiih,  or  to  enjoy  ! 
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Railing  and  praifmg  were  his  ufual  themes  ; 

And  both,  to  fhew  his  judgment,  in  extremes  : 

So  over-»violent,  or  over*civil. 

That  every  man  with  him  was  <  God  or  Devil. 

In  fquandering  wealth  was  his  peculiar  art  s 

Nothing  went  unrewarded  but  defert. 

BegganM  by  fools,  whom  ftill  he  found  too  late  5 

He  had  his  jeft,  and'  they  had  his  eftate. 

He  laugh'd  himfelf  from  court ;  then  fought  relief 

By  forming  parties,  but  could  ne'er  be  chief : 

For  fpite  of  him  the  weight  of  bufinefs  fell 

On  Abfalom,  and  wift  Achitophel : 

Thus,  wicked  but  in  will,  of  means  bereft, 

He  left  not  faftion,  but  of  that  was  left. 
Titles  and  names  'twere  tedious  to  rehearfe 

Of  lords,  below  the  dignity  of  verfe. 

Wits,  warriors,  commonwealths-men,  were  the  beft : 
Kind  hufbands,  and  mere  nobles,  all  the  reft. 
And  thercfore,  in  the  name  of  dulnefs,  be 
The  well-hung  Balaam  and  cold  Caleb  free  : 
And  canting  Nadab  let  oblivion  damn. 
Who  made  new  porrige  for  the  pafchal  lamlr. 
Let  friendlhip's  holy  band  fome  names  alTure  ; 
Some  their  own  worth,  and  fome  let  fcorn  fecure. 
Nor  fhall  the  rafcal  rabble  here  have  place. 
Whom  kings  no  title  gave,  and  God  no  grace  : 
Not  bull-fac'd  Jonas,  who  could  ftatutes  draw 
To  mean  rebellion,  and  make  treafon  law. 
But  he,  though  bad;  is  followM  by  a  worfe, 
The  wretch  who  heaven's  anointed  dar'd  to  curie;- 

Shimei, 
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Shimel,  whofe  y<mth  did  early  promile  bring 

Of  zeal  to  God  and  hatred  to  his  king  ; 

Did  wifely  from  expenfive  fins  refrain. 

And  never  broke  the  fabbath  but  for  gain  s 

Nor  ever  was  he  known  an  oath  to  vent. 

Or  curie  unlefs  againft  the  government. 

Thus  hewing  wealth,  by  the  moft  ready  way 

Amorig  the  Jews,  which  was  to  cheat  and  pray  j 

The  city,  to  reward  his  pious  hate 

Againft  his  mafter,  chofe  him  magiftrate. 

His  hand  a  vafe  of  juftice  did  uphold  ; 

His  neck  was  loaded  with  a  chain  of  gold. 

During  his  office  treafon  was  no  crime ; 

The  fons  of  Belial  had  a  glorious  time  : 

For  Shimei,  though  not  prodigal  of  pelf, 

Yet  lov'd  his  wicked  neighbour  as  himfelf. 

When  two  or  three  were  gathered  to  declaim  y 

Againft  the  monarch  of  Jeruliilem,  > 

Shimei  was  always  in  the  midit  of  them  :  j 

And  if  they  cursM  the  king  when  he  was  by. 

Would  rather  curfe  than  break  good  company. 

If  any  durft  his  fa6lious  friends  accufe, 

He  pfickM  a  jury  of  difTenting  Jews  ; 

Whofe  feUow-feeling  in  the  godly  caufc 

Would  free  the  fuffering  faint  from  human  laws. 

For  laws  arc  only  made  to  puniHi  thofe 

Who  ferve  the  king,  and  to  protect  his  foes. 

If  any  leifure  time  he  had  from  power, 

Becaufe  'tis  fin  to  mifemploy  an  hour : 

Vol.  I.  L       "  His 
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His  bufinefs  was,  by  writing  to  perfuade, 
That  kings  were  ufelefs  and  a  clog  to  trade  % 
And  that  his  noble  ftyle  be  might  refine. 
No  Rechabite  more  (bunM  the  fumes  of  wine. 
Chafte  were  his  cellars,  and  his  ihrieval  board 
The  grofsnefs  of  a  city  feaft  abhorrM  : 
His  cooks  with  long  difufe  their  trade  forgot ; 
Cool  was  his  kitchen,  though  his  brains  were  hot. 
Such  frugal  virtue  malice  may  accufe  $ 
But  fure  'twas  neceflary  to  the  Jews  : 
For  towns,  once  burnt,  fuch  magiib*ates  require 
As  dare  not  tempt  God's  providence  by  fire. 
With  fpiritual  food  he  fed  his  fervants  well, 
But  free  from  flelh  that  made  the  Jews  rebel : 
And  Mofes'  laws  he  held  in  more  account. 
For  forty  days  of  failing  in  the  mount. 
To  fpcak  the  reft,  who  better  are  forgot, 
Would  tire  a  wel  I -breath  Mwitnefs  of  the  plot. 
Yet,  Corah,  thou  Ihalt  from  oblivion  pafs  5 
Ere6l  thyfelf,  thou  monumental  brafs. 
High  as  the  ferpent  of  thy  metal  made. 
While  nations  ftand  fecure  beneath  thy  fhade. 
What  though  his  birth  were  bafe,  yet  comets  rife 
From  earthly  vapours  ere  they  fhine  in  Ikiei. 
Prodigious  anions  may  as  well  be  done 
By  weaver's  iflue,  as  by  prince's  fon. 
This  arch-atteftor  for  the  public  good 
By  that  one  deed  ennobles  all  his  blood. 
Who  ever  alk'd  the  witncfs's  high  race, 
Whofe  oath  with  martyrdom  did  Stephen  grace  ?  • 

5  Ours 


ABSAXOM  AND  ACHITOPHEL.    147 
Ours  was  a  Levite,  and  as  times  went  then> 
His  tribe  were  God  Alipighty^s  gentlen:>en. 
Sunk  were  His  eyes,  his  voice  was  barih  an^  lonji. 
Sure  figns  he  neither  choleric  was,  nor  proud  : 
His  long  chin  prov'd  his  wit  j  his  faint-like  gr^ce 
A  church  yennillion,  and  a  Mofes'  face. 
His  memory,  mvraculoufly  great, 
Could  plots,  exceeding  man's  belief,  repcfit  j 
Which  tl\erefore  cannot  be  accounted  lies. 
For  human  wit  could  never  fuch  deviie. 
Some  future  truths  are  mingle^  in  his  book ; 
But  where  the  witnefs  failM,  the  prophet  fpoke  : 
Some  things  like  vifionary  flight  appear ; 
The  fpirit  caught  him  up  die  Lord  knows  where  j 
And  gave  him  his  i-abbinical  degre;. 
Unknown  to  foreign  univcrfity. 
His  judgment  yet  his  memory  did  excel  j 
Which  piecM  his  wondrous  evidence  fo  well. 
And  fuited  to  the  temper  of  the  times, 
Then  groaning  under  jebufitic  crimes. 
Let  Ifrael's  foes  fufpcft  his  heavenly  call. 
And  raflily  judge  his  writ  apocryphal ; 
Our  laws  for  fuch  affronts  have  forfeits  made  : 
He  takes  his  life,  who  takes  away  his  trade. 
Were  I  myfelf  in  witnefs  Corah's  place. 
The  wretch  who  did  me  fuch  a  dire  difgrace. 
Should  whet  my  memory,  though  once  forgot. 
To  make  him  an  appendix  of  my  plot. 
His  zeal  to  heaven  made  him  his  prince  defpife. 
And  load  his  perfon  with  indignities. 

L  a  ^v 
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But  zeal  peculiar  privilege  affords^ 
Indulging  latitude  to  deedt  and  words : 
And  Corah  might  fcM*  Agag^s  murder  calif 
In  terms  as  cotrfe  as  Samuel  U8*d  to  Saul. 
What  -others  in  his  evidence  did  join^ 
The  beft  that  could  be  had  for  love  or  coi&» 
In  Corah*s  own  predicament  will  fall  i 
For  Witniefs  is  a  common  name  to  all. 

Surrounded  thus  with  friends  of  every  ibrt* 
I>eluded  Abfalom  forfahes  the  court  < 
Impadent  of  high  hopes,  urgM  with  renowOf 
And  firM  with  near  pofleffion  of  a  crown. 
Th*  admiring  crowd  are  dazzled  with  furpriset 
AndoD  his  goodly  pedbn  feed  their  eyes. 
His  joy  concealed  he  fets  Jiimfelf  to  fliow  f 
On  each  fide  bowing  popularly  low : 
His  looks,  his  geftures,  and  his  words  he  frames, 
,And  with  familiar  eafe'repeats  their- names. 
Thus  formM  by  nature,  fumifliM  out  with  arts. 
He  glides  unfelt  into  their  fecret  hearts. 
Then  wi^  a  kind  compaffionating  look. 
And  (ighs,  befpeaking  pity  ere  he  fpok^. 
Few  words  he  faid  $  but  eafy  thofe  and  fit. 
More  (low  than  Hybla-drops,  and  far  more  fweet. 

I  mourn,  my  countrymen,  your  loft  eftate  | 
Though  far  unable  to  ptevent  your  fate : 
Behold  a  baniihM  man  for  your  dear  cau/e 
ExposM  a  prey  to  arbitrary  laws! 
Yet  oh  I  diat  I  alone  could  be  undone. 
Cut  off  from  empire,  and  no  more  a  Ton ! 

5  \  Now 
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Now  all  your  liberties  a  fpoil  are  made  | 
Egypt  and  Tynia  intercept  your  trade. 
And  Jebufites  your  facred  rites  invade. 
My  father,  whom  with  reverence  yet  I  name, 
CharmM  into  eafe,  is  carelefs  of  his  fame ; 
And,  bribM  with  petty  fums  of  foreign  gold. 
It  grown  in  Bath(beba*s  embraces  old ; 
Exalts  his  enemies,  his  friends  deftroys  ; 
And  all  his  power  againft  himfelf  employs. 
He  gives,  and  let  him  give,  my  right  away : 
But  why  (bould  he  his  own  and  yours  betray  ? 
He,  only  he,  can  make  the  nation  bleed. 
And  he  alone  from  my  revenge  is  freed. 
Take  then  my  tears,  with  that  he  wipM  his  eyos^ 
'Tis  all  the  aid  my  prefent  power  fuppliet  t 
No  court- infoimer  can  thefe  arms  accufe ; 
Thefe  arms  may  fons  againft  their  fathers  ufe  t 
And  ^tis  my  wi(h,  the  next  fucceffor's  reign 
May  make  no  other  Ifraelite  complain. 

Youth,  beauty,  graceful  a£lion,  feldom  fail  $ 
But  common  intereft  always  will  prevail : 
And  pity  never  ceafes  to  be  (hown 
To  him  who  makes  the  people^s  wrongs  his  own. 
The  crowd,  that  ftill  believe  their  kings  opprefs. 
With  lifted  hands  their  young  MefTiah  blefs : 
Who  now  begins  his  progrefs  to  ordain 
With  chariots,  horfemen,  and  a  numerous  train  1 
From  eaft  to  weft  his  glories  he  difplays. 
And,  like  the  fun,  the  promisM  land  fui-veys. 

L  3  Fame 
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Fame  runs  hefote  him  is  the  morning  ftar. 
And  fliouts  of  joy  falilte  lum  from  afar : 
tiach  houfe  receif^s  hinii  -as  a  guardian  god. 
And  confec^fek  the  ()hce  «f  his  abode. 
But  hofpitabli  treats  did  moft:  66fnfmend 
Wife  Ifladiar,  his  yKreiiihy  we&erh  friefad. 
This  moving  cotirt,  that  eauglipt  the  people^s  eye^' 
Afid  feem'd  biit  pomp>  did  othef  ehds  di%ttife  j 
Achitophel  had  form'd  it,  widi  intent 
To  found  the  depths,  a»d  fifthcfni  ^ttt  it  t/efit. 
The  peopie^s  hearts,  diibngtififli  friends  frotik  fbes  $ 
And  try  their  drength  befilit  they  came  to  blows. 
Yet  all  was  coloured  with  a  lhio6th  preteAce '    - 
Of  fpectdife  love,  and  duty  to'  their  prince. 
Religion,  aild  redrefs  <if  grievances,  , 

Two  names  that  always  cheat,  and  always  pleafe, 
Are  often  viCg^d )  and  good  king  David's  life 
Endanger^  by  a  brother  and  a  wifb. 
Thus  in  a  pageant  flieW  a  plot  is  made } 
And  p^ce  itfelf  is  war  in  niafquerade. 
Oh  foolifli  Ilrael !  never  warn'd  by  ill ! 
Still  the  fame  bait,  and  circumvented  ftSI! ! 
Did  ever  men^forfake  their  prefent  eafc. 
In  midft  of  health  imagine  a  difeafe  5 
Take  pains  contingent  mifchiefs  to  forefee, 
Make  heirs  for  monarchs,  and  for  God  decree  ? 
What  fliall  ^e  think  ?  Can  people  give  away, 
Both  for  themfelves  and  fons,  their  native  fway  ? 
Then  they  are  left  dcfencelefs  to  the  fword 
Of  each  unbounded,  arbiti*ary  lord  : 


And 
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And  laws  are  Tain,  by  which  wc  right  enjoy. 

If  kings  unqueftionM  can  thofe  laws  deftroy. 

Yet  if  the  crowd  be  judge  of  fit  and  juft. 

And  kings  are  only  officers  in  truft, 

Then  this  refiiming  corenant  was  declarM 

When  kings  were  made,  or  is  for  ever  barr*d. 

If  thofe  who  gave  the  fcepter  could  not  tie 

By  their  own  deed  their  own  pofterity. 

How  then  could  Adam  bind  his  future  race  ? 

How  could  his  forfeit  on  mankind  take  place  ? 

Or  how  could  heavenly  juftice  damn  us  all, 

Who  ne'er  confented  to  our  father's  fall  ? 

Then  kings  are  flavcs  to  thofe  whom  they  conomand. 

And  tenants  to  their  people's  pleafure  ftand. 

Add,  that  the  power  for  property  allow'd 

Is  mifchievoufly  featcd  in  the  crowd  : 

For  who  can  be  fecure  of  private  right. 

If  fovereign  fway  may  be  diffo^'d  by  might  ? 

Nor  is  die  people's  judgment  always  true : 

The  moft  may  err  as  grofsly  as  the  few  ? 

And  faultlefs  kings  run  down  by  common  cry, 

For  vice,  opprefiion,  and  for  tyranny. 

What  ftandard  is  there  in  a  fickle  rout, 

Which,  flowing  to  the  mark,  nms  fafter  out  ? 

Nor  only  crowds  but  fanhedrims  may  be 

Infe£>ed  with  this  public  lunacy, 

And  fliare  the  madnefs  of  rebellious  times. 

To  murder  monarchs  for  imagin'd  crimes. 

If  they  may  give  and  take  whene'er  they  pleafe. 

Not  kings  alone,  the  Godhead's  images, 

L    4.  ^NiX 
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But  government  itfelf  at  length  muft  fall 

To  nature's  ftate,  where  all  have  right  to  all. 

Yet,  grant  our  lords  the  people  kings  can  make, 

What  prudent  men  a  fettled  throne  would  ftiake  ? 

For  whatfoe'er  their  fufferings  were  before, 

That  change  they  covet  makes  them  fuffer  more. 

All  other  errors  but  difturb  a  ftate  j 

But  innovation  is  the  blow  of  fate. 

If  ancient  fabrics  nod,  and  threat  to  fall. 

To  patch  their  flaws,  and  buttrefs  up  the  wall. 

Thus  far  'tis  duty  :  but  here  fix  the  mark  j 

For  all  beyond  it  is  to  touch  the  ark. 

To  change  foundations,  cail  the  frame  anew. 

Is- work  for  rebels,  wbo  bafe  ends  purfue ; 

At  once  divine  and  human  laws  controul, 

And  mend  the  paits  by  ruin  of  the  whole. 

The  tampering  world  is  fubje£t  to  this  curfe, 

To  phyfic  their  difeafe  into  a  worfe. 

Now  what  relief  can  righteous  David  bring  ? 
How  fatal  'tis  to  be  too  good  a  king  ! 
Friends  he  has  few,  fo  high  the  madnefs  grows ; 
Who  dare  be  fuch  muA  be  the  people's  foes. 
Yet  forae  there  were,  ev'n  in  the  worft  of  days  ; 
Seme  let  me  name,  and  naming  is  to  praife. 

In  this  fhort  file  Barzillai  firfl  appeals  ; 
Barzillai,  crown'd  with  honour  and  with  years. 
Long  fince,  the  rifing  rebels  he  withftood 
In  regions  wade  beyond  the  Jordan's  flood : 
Unfortunately  brave  to  buoy  the  ftate  ; 
But  (Inking  underneath  his  maftcr's  fate  : 


In 
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In  exile  with  his  godlike  prince  he  mournM  ; 
For  him  he  AiiFerM,  and  with  him  retumM. 
The  court  he  praflisM,  not  the  courtier's  art : 
Large  was  his  wealth,  but  larger  was  his  heart. 
Which  well  the  nobleft  objefts  knew  to  choofe. 
The  fighting  warrior,  and  recording  Mufe. 
His  bed  could  once  a  fruitful  ifTue  boaft  ; 
Now  more  than  half  a  father's  name  is  loft. 
His  eldeft  hope,  with  every  grace  adom'd. 
By  me,  fo  heaven  will  have  it,  always  moumM, 
And  always  honourM,  fnatch'd  in  manhood's  prime 
B'  unequal  fates,  and  providence's  crime  : 
Yet  not  before  the  goal  of  honour  won. 
All  parts  fulfill'd  of  fubjeft  and  of  fon  : 
Swift  was  the  race,  but  fhort  the  time  to  run. 
Oh  narrow  circle,  but  of  power  divine. 
Scanted  in  fpace,  but  perfcfl  in  thy  line ! 
By  fea,  by  land,  thy  niatchlcfs  wonh  was  known, 
Arms  thy  delight,  and  war  was  all  thy  own  : 
Thy  force  infus'd  the  fainting  TyrirtiiS  propM  : 
And  haughty  Pharaoh  found  his  farlune  ftop'd. 
Oh  ancient  honour !  Oh  unconfjuiM  h.ind. 
Whom  foes  unpunifh'd  nevtr  could  withltandl 
But  Ifi-ael  was  unworthy  of  hi?  ncme  : 
Short  is  the  date  of  dH  imnio  lerr.Le  (.xme. 
It  looks  as  heaven  cur  ruin  :. -vi  uLnp^iM, 
And  durft  not  trultthy  foil  ..i.  uii.i  t!)y  mind. 
Now,  iVcc  from  earth,  t'i*- :'...'<  ncximbcrM  loul 
Mounts  up,  and  leaves  behind  tac  clouds  and  flarry  pole : 

From 
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From  thence  thy  kindred  legions  n:ayft  thou  bring, 

To  aid  the  guardian  angel  of  thy  king. 

Here  ftop,  my  Mufc,  here  ceafc  thy  painful  £ight : 

No  pinions  can  purfuc  immortal  height : 

Tell  good  Barzillai  thou  canft  fing  no  more, 

And  tell  thy  foul  (he  fhould  have  fled  before : 

Or  fled  (he  with  his  life,  and  left  this  verfe 

To  hang  on  her  departed  patron's  hearfe  ? 

Now  take  thy  fteepy  flight  from  heaven,  and  fee 

If  thou  canft  find  on  earth  another  he : 

Another  he  would  be  too  hard  to  find  5 

See  then  whom  thou  canft  fee  not  far  behind. 

Zadoc  the  prieft,  whom,  fhunning  power  and  place. 

His  lowly  mind  advanced  to  David's  grace. 

With  him  the  Sagan  of  Jerufalem, 

Of  hofpitable  foul,  and  noble  flem  ; 

Him  of  the  weftern  dome,  whofe  weighty  fenfe 

Flows  in  fit  words  and  heavenly  eloquence. 

The  prophets  fons,  by  fuch  example  led. 

To  learning  and  to  loyalty  were  bred  : 

For  colleges  on  bounteous  kings  depend. 

And  never  rebel  was  to  arts  a  friend. 

To  thefe  fucceed  the  pillars  of  the  laws ; 

Who  beft  can  plead,  and  beft  can  judge  a  caufe. 

Next  them  a  train  of  loyal  peers  afcend  ; 

Sharp-judging  Adriel,  the  Mufes'  friend, 

Himfelf  a  Mufe  :   in  fanhedrims  debate 

True  to  his  prince,  but  not  a  flave  of  ftute  ; 

Whom  David's  love  with  honours  did  adorn. 

That  from  his  dilbbcJicnt  Ion  were  torn. 

Jothan 
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Jotham  of  piercing  wit,  and  pregnant  thought ; 
Endued  by  nature,  and  by  learning  taught. 
To  move  affembltes,  who  but  only  try'd 
The  worfe  a-wliile,  then  chofe  the  better  fide  t 
Nor  chofe  alone,  but  tum*d  the  balance  too ; 
So  mucb  the  weight  of  one  brave  man  can  do. 
Hufhai,  the  friend  of  David  in  dif^rcfs  j 
In  public  ftorms  of  manly  dedfaftnefs  : 
By  foreign  treaties  he  informed  his  youth, 
And  join'd  experience  to  his  native  truth. 
His  frugal  care  fupply'd  the  wanting  tflrone  ; 
Frugal  for  that,  but  bounteous  of  his  own  : 
*Tis  eafy  condu6l  when  exchequers  flow  5 
But  hard  the  taflc  to  manage  well  the  low  : 
For  fovereign  power  is  too  deprefs'd  or  high, 
When  kings  are  forcM  to  fell,  or  crowds  to  buy. 
Indulge  one  labour  more,  my  weary  Mufe, 
For  Amiel :  who  can  Amiei's  prr»il'e  refute  ? 
Of  ancient  race  by  birth,  but  nobler  yet 
In  his  own  worth,  and  without  title  great : 
The  fanhedrim  lorip;  time  as  chief  he  rul'd, 
Their  reafon  guided,  and  their  pillion  coord  : 
So  dextrous  was  he  in  the  crown's  defence, 
So  form'd  to  fpcak  a  loyd  nation's  feni'e, 
That,  as  their  b.->nd  wis  Ifnici's  tribes  in  fmall. 
So  fit  was  he  to  rcpreirnt  I'.icni  all. 
Now  r3fhcr  ch-.tiotcrrs  the  feat  r.ccnd, 
Whofe  I(K)re  cmvers  his  iitzdy  (k  il  commend  : 
They,  like  ih'  uncqtial  niit-r  cf  the  day, 
M'h'^Mq  the  feafons,  and  miilake  the  way; 

WhUc 
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While  he  withdrawn  at  their  mad  labours  finiles. 
And  fafe  enjoys  the  fabbath  of  his  toils. 

Thefe  were  ihe  chief,  a  fmall  but  faithful  band 
Of  worthies,  in  the  breach  who  dar'd  to  (land. 
And  tempt  th'  united  fury  of  the  land. 
With  grief  they  view'd  fuch  powerful  eng^ines  bent^ 
To  batter  down  the  lawful  government. 
A  numerous  fa6lion,  with  pretended  frightSf 
In  fanhedrims  to  plume  the  regal  rights  $ 
The  true  fucceffor  from  the  court  rcmov'd ; 
The  plot,  by  hifleling  witneffes,  improvM. 
Thefe  ills  they  faw,  and,  as  their  duty  boundf 
They  ftiewM  the  king  the  danger  of  the  wound  $ 
That  no  conceflions  from  the  throne  would  pleafe^ 
But  lenitives  fomented  the  difeafe  : 
That  Abfalom,  ambitious  of  the  crown. 
Was  made  the  lure  to  draw  the  people  dov^rn : 
That  falfe  Achitophers  pernicious  hate 
Had  turn'd  the  plot  to  ruin  church  and  date  ; 
The  council  violent,  the  rabble  worfe  : 
That  Shimei  taught  Jerufalem  to  curfe. 

With  all  thefe  loads  of  injuries  oppreft, 
And  long  revolving  in  his  careful  breaft 
Th'  event  of  things,  at  laft  his  patience  tirM, 
Thus,  from  his  royal  throne,  by  heiven  infpirM, 
The  god -like  David  fpoke  ;  with  awful  fear 
His  train  their  Maker  in  their  niafter  hear. 

Thus  Jong  have  I,  by  native  mercy  fway'd. 
My  wrongs  diflembled,  my  revenge  delayM  : 
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So  willing  to  forgive  th*  offending  age  ; 
So  much  the  father  did  the  king  afluage. 
But  notr  fo  far  my  clemency  they  flighty 
Th*  offenders  queftion  my  forgiving  right. 
That  one  was  made  for  many,  they  contend  § 
But  *tls  to  .rule  ;  for  that*8  a  monarches  end. 
They  call  my  tendemefs  of  blood,  my  fear ; 
Though  manly  tempers  can  the  longeft  bear. 
Yet,  fince  they  will  divert  my  native  courfe, 
Tis  time  to  ihew  I  am  not  good  by  force. 
Thofe  heapM  affronts  that  haughty  fubje^s  bring, 
Are  burdens  for  a  camel,  not  a  king. 
Kings  are  the  public  pillars  of  the  ftate. 
Bom  to  fuftain  and  prop  the  nation^s  weight : 
If  my  young  Samfon  will  pretend  a  call 
To  (hake  the  column,  let  him  fhare  the  fall :    ^ 
But  oh,  that  yet  he  would  repent  and  live  I 
How  eafy  'tis  for  parents  to  forgive ! 
With  how  few  tears  a  pardon  might  be  won 
From  nature,  pleading  for  a  darling  Ton  ! 
Poor,  pitied  youth,  by  my  paternal  care. 
Raised  up  to  all  the  height  his  frame  could  bear ! 
Had  God  ordain*d  his  fate  for  empire  bom. 
He  would  have  given  his  foul  another  turn  : 
Guird  with  a  patriot's  name,  whofe  modern  fenfe 
Is  one  that  would  by  law  fupplant  his  prince  j 
The  people's  brave,  the  politician's  tool  i 
Never  was  patri^  yet,  but  was  a  fool. 
Whence  comet  it,  that  religion  and  the  laws 
Should  more  be  Abfalom's  than  David's  caufe  ? 
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His  old*  inftruftor  ere  he  loft  his  place. 
Was  never  thought  indued  with  io  much  grace* 
~  Good  heavens,  how  fa&ion  can  ^  patriot  paint ! 
My  rebel  evear  proves  my  people^s  faint. 
Would  they  impoie  an  heir  upon  the  dirone. 
Let  fanhedrims  he  taught  to  give  their  own. 
A  king 's  at  leaft  a  part  of  government : 
And  mine  as  requifite  as  their  confent  t 
Without  my  leave  a  future  king  to  chufe. 
Infers  a  right  the  prefen't  to  depofe. 
True,  they  petition  n»c  t'  approve  their  choice  : 
But  Efau^s  hands  fuk  ill  with  Jacob's  voice. 
My  pious  fubje£^8  for  my  fafcty  pray ; 
Which  to  fecure,  they  take  my  power  away. 
From  plots  and  treafons  heaven  preferve  my  years. 
But  fave  me  moft  from  my  petitioners. 
Unfatiate  as  the  barren  womb  or  grave  ; 
God  cannot  grant  fo  much  as  they  can  crave. 
What  then  is  left,  but  with  a  jealous  eye 
To  guard^'the  fmall  remains  of  royalty  ? 
The  law  (hall  ftill  direfl  my  peaceful  fway. 
And  the  fame  law  teach  rebels  to  obey  : 
Votes  (hall  no  more  eftabliftiM  power  controul. 
Such  votes  as  make  a  part  exceed  the  whole. 
No  groundlefs  clamours  (hall  my  friends  remove. 
Nor  crowds  have  power  to  puni(h  ere  they  prove  5 
For  Gods  and  god-like  kings  their  care  exprefs. 
Still  to  defend  their  fervants  in  diftred. 
Oh,  that  my  power  to  faving  were  confin'd  ! 
Why  am  I  forcM,  like  heaven,  againft  my  mind. 
To  make  examples  of  another  kind  ? 
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Muft  I  at  length  the  fvvord  of  jiiftice  draw  ? 

Oh  curft  efFcfts  of  neceflary  law  ! 

How  ill  my  fear  they  by  my  mercy  fcan  ! 

Beware  the  fury  of  a  patient  man. 

Law  they  require,  let  law  then  fhew  her  face  j 

They  could  not  be  content  to  look  on  grace. 

Her  hinder  parts,  but  with  a  daring  eye 

To  tempt  the  terror  of  her  front  and  die. 

By  their  own  arts  'tis  righteoufly  decreed, 

Thofe  ^ire  artificers  of  death  fhall  bleed. 

Againft  themfelves  their  witnelTes  will  fwea/. 

Till,  viper-lilce,  their  mother  plot  they  tear  $ 

And  fuck  for  nutriment  that  bloody  gore. 

Which  was  their  principle  of  life  before. 

Their  Belial  with  their  Beelzebub  will  fight : 

Thus  on  my  foes,  my  foes  fhall  do  me  right. 

Nor  doubt  th'  event :  for  fa6liou$  crowds  engage. 

In  their  firft  onfet,  all  their  brutal  rage. 

Then  let  them  take  an  unrefifted  courfc  : 

Retire,  and  traverfe,  and  delude  their  force  : 

But  when  th^  ftand  all  breathlefs,  urge  the  £ght. 

And  rife  upon  them  with  redoubled  might :         ' 

For  lawful  power  is  ftill  fuperior  found  ; 

When  long  driven  back,  at  length  it  (lands  the  ground. 

He  faid  :  Th'  Almighty  nodding  gave  confent  j 
And  peals  of  thunder  fhook  the  firmament. 
Henceforth  a  feries  of  new  time  began. 
The  mighty  years  in  long  procefTion  ran  : 
Once  more  the  god-like  David  was  reftorM, 
And  willing  nations  knew  their  lawful  lord. 
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PART      II. 

*«  —  Si  qiiis  tamen  h«c  quoque,  fi  quis 
**  Captus  amore  leget— " 

ToTHE     Reader. 

TN  the  year  1680  Mr  Dryden  undertook  the  poerp  of 
Abfalom  and  Achitophel,  upon  the  defire  of  king 
Charles  the  fecond. .  The  performance  was  applauded 
by  every  one  j  and  feveral  perfons  prefling  him  to  write 
a  fecond  part,  he,  upon  declining  it  himfelf,  fpoke  to 
Mr.  Tate  to  write  one,  and  gave  him  his  advice  in 
the  dire£lion  of  it  j  and  that  part  beginning  with 

"  Next  thcfe,  a  troop  of  bufy  fpirits  prefs," 

and  ending  with 

"  To  talk  like  Doeg,  and  to  write  like  thee.'* 

containing  near  two  hundred  verfes,  were  entirely  Mr. 
Dryden's  compofition,  befides  fome  touches  in  other 
places.— The  pi-eceding  lines,  upwards  of  three  hun- 
dred in  number,  were  written  by  Mr.  Tate.  The  poem 
is  here  printed  compleat. 
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Q I N  C  E  men  like  beafts  each  other's  prey  were  made, 

*^  Since  trade  began,  and  priefthood  grew  a  trade. 

Since  realms  were  formM,  none  Aire  To  curft  as  tholt 

That  madly  their  own  happinefs  oppole  j 

There  heaven  itfelf,  and  god-like  kings,  in  vain 

Shower  down  the  manna  of  a  gentle  reign  5 

While  pamper'd  crowds  to  mad  fedition  run. 

And  monarchs  by  indulgence  are  undone. 

Thus  David's  clemency  was  fatal  grown, 

While  wealthy  fa6lion  aw'd  the  wanting  throne. 

For  now  their  foverelgn's  orders  to  contemn 

Was  held  the  charter  of  Jerufalem, 

His  rights  t'  invade,  his  tributes  to  refufe, 

A  privilege  peculiar  to  the  Jews  ; 

As  if  from  heavenly  call  this  licence  fell, 

And  Jacob's  feed  were  chofen  to  rebel ! 

Achitophel  with  triumph  fees  his  crimes 
Thus  fuited  to  the  madnefs  of  the  times  5 
And  Abfalom,  to  make  his  hopes  fucqeed. 
Of  flattering  charms  no  longer  (lands  in  need  ; 
While,  fond  of  change,  though  ne'er  fo  dearly  bought, 
Our  tribes  outftrip  the  youth's  ambitious  thought  j 
His  fwiftcft  hopes  with  fwlfter  homage  meet, 
And  crowd  their  fen'ile  necks  beneath  his  feet. 
Thus  to  his  aid  while  prelling  tides  repair, 
He  mounts  and  fpreads  his  dreamers  in  the  air. 
The  charms  of  empire  might  his  youth  miflead. 
But  what  can  our  befotted  Ifrael  plead  ? 

Vol.  I.  M  Sway'd 
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Sway'd  by  a  monarch,  whofe  ferene  command 
Seems  half  the  blefling  of  our  promis'*d  land. 
Whofe  only  grievance  is  excefs  of  eafe ; 
Freedom  our  pain,  and  plenty  our  difeafe ! 
Yet  as  all  folly  would  lay  claim  to  fenfe. 
And  wickednefs  ne^er  wanted  a  pretence. 
With  arguments  they  M  make  their  treafon  good. 
And  righteous  David^s  felf  with  danders  load  t 
That  arts  of  foreign  fway  he  did  afFe£l, 
And  guilty  Jebufites  from  law  prote6l, 
Whofe  very  chiefs,  conyi6l,  were  never  freed. 
Nay  we  have  feen  their  facrificers  bleed ! 
Accufers^  infamy  is  urgM  in  vain, 
While  in  the  bounds  of  fenfe  they  did  contain. 
But  foon  they  launched  into  th*  unfathomM  tide. 
And  in  the  depths  they  knew  difdain'd  to  ride. 
For  probable  difcoveries  to  difpenfe. 
Was  thought  below  a  penfionM  evidence  ; 
Mere  truth  was  dull,  nor  fuited  with  the  port 
Of  pamperM  Corah  when  advanced  to  court. 
No  lefs  than  wonders  now  they  will  impofe. 
And  projects  void  of  grace  or  fenfe  difclofe. 
Such  was  the  change  on  pious  Michal  brought, 
Michal  that  ne'er  was  cruel  ev'ri  in  thought. 
The  beft  of  queens,  and  moft  obedient  wife, 
ImpeachM  of  curft  defigns  on  David's  life  1 
His  life,  the  theme  of  her  eternal  prayer, 
'Tis  fcarce  (b  much  his  guardian  angels  care. 
Not  fummer  moms  fuch  mildnefs  can  difclofe. 
The  Hermon  lily,  nor  the  Sharon  rofe. 

5  *  •     Neg 
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Neglefting  each  vain  pomp  of  majefty, 

Tranfported'Michal  feeds  her  thoughts  on  high. 

She  lives  with  angels,  and,  as  angels  do. 

Quits  heaven  fometimes  to  blefs  the  world  below. 

Where,  cherifh'd  by  her  bounty's  plenteous  fpringy 

Reviving  widows  fmile,  and  orphans  flng. 

Oh !  when  rebellious  IfraePs  crimes  at  height^ 

Are  threatenM  w  ith  her  Lord's  approaching  fate. 

The  piety  of  Michal  then  remain 

In  heaven' s  remembrance,  and  prolong  his  reign ! 

Lefs  defolation  did  the  peil  purfue. 
That  from  Dan's  limits  to  Beerlheba  flew, 
Lefs  fatal  the  repeated  wars  of  Tyre, 
And  lefs  Jerufalem's  avenging  fire. 
With  gentler  terror  thefe  our  ftate  o'er-ran. 
Than  fince  our  evidencing  days  began  ! 
On  every  cheek  a  pale  confufion  fat, 
Continued  fear  beyond  the  worft  of  fate  ! 
Truft  was  no  more,  art,  fcience,  ufelefs  made. 
All  occupations  loft  but  Corah's  trade. 
Mean  while  a  guard  on  modeft  Corah  wait. 
If  not  for  fafety,  needful  yet  for  ftate. 
Well  might  he  deem  each  peer  and  prince  his  flave. 
And  lord  it  o'er  the  tribes  which  he  could  fave : 
Ev'n  vice  in  him  was  virtue— what  fad  fate 
But  for  his  honefty  had  feiz'd  our  (late  ! 
And  with  what  tyranny  had  we  been  curft, 
Had  Corah  never  prov'd  a  villain  firft ! 
T*  have  told  his  knowledge  of  th'  intrigue  in  grofs. 
Had  been,  alas,  to  our  deponent^s  lofs  ; 

M  a  The 
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The  traverd  Levite  had  th*  experience  got. 
To  hulband  well,  and  make  the  beft  of 's  plot  5 
And  therefore,  like  an  evidence  of  Ikill, 
With  wife  referves  fecur'd  his  penfion  ftill  j 
Not  quite  of  future  power  himfelf  bereft. 
But  limbos  large  for  unbelievers  left. 
And  now  his  writ  fuch  reverence  had  got, 
'Tvras  worfe  than  plotting  to  fufpeft  his  plot. 
Some  were  fo  well  convinc'd,  they  made  no  doubt 
Thenifelves  to  help  the  foundered  fwearers  out. 
Some  had  their  fenfe  impos'd-on  by  their  fear. 
But  more  for  intereft  fake  believe  and  fwear  : 
Ev'n  to  that  height  with  fome  the  frenzy  grew. 
They  rag'd  to  find  their  danger  not  prove  true. 

Yet,  than  all  thefe  a  viler  crew  remain, 
Who  with  Achitophel  the  cry  maintain  5 
Not  urg'd  by  fear,  nor  through  mifguided  fenfe. 
Blind  zeal  and  ftarving  need  had  fome  pretence. 
But  for  the  good  old  caufe  that  did  excite 
Th'  original  rebels  wiles,  revenge,  and  fpight. 
Thefe  raife  the  plot  to  have  the  fcandal  thrown 
Upon  the  bright  fucceffor  of  the  crown, 
Whofe  virtue  with  fuch  wrongs  they  had  purfued. 
As  feem'd  all  hope  of  pardon  to  exclude. 
Thus,  while  on  private  ends  their  zeal  is  built. 
The  cheated  crowd  applaud  and  fhare  their  guilt. 

Such  praftices  as  thefe,  too  grofs  to  lie 
Long  unobferv'd  by  each  difcerning  eye, 
The  more  judicious  Ifraelites  unfpelPd, 
Though  ftill  the  charm  the  giddy  rabble  held, 

5  EvH 
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Ev'n  Abfalom  amidll  the  dazzling  beams 
Of  empire,  and  ambition's  flattering  dreams. 
Perceives  the  plot,  too  foul  to  be  excused. 
To  aid  defigns,  no  lefs  pernicious,  us'd. 
And,  filial  fenfe  yet  driving  in  his  bread'. 
Thus  to  Achitophel  his  doubts  expreft. 

Why  are  my  thoughts  upon  a  crown  employed. 
Which  once  obtainM  can  be  but  half  enjoy'd  ? 
Not  io  when  virtue  did  my  arms  require. 
And  to  my  father's  wars  I  flew  intire. 
My  regal  power  how  will  my  foes  refent. 
When  I  myfelf  have  fcarce  my  own  confcnt  I 
Give  me  2L  fon's  unblemiflf  d  truth  again. 
Or  quench  the  fparks  of  duty  that  remain. 
How  flight  to  force  a  throne  that  legions  guard 
The  taflc  to  me  j  to  prove  unjuft,  how  hard  ! 
And  if  th'  imagined  guilt  thus  wound  my  thought. 
What  will  it  when  the  tragic  fcene  is  wrought  ? 
Dire  war  muft  firft  be  conjur'd  from  below, 
The  realm  we'd  rule  we  firft  muft  overthrow  5 
And  when  the  civil  funes  are  on  wing  -^ 

That  blind  and  undiftinguifli'd  flaughters  fling,  > 

Who  knows  what  impious  chance  may  reach  the  king  ?  J 
Oh  !  rather  let  me  perifli  in  the  ftrife, 
Than  have  my  crown  the  price  of  David's  life  ! 
Or,  if  the  terapeft  of  the  war  he  ftand, 
In  peace,  fome  vile  officious  villain's  hand 
His  foul's  anointed  temple  may  invade, 
Or,  preft  by  clamorous  crowds,  myfelf  be  made 

M  3  His 


I 


If*  mmikereF ;  nMI^M.%  cro^p&,  wha^  gnilt 

^mee  to  ffo  empirr  bf  dbeirani»  Irofi^ 
TliM>i4$  fvfy  anM  o«  me  ftail  be  cmploj^d, 
A  new  o/brpa'  cro^wn'd,  and  I  deiroy'd : 
The  lame  pretence  of  fwblsc  |;Dod  inll  lioUy 
AnH  new  Aefikopheh  be  found  as  bold 
To  uffi^e  the  needful  change,  perhaps  the  tAL, 

ItU  faid*    The  ftatefman  with  a  fmile  relics, 
A  fmile  that  AW  hU  riHng  fpleen  difguife. 
My  fhmjghtt  prefamM  our  labours  at  an  end. 
And  are  we  ftill  with  confcience  to  contend  ? 
Whofe  want  in  kingt,  as  needful  is  allowed, 
A%  '\\%  fur  them  to  find  it  in  the  crowd. 
Vnr  In  the  dotibtful  prifTagc  you  arc  gone. 
And  only  CHn  he  fafe  by  prefling  on. 
The  f  rown'»  true  heir,  a  prince  fevere  and  wife, 
Uaii  vicwM  your  motions  long  with  jealous  eyes  : 
Yum  pcrftm'*  chnrms,  your  more  prevailing  arts. 
Anil  nmrlcM  your  progrefs  in  the  people's  hearts^ 
Whule  pntlcncc  ii  ih'  effc6l  of  ftinted  power, 
h\\\  frcrtl\iitn  vengeance  for  the  fatal  hour, 
Aiul  ir  nmolo  the  peril  he  can  bring, 
Your  pjrlcnt  d:mgcr*s  gitatcr  from  the  king. 
\a  \  nut  rt  pt^itnt'd  name  deceive  your  fenfe, 
Noi  u\\\\  \\\ff  f\\\\cv  i»i  :i  jealous  prince  I 
V\>vu  tiivirti  !\4vdts  if  he  could  Co  ixient, 
To  doom  you  little  leis  thun  baniihment, 

What 
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What  rage  muft  your  prefumption  (ince  infpire  1 

Againft  his  orders  you  return  from  Tyre. 

Nor  only  fo,  but  with  a  pomp  more  high. 

And  open  court  of  popularity. 

The  famous  tribes— And  this  reproof  from  thee  f 

The  prince  replies,  O  ftatefman^s  winding  fkiU  I 

They  firft  condemn,  that  £rft  advisM  the  ill  1 

Illuftriouft  youth,  returned  Achitophel, 

Mifconibue  not  the  words  that  mean  you  well. 

The  courfe  you  fteer  I  worthy  blame  conclude^ 

But  *tis  becaufe  you  leave  it  unpurfued. 

A  monarches  crown  with  fate  furrounded  lies^ 

Who  reach,  lay  hold  on  death  that  mifs  the  prize. 

Did  you  for  this  expofe  yourfelf  to  ihow. 

And  to  the  crowd  bow  popularly  low ! 

For  this  your  glorious  progrefs  next  ordain. 

With  chaiiots,  horfemen,  and  a  numerous  train. 

With  fame  before  you  like  the  morning  ftar. 

And  ihouts  of  joy  faluting  from  afar  ? 

Oh  from  the  heights  you  >e  reachM  but  take  a  view. 

Scarce  leading  Lucifer  could  fall  like  you  1 

And  muft  I  here  my  ihipwreckM  arts  bemoan  i 

Have  I  for  this  fo  oft  made  Ifrael  groan  ? 

Your  fmgle  intereft  with  the  nation  weighed, 

And  turnM  the  fcale  where  your  defires  were  laid  ! 

Ev'n  when  at  helm  a  courfe  fo  dangerous  mov'd 

To  land  your  hopes  as  my  removal  prov'd. 

I  not  difpute,  the  royal  youth  replies, 
The  known  perfeftion  of  your  policies. 
Nor  in  Achitophel  yet  grudge  or  blame. 
The  privilege  that  ftatefmen  ever  claim ; 

M  4  Who 
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Who  private  intereft  never  yet  purfued. 

But  ftill  pretended  'twas  for  others'  good : 

What  politician  yet  e'er  fcap'd  his  fate. 

Who  faving  his  own  neck  not  fav'd  the  ftatc  ? 

From  hence  on  every  humorous  wind  that  vcer'd. 

With  fliifted  fails  a  fcveral  courfe  you  fteer'd. 

What  from  a  fway  did  David  e'er  purfue, 

That  feemM  like  abfolute,  but  fprung  from  you  ? 

Who  at  your  inftancc  quafhM  each  penal  law. 

That  kept  diflenting  fa6lious  Jews  in  awe  ; 

And  who  fufpends  fixt  laws,  may  abrogate. 

That  done,  form  new,  and  fo  enftave  the  ftatc, 

Ev'n  property,  whofc  champion  now  you  ftand. 

And  feem  for  this  the  idol  of  the  land. 

Did  ne'er  fuftain  fuch  violence  before. 

As  when  your  counfel  (hut  the  royal  ftore ; 

Advice)  that  ruin  to  whole  tribes  procured. 

But  fecret  kept  till  your  own  banks  fecur'd. 

Recount  with  th  s  the  triple  covenant  broke. 

And  Ifrael  fiited  for  a  foreign  voke ; 

Nor  here  your  counfels  fatal  progrefs  ftaid. 

But  fent  bur  levied  powers  to  Pharaoh's  aid. 

Hence  Tyre  and  Ifrael,  low  in  ruins  laid. 

And  Egypt,  once  their  fcorn,  their  common  terror  made, 

Ev'n  yet  of  fuch  a  feafon  can  we  dream, 

When  royal  rights  you  made  your  darling  theme. 

For  power  unlimited  could  reafons  draw, 

And  place  prerogative  above  the  law  j 

Which  on  your  fall  from  office  grew  unjuft, 

The  laws  made  king,  the  king  a  flave  in  tiuft  s 

Whom 
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Whom  with  ftate-craft,  to  intereft  only  true. 
You  now  accufe  of  ills  contiivM  by  you.   . 

To  this  hell's  agent— Royal  youth,  nx  here. 
Let  intereft  be  the  ftar  by  which  you  fleer, 
Hence  to  repofe  your  truft  in  me  was  wife, 
Whofc  intereft  moft  in  your  advancement  lies. 
A  tye  fo  firm  as  always  will  avail. 
When  friend  (hip,  nature,  and  religion,  fail  j 
On  our's  the  fafety  of  the  crowd  depends. 
Secure  the  crowd,  and  we  obtsin  our  ends. 
Whom  I  will  caufe  fo  far  our  guilt  to  ftiare. 
Till  they  are  made  our  champions  by  their  fear. 
What  oppoiition'cRn  your  rival  bring, 
While  fanhedrims  are  jealous  of  the  king? 
His  ftrength  as  yet  in  David's  friendlhip  lies. 
And  what  can  David's  lelf  without  fupplies  ? 
Who  with  exclufivc  bills  muft  now  dilpenl'e. 
Debar  the  heir,  or  ftarve  in  his  defence. 
Conditions  which  our  eiders  ne'er  will  quit. 
And  David's  juftice  never  can  admit. 
Or  forc'd  by  wants  his  brother  to  betray. 
To  your  ambition  next  he  clears  the  way  j 
For  if  fucceflion  once  to  nought  they  bring, 
Their  next  advance  removes  the  prcient  king  : 
Pcrfifting  elfe  his  fenates  to  difiblve. 
In  equal  ha/ard  fh  11  his  reijn  involve. 
Our  tribes,  w!iom  Phraraoh's  power  fo  much  alarms, 
Sh'ill  rile  with.-AiL  their  prince  f  oj)pofe  his  arms  j 
Nor  boois  it  on  what  c.iule  at  fiift  they  join. 
Their  troops  once  up,  are  tools  for  our  dcfign.  ' 

At 
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At  leaft  fuch  fubtle  covenants  (hall  be  made. 

Till  peace  itfelf  is  war  in  raafquerade. 

AfTociations  ot  myfterious  fenfe, 

Againft,  but  feeming  for,  the  king's  defence : 

Ev'n  on  their  courts  of  juftice  fetters  draw. 

And  from  our  agents  muzzle  up  their  law. 

By  which  a  conqueft  if  we  fail  to  make, 

•Tis  a  drawn  game  at  worft,  and  we  fecure  our  flake* 

He  faid,  and  for  the  dire  fuccefs  depends 
On  various  fe^ls,  by  common  guilt  made  friends. 
Whofe  heads,  though  ne'er  fo  differing  in  their  creed, 
I'th'  point  of  treafon  yet  were  well  agreed. 
'Mongft  thefe,  extorting  Ifhban  firft  appecu-s, 
Purfued  by'  a  meager  troop  of  bankrupt  heirs. 
Bleft  times  when  Ifhban,  he  whofe  occupation 
So  long  has  been  to  cheat,  reforms  the  nation  ! 
Ifhban  of  confcience  fuited  to  his  trade. 
As  good  a  faint  as  ufurer  ever  made. 
Yet  Mammon  has  not  fo  engroft  him  quite. 
But  Belial  lays  as  large  a  claim  of  fpight ; 
Who,  for  thofe  pardons  from  his  prince  he  draws^ 
Returns  reproaches,  and  cries  up  the  caufe. 
That  year  in  which  the  city  he  did  fway. 
He  left  rebellion  in  a  hopeful  way. 
Yet  his  ambition  once  was  found  fo  bold. 
To  offer  talents  of  extorted  gold  5 
Could  David's  wants  have  fo  been  bribed,  to  fhame 
And  fcandalize  our  peerage  witli  his  name  5 
For  which,  his  dear  fedition  he'd  forfwear. 
And  ev'n  turn  loyal  to  be  made  a  peer. 

Next 


ABSALOM  AND  ACHITOPHEL.    ijt 

Next  him,  let  railing  Rabfheka  have  place. 
So  full  of  zeal  he  has  no  need  of  grace ; 
A  faint  that  can  both  fleih  and  fpirit  ufe> 
Alike  haunt  conventicles  and  the  ftews : 
Of  whom  the  queftion  difficult  appears. 
If  moft  i*  th*  preachers  or  the  bawds  arrears. 
What  caution  could  appear  too  much  In  him 
That  keeps  the  treafure  of  Jerufalem ! 
Let  David^s  brother  but  approach  the  town. 
Double  our  guards,  he  cries,  we  are  undone. 
Protefting  that  he  dares  not  deep  in  *s  bed 
Left  he  (hould  rife  next  mom  without  his  head« 

**  Next  thefe,  a  troop  of  bufy  fpirits  prefs. 
Of  little  fortunes,  and  of  confcience  lefs ; 
With  them  the  tribe,  whofe  luxury  had  drain'd 
Their  banks,  in  former  fequeftrations  gainM  ; 
Who  rich  and  great  by  paft  rebellions  grew. 
And  long  to  fi(h  the  troubled  ftieams  anew. 
Some  future  hopes,  fome  prefent  payment  draws, 
To  fell  their  confcience  and  efpoufe  the  caufe. 
Such  ftipends  thofe  vile  hirelings  bed  befit, 
Priefts  without  grace,  and  poets  without  wit. 
Shall  that  falfe  Hebronite  efcape  our  curfe, 
Judas  that  keeps  the  rebels  penfion-purfe  ; 
Judas  that  pays  the  trcafon -writer's  fee, 
Judas  that  well  deferve?  his  namefake's  tree; 
Who  at  Jerufalem's  own  gates  erefts 
His  college  for  a  nurfery  of  fefts. 
Young  prophets  witli  an  early  care,  fecures. 
And  with  the  dung  of  his  own  arts  manures. 

What 
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Whrjt  hi7C  the  men  cf  Hebrcn  here  to  do  ? 
What  part  in  irracr*  promU'd  Lind  have  you ! 
Here  Phale;^  the  lay-Hebrorite  xi  comcy 
^Caufe  like  the  reft  he  coo  id  net  liye  at  home  ; 
Who  from  his  own  podefuons  could  not  dnua 
An  omcr  even  of  Hebronitifh  grain. 
Here  ftruts  it  like  a  patriot,  and  taiks  high 
Of  injurVl  ful»je£^»,  aiterM  property  : 
An  emblem  of  that  buzzing  'mk£k  juft. 
That  motintt  the  wheel,  and  thinks  (he  raiies  duft. 
Can  dry  bones  live  >  or  (ke)erons  produce 
The  vital  warmtli  of  cuckoidizing  juice  ? 
Slim  Phaleg  could,  and  at  the  table  fed. 
Returned  the  grateful  produft  to  the  bed. 
A  v/ni ting-man  to  traveling  nobles  chofe, 
Uc  his  own  luws  would  faucijy  impofc, 
'Till  baftinadocd  back  again  he  went. 
To  learn  thofe  manners  he  to  teach  was  fent, 
ChaftizM  he  ought  to  have  retreated  home, 
"But  he  reads  politicks  to  Abfalom. 
For  never  Hcbronite,  though  kick'd  and  fcornM, 
To  his  own  country  willingly  rctum'd. 
—  But,  leaving  famifh'd  Phaleg  to  be  fed. 
And  to  talk  ireafon  for  his  daily  bread, 
I.cl  Hebron,  nay  let  hell  produce  a  man 
So  inndc  for  mifchicf  as  Ben-Jochanan, 
A  Jew  of  humble  parentage  was*  he, 
l^»v  trade  a  Lcvite,  thoui;)\  of  low  dccrrce  : 
His  pride  no  his/her  than  the  dcik  afpirM, 
Bui  for  the  drudger)*  of  pricfts  was  hir'd 
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To  read  and  pray  m  linen  ephod  brave, 
And  pick  up  fingle  (hekels  from  the  grave. 
Marry'd  at  laft,  but  finding  charge  come  fafter, 
He  could  not  live  by  God,  but  chang'd  his  maftcr : 
InfpirM  by  want,  was  made  a  faflious  tool. 
They  got  a  villain,  and  we  loft  a  fooK 
Still  violent,  whatever  caufe  he  took. 
But  moft  againft  the  party  he  forfook. 
For  renegadocs,  who  ne'er  turn  by  halves, 
Are  bound  in  confcience  to  be  double  knaves. 
So  this  profe-prophet  took  moft  monftrous  pains^ 
To  let  his  maftcrs  fee  he  eamM  his  gains. 
But,  as  the  devil  owes  all  his  imps  a  fhame. 
He  chofe  th'  apoftate  for  his  proper  theme  5 
With  little  pains  he  made  the  pi£lure  true, 
And  from  reflexion  took  the  rogue  he  drew. 
A  wondrous  work,  to  prove  the  Jewifli  nation 
In  every  age  a  murmuring  generation  ; 
To  trace  them  from  their  infancy  of  finning, 
And  fhcw  tlicm  fa<5lious  from  their  firft  beginning. 
To  prove  they  could  rebel,  and  raij,  and  mock. 
Much  to  the  credit  of  the  chofen  flock  ; 
A  ftrong  authority,  which  muft  convince. 
That  faints  own  no  allegiance  to  their  prince. 
As  *tis  a  Leading-card  to  make  a  iirhore. 
To  prove  her  mother  had  tum'd  up  before. 
But,  tell  me,  did  the  drunken  patriarch  blefs  • 
The  fon  that  fliew'd  his  father's  nakednefs  ? 
Such  thanks  the  prefent  church  thy  pen  will  give. 
Which  prov..^  rcb'.-ll'on  was  fo  primitive. 

Muft 


174  DR  YD  EN'S    POEMS. 

Muft  ancient  failings  be  examples  made  ? 
Then  murtherers  from  Cain  may  learn  their  trade* 
As  thou  the  beathcB  and  the  faint  haft  drawn^ 
Methinks  di'  apoftate  was  the  better  man : 
And  thy  hot  father,  waying  my  refped. 
Not  of  a  mother-church,  but  of  a  fe6^. 
And  fach  he  needs  ranft  be  of  thy  indltbg. 
This  comes  of  drinking  afles  milk  and  writings 
If  Balack  ihoold  be  caird  to  leave  his  place. 
As  profit  is  the  Ipudeft  call  of  grace. 
His  temple,  difpoflefs'd  of  one,  would  be 
RepleniihM  with  (eren  devils  more  by  thee. 

Levi,  thou  art  a  load,  I'll  lay  thee  down. 
And  ihew  rebellion  bare,  without  a  gown  $ 
Poor  flaves  in  metre,  dull  and  addle-pated. 
Who  rhyme  below  ev'n  David's  Pfalms  tranflated. 
Some  in  my  fpeedy  pace  I  muft  out-run. 
As  lame  MephiboHieth  the  wifard's  Ton : 
To  make  quick  way,  I  'II  leap  o'er  heavy  blocks. 
Shun  rotten  Uzza  as  I  would  the  pox  $ 
And  haften  Og  and  Doeg  to  rehearfe. 
Two  fools  that  crutch  their  feeble  fenfe  on  verle  j 
Who  by  my  Mufe  to  all  fucceeding  times. 
Shall  live  in  fpight  of  their  own  doggrel  rhjrmes. 

Docg,  though  without  knowing  how  or  why. 
Made  ftill  a  blundering  kind  of  melody  ; 
Spurr'd  boldly  on,  and  dafh'd  through  thick  and  thin. 
Through  fenfe  and  nonfenfe,  never  out  nor  in  ; 
Free  from  all  meaning,  whether  good  or  bad. 
And  in  one  word,  heroically  mad : 

He. 


} 
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He  was  too  warm  on  picking-work  to  dwelJ^ 

But  fagotted  his  notions  as  they  fell. 

And  if  they  rhym'd  and  rattled,  all  was  well. 

Spiteful  he  is  not,  though  he  wrote  a  fatyr. 

For  ftill  there  goes  fome  thinking  to  ill-nature  s 

He  needs  no  more  than  birds  and  beafts  to  think^ 

All  his  occaflons  are  to  eat  and  drink. 

If  he  call  rogue  and  rafcal  from  a  garret, 

He  means  you  no  more  mifchief  than  a  parrot : 

The  words  for  friend  and  foe  alike  were  made> 

To  fetter  them  in  verfe  is  all  his  trade. 

For  almonds  he  '11  cry  whore  to  his  own  mother! 

And  call  young  Abfalom  king  David's  brother. 

Let  him  be  gallows-free  by  my  confent. 

And  nothing  fuffer  flnce  he  nothing  meant  i 

Hanging  fuppofes  human  foul  and  reafon. 

This  animal 's  below  committing  treafon  : 

Shall  he  be  hang'd  who  never  could  rebel  ? 

That's  a  preferment  for  AchitopHel. 

The  woman  that  committed  buggery, 

Was  rightly  fentenc'd  by  the  law  to  die  5 

But  'twas  hard  fate  that  to  the  gallows  led 

The  dog  that  never  heard  the  ftatute  read. 

Railing  in  other  men  may  be  a  crime, 

But  ought  to  pafs  for  mere  in(lin£l  in  him  t 

Inftinfl  he  follows  and  no  farther  knows. 

For  to  write  verfe  with  him  is  to  tranfprofe. 

'Twere  pity  treafon  at  his  door  to  lay, 

Who  makes  heaven's  gate  a  lock  to  its  own  key  : 

Let 
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/J,  .  ..r,,  f..,,-,   r.  ..  f,,,,;  r..-t'.rt  curtt  him  j 

''  •  ■'.  ■'  •'■'"■■ 1  h.ve  r?:  '-ri,  ncr.chas  more, 

!  •^*  ♦ '•  *•■«  I'-'jn-h  f'*  ric  i,  and  him  lo  poor. 

Wi'l-   -.  I'lli  \it-  -.vas  first  tniftcd,  for  heaven  knew 

W'h't   f -viQ  f-F  fii'l  tn  |ininprr  nj»  a  Jew  ; 

'I  II  wlini  irrnilil  hv  on  r]ii:\il  jind  phtafant  fwell, 

'I  I'M  i\'n  on  !ii|ii'  iiiil  t  nnion  conld  rebel  ? 

Huf  il»i>  l<i  M » n  m  »d»  him  j'l'oi .  v  iih  reverence  ffvcakir 

Mr  nrxn  \\:»<  w  p-rt  oi  viv'd'*  m.iki:'.t:; 

T 
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The  midwife  laid  her  hand  on  his  thick  fkull. 
With  this  prophetic  blefling — Be  thou  dull  ; 
Drink,  fwear  and  roar,  forbear  no  lewd  delight 
Fit  for  thy  bulk,  do  any  thing  but  write  : 
Thou  art  of  lading  make,  like  thoughtlefs  raen> 
A  ftrong  nativity— but  for  the  pen  ! 
Eat  opium,  mingle  arfenic  in  thy  drink, 
Still  thou  mayft  live,  avoiding  pen  and  ink, 
I  fee,  I  fee,  'tis  counfel  given  in  vain, 
For  trcafon  botcht  in  rhyme  will  be  thy  banc, 
Rhyme  is  the  rock  on  which  thou  art  to  wreck, 
'Tis  fatal  to  thy  fame  and  to  thy  neck  : 
Why  (hould  thy  metre  good  king  David  blaft  ? 
A  pfalm  of  his  will  furely  be  thy  laft. 
Dar'ft  thou  prefume  in  verfe  to  meet  thy  foes. 
Thou  whom  the  penny  pamphlet  foilM  in  profc  ? 
Docg,  whom  God  for  mankind's  mirth  has  made, 
O'er-tops  thy  talent  in  thy  very  trade  ; 
Doeg  to  thee,  tliy  paintings  are  fo  coarfe, 
A  poet  is,  though  he 's  the  poet's  horfe. 
A  double  noofe  thou  on  thy  neck  doft  pull 
For  writing  treafon,  and  for  writing  dull  j 
To  die  for  faftion  is  a  common  evil. 
But  to  be  hang'd  for  nonfenfe  is  the  devil : 
Hadft  thou  the  glories  of  thy  king  cxpreft. 
Thy  praifes  had  been  fatyr  at  the  beft  ; 
But  thou  in  clumfy  verfe,  unlickt,  unpointed. 
Haft  fliamefully  defy'd  the  Lord's  anointed  : 
I  will  not  rake  the  dunghill  of  thy  crimes. 
For  who  w:ould  read  thy  life  that  reads  thy  rhymes  ? 
-   Vol.  L  N  But* 
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But  of  king  David's  foes  be  this  the  doom. 
May  all  be  like  the  young  man  Abfalom  ! 
And  for  my  foes  may  this  their  blefllng  be. 
To  talk  like  Doeg,  and  to  write  like  thee  !** 

Achitophel  each  rank,  degree,  and  age. 
For  various  ends  neglcfts  not  to  engage  ; 
The  wife  and  rich  for  purfe  and  counfel  brought,. 
The  fools  and  beggars  for  their  number  fought : 
Who  yet  not  only  on  the  town  depends, 
For  ev'n  in  court  the  faction  had  its  friends ; 
Thefe  thought  the  places  they  poifeft  too  Anal], 
And  in  their  hearts  wifh'd  court  and  king  to  fall  j 
Whofe  names  the  Mufe  difdaining,  holds  i^th^dack, 
Thnift  in  the  villain  herd  without  a  mark  ; 
With  parafites  and  libel-fpawning  imps, 
Intriguing  fops,  dull  jefters,  and"  worfe  pimps. 
Difdain  the  rafcal  rabble  to  purfue^ 
Their  fet  cabals  are  yet  a  viler  crew  ; 
See  where  invclv'd  in  common  fmoak  they  fit  j 
Some  for  our  mirth,  fome  for  our  fatyr  fit : 
Thefe  gloomy,  thoughtful,  and  on  mifchief  bent,. 
While  thole  for  mere  good  fellowfhip  frequent 
Th'  appointed  club,  can  let  fedition  pafs, 
Senfe,  nonfenfe,  any  thing  t'  employ  the  glafs  y 
And  who  believe  in  their  dull  honeft  hearts. 
The  reft  talk  treafon  but  to  iliew  their  parts  j. 
Who  ne'er  had  wit  or  will  for  mifchief  yet, 
easM  to  be  reputed  of  a  Ctt, 
10  tiie  facred  annals  of  our  plot, 

**mJha$  Arod  never  be  forgot  s 
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The  labours  of  this  midnight-magiftrate, 
May  vie  with  Corah's  to  prefervethe  ttate. 
In  fearch  of  arms  he  fail'd  not  to  lay  hold 
On  war's  moft  powerful  dangerous  weapon,  gold* 
And  lad,  to  take  from  Jebufites  ail  odds, 
Their  altai-s  pilb.gM,  ftole  their  very  gods  j 
Oft  would  he  cry,  when  treafurc  he  furpriz'd, 
'Tis  Baalifli  gold  in  David's  coin  difguis'd. 
Which  to  his  houfe  with  richer  reliques  came, 
While  lumber  idols  only  fed  the  flame  : 
For  our  wife  rabble  ne'er  took  pains  t' enquire. 
What  'twas  he  burnt,  fo  't  made  a  roufmg  fire. 
With  which  our  elder  was  enricht  no  more 
Than  falfc  Gehazi  with  the  Syrian's  ftore ; 
So  poor,  that  when  our  chuling-trlbes  wtie  met, 
Ev'n  for  his  itinking  votes  he  ran  in  debt; 
For  meat  the  wicked,  and  as  authors  think, 
The  faints  lie  chous'd  for  his  eledling  drink  j 
Thus  every  fhift  and  fubtle  method  paft. 
And  all  to  be  no  Zaken  at  the  laft. 

Now,  raisM  on  Tyre's  fad  ruins,  Pharaoh's  pride 
Soar'd  high,  his  legions  threatning  far  and  wide  j 
As  when  a  battering  ftorm  engender'd  high. 
By  winds  upheld,  hangs  hovering  in  the  flcy. 
Is  gaz'd  upon  by  every  trembling  fwain. 
This  for  his  vineyard  fears,  and  that  his  grain  ; 
For  blooming  plants,  anvl  Hewers  new  opening,  thefe. 
For  lambs  yean'd  lately,  and  far-labouring  bees  : 
To  guard  his  fiock  each  to  the  gods  does  call. 
Uncertain  where  the  fire-charg'd  clouds  will  f^l\\ 
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Ev'n  fo  the  doubtful  nations  watch  his  arms, 
Witli  terror  each  expefting  his  alarms. 
Where,  Judah,  where  was  now  thy  lion's  roar  ? 
Thou  only  couldft  the  captive  lands  reftore  : 
But  thou,  with  inbred  broils  and  faftion  preft. 
From  Egypt  necd'ft  a  guardian  with  the  reft. 
Thy  prince  from  fanhedrims  no  truft  allowed. 
Too  much  the  reprefenters  of  the  crowd. 
Who  for  their  own  defence  give  no  fupply. 
But  what  the  crown's  prerogatives  muft  buy  : 
As  if  their  monarch's  rights  to  violate 
More  needful  were,  than  to  preferve  the  ftate! 
From  prefent  dangers  they  divert  their  care. 
And  all  their  fears  are  of  the  rojral  heir ; 
WJiom  now  the  reigning  malice  of  his  foes, 
Unjudg'd  would  fentence,  and  ere  crown  depofe. 
Religion  the  pretence,  but  their  decree 
To  bar  his  reign,  whate'er  his  faith  fhall  be  ! 
By  fanhedrims  and  clamorous  crowds  thus  preft, 
What  paflions  rent  the  righteous  David's  breaft ! 
Who  knows  not  how  t'  oppofc  or  to  comply, 
Unjuft  to  grant  and  dangerous  to  deny  ! 
How  near  in  this  dark  jun6lure  Ifrael's  fate, 
Whofe  peace  one  fole  expedient  could  create. 
Which  yet  th'  extreameft  virtue  did  require, 
Ev'n  of  that  prince  whofe  downfal  they  confpire  ! 
His  abfence  David  does  with  tears  advife 
T'  appeafe  their  ragei     Undaunted  he  complies  } 
Thus  he  who  prodigal  of  blood  and  eafe, 
A  royal  life  expos'd  to  winds  and  feas, 

5  At 
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At  once  contending  with  the  waves  and  fire. 
And  heading  danger  in  the  wars  of  Tyre, 
Inglorious  now  forfakcs  his  native  fand. 
And  like  an  exile  quits  the  promised  land  ! 
Our  monarch  fcarce  from  prefling  tears  refrains. 
And  painfully  his  royal  ftate  maintains. 
Who  now  embracing  on  th'  extreameft  (hore 
Almoii  revokes  what  he  enjoin'd  before  : 
Concludes  at  laft  more  truft  to  be  allowed 
To  ftorms  and  feas  than  to  the  raging  crowd  ! 
Forbear,  rafh  Mufe,  the  parting  fcene  to  draw. 
With  filencecharm'd  as  deep  cs  their's  that  faw! 
Not  only  our  attending  nobles  weep, 
But  hardy  failors  fweil  with  tears  the  deep ! 
The  tide  reftrain'd  her  courfe,  and  more  amaz'd. 
The  twin-ftars  on  the  royal  brothers  gaz'd  : 
While  this  fole  fear- 
Does  trouble  to  our  fuffering  hero  bring, 
Left  next  the  popular  rage  opprefs  the  king  ! 
Thus  parting,  each  for  th'  gther's  danger  griev'd, 
The  (hore  the  king,  and  feas  the  prince  receivM^ 
Go,  injured  hero,  while  propitious  gales. 
Soft  as  thy  confort's  breath,  infpire  thy  fails  j 
Well  may  fhe  truft  her  beauties  on  a  flood, 
Where  thy  triumphant  fleets  fo  oft  have  rode  ! 
Snfe  on  thy  breaft  rccJin'd  her  reft  be  deep, 
RockM  like  a  Nereid  by  the  waves  afleep; 
V/iiilc  happleft  dreams  her  fancy  entertain, 
Ar.vl  to  Eiyfian  fields  convert  the  main  ! 
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Go,  injured  hero,  while  the  fhores  of  Tyre 
At  thy  approach  fo  filent  (hall  admire. 
Who  on  thy  thunder  ftill  their  thoughts  employ. 
And  greet  thy  landing  with  a  trembling  joy. 

On  heroes  thus  the  prophet's  fate  is  thrown* 
Admir'd  by  every  nation  but  their  own  ; 
Yet  while  our  faftious  Jews  his  worth  deny. 
Their  aking  confcience  gives  their  tongue  the  lie. 
Ev*n  in  the  worft  of  men  the  nobleft  parts 
Confefs  him,  and  he  triumphs  in  their  hearts, 
Whom  to  his  king  the  beft  refpefls  commend 
Of  fubjeft,  folJicr,  kinfn»an,  prince,  and  friend  5 
All  facred  names  of  moft  divine  efteem. 
And  to  perfe6lion  all  fuftain'd  by  him, 
"Wife,  jui'l,  and  conftant,  courtly  without  art. 
Swift  to  difccrn  and  to  reward  defert  j 
No  hour  of  his  in  fruitlcfs  eafe  deftroy'd. 
But  on  the  noblcfl:  fubj-.if^s  ftill  empioyM  : 
Whofe  fteady  foul  ne'er  learnt  to  feparate 
Between  his  monarch's  intereft  and  the  ftate. 
But  heaps  ihofe  bleflings  on  the  royal  head, 
Which  he  well  knows  muft  be  on  rubjc£l;s  flied. 

On  wliat  pretence  could  then  the  vulgar  rage 
A':;niii(l  his  worth  and  native  rig'.Us  engine  ? 
Kcligioiis  fears  their  argunient  are  made, 
Rcli'.;icus  fears  his  ficred  rights  InvricJe  ! 
Of  I'lit'uc  lupcrltilion  tliry  complain, 
An. I  jibi'.fiiic  wcrihip  in  his  reign: 
Willi  iiich  alarnis  his  foes  the  ciovvd  occeive, 
Wuh  dangers  iVig'.ri:  which  not  ihtriillivcs  believe. 

Since 
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Since  nothing  can  our  facred  rites  remove. 
Whatever,  the  faith  of  the  fucceflbr  prove  : 
Our  Jews  their  ^ark  ihall  undifturb^d  retsin. 
At  leaft  while  their  religion  is  their  gain, 
Who  know  by  old  experience  Baal's  commands 
Not  only  claimM  their  confcience  but  their  lands ; 
They  grudge  God's  tithes,  how  therefore  ihall  they  yield 
An  idol  full  pofleflion  of  the  field? 
Grant  fuch  a  prince  enthroned,  we  muft  confefs 
The  people's  fufferings  than  that  monarch's  lefs. 
Who  muft  to  hard  conditions  ftill  be  bound. 
And  for  his  quiet  with  the  crowd  compound  { 
Or  (hould  his  thoughts  to  tyranny  incline. 
Where  are  the  means  to  compafs  the  defign  } 
Our  crown's  revenues  are  too  fhort  a  ftore, 
And  jealous  fanhedrims  would  give  no  raore« 

As  vain  our  fears  of  Egypt's  potent  aid, 
Not  fo  has  Pharaoh  learnt  ambition's  trade. 
Nor  ever  with  fuch  meafures  can  comply. 
As  (hock  the  common  rules  of  policy  j 
None  dread  like  him  the  growth  of  Ifrael'^  king. 
And  he  alone  fuflicient  aids  can  bring  ; 
Who  knows  that  prince  to  Egypt  can  give  law, 
TUzt  on  our  ftubborn  tribes  his  yoke  could  draw. 
At  fuch  profound  expence  he  has  not  ftood, 
Nor  dyM  for  this  his  hands  To  deep  in  blood  ; 
Would  ne'er  through  wrong  and  right  hisprogrcfs  take, 
Criucle^e  his  own  reft,  and  keep  the  world  awake, 
To  fix  a  lawlrfs  prince  on  Judah's- throne, 
Firil  to  invade  our  rights,  and  then  his  own  ^ 
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His  (lear-gain'd  conquefts  cheaply  to  defpoil. 
And  reap  the  hai-veft  of  his  crimes  and  toil. 
We  grant  his  wealth  vaft  as  our  ocean'^s  fand. 
And  curfe  its  fatal  influence  on  our  land. 
Which  our  bribed  Jews  fo  numeroufly  partake. 
That  cv'n  an  hoft  his  penfloners  would  make  } 
^Ffpm  thefe  deceivers  our  divifions  fpring. 
Our  weaknefs,  and  the  growth  of  Egypt's  king  ; 
Thefer  with  pretended  friendihip  to  the  ftate. 
Our  crowd's  fufpicion  of  their  prince  create, 
Botli  pleas'd  and  frightenM  with  the  fpecious  cry,^ 
To  guai'd  their  facred  rights  and  property  ; 
To  ruin,  thus  the  chofen  flock  are  fold, 
While  wolves  are  ta'en  for  guardians  of  the  fold  j 
Seduc'd  by  thefe  we  groundlefsly  complain. 
And  loath  the  manna  of  a  gentle  reign  : 
Thus  our  forefathers  crooked  paths  are  trod, 
We  truft  our  prince  no  more  than  they  their  God. 
But  all  in  vain  our  reafoning  prophets  preach. 
To  thofe  whom  fad  experience  ne'er  could  teach, 
Wha'can  commence  new  broils  in  bleeding  fears. 
And  frefh  remembrance  of  inteftine  wars  5 
When  the  fame  houfhold  mortal  foes  did  yield, 
And  brothers  ftain'd  with  brothers  blood  the  field ; 
When  fons  curft  ftcel  the  fathers  gore  did  ftain, 
And  mothers  mourn'd  for  fons  by  fathers  flain ! 
When  thick  as  Egypt's  locufts  on  the  fand, 
Our  tribes  lay  fiaughter'd  through  thcpromisM  land, 
Whofc  few  furvivors  with  worfe  fate  remain. 
To  drag  the  bondage  of  a  tyrant's  reign  : 
•    .  Which 
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Which  fcene  of  woes,  unknowing,  we  renew. 
And  madly,  ev'n  thofe  ills  we  fear,  purfue  5 
While  Pharaoh  laughs  at  our  domeftic  broils. 
And  fafely  crowds  his  tents  with  nations  fpoils. 
Yet  ouv  fierce  fanhedrim  in  reftlefs  rage, 
Againft  our  abfent  hero  ftill  engage. 
And  chiefly  urge,  fuch  did  their  frenzy  prove. 
The  only  fuit  their  prince  forbids  to  mo^e. 
Which  till  obtained  they  ceafe  affairs  of-ftate. 
And  real  dangers  wave  for  groundlefs  hate. 
Long  David's  patience  waits  relief  to  bring. 
With  all  th'  indulgence  of  a  lawful  king, 
Expefting  till  the  troubled  waves  would  ceafe. 
But  found  the  raging  billows  ftill  increafe. 
The  crowd,  whofe  infolence  forbearance  fwells. 
While  he  forgives  too  far,  almoft  rebels.. 
At  laft  his  deep  refentments  filence  broke, 
Th'  imperial  palace  fliook,  while  thus  he  fpoke. 
Then  Juftice  wake,  and  Rigor  take  her  time. 
For  lo!  our  mercy  is  become  our  crime. 
While  halting  Punifliment  her  ftroke  delays. 
Our  fovcreign  right,  heaven's  facred  truft,  decays  J 
Fqr  whofe  fupport  ev'n  fubjefts  intcreft  calls. 
Woe  to  that  kingdom  where  the  monarch  fails  ! 
That  prince  who  yields  the  leaft  of  regal  fway. 
So  far  his  people's  freedom  does  betray. 
Right  lives  by  law,  and  Jaw  fubfifts  by  power  j 
Difarm  the  fliephcrd,  wolves  the  flock  devour. 
Hard  lot  of  empire  o'er  a  ftubborn  race, 
Which  heaven  iticlf  in  vain  has  try'd  with  grace  ! 

When 
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When  will  our  reafon's  long-charm'd  eyes  unclofe. 

And  Ifrael  judge  between  her  friends  and  foes  ? 

When  (hall  we  fee  expired  deceiver*  fway. 

And  credit  what  our  God  and  monarchs  fay  ? 

Diffembled  patriots,  briVd  with  Egypt's  gold, 

Ev'n  fanhedrims  in  blind  obedience  hold  ; 

Thofe  patriots  falfhood  in  their  aftions  fee. 

And  judge  by  the  pernicious  fruit  the  treej 

If  aught  for  which  fo  loudly  they  declaim, 

Religion,  laws,  and  freedom,  wfere  their  aim  ; 

Our  fenates  in  due  methods  they  had  led, 

T'  avoid  thofe  mifchiefs  which  they  feem'd  to  dread  | 

But  firft  ere  yet  they  propt  the  fmking  (late, 

T'  impeach  and  charge,  as  urg'd  by  private  hate  j 

Proves  that  they  ne'er  believ'd  the  fears  they  preft. 

But  barbaroufly  deftroy'd  the  nation's  reft  I 

O  !  whither  will  ungovernM  fenates  drive, 

And  to  what  bounds  licentious  votes  arrive? 

When  their  injuftice  we  are  prefs'd  to  (hare, 

The  monarch  nrg'd  t' exclude  the  lawful  heir; 

Are  princes  thus  diilinguifh'd  from  the  crowd. 

And  this  the  privilege  of  roy^l  blood  ? 

But  grant  wc  (hould  confirm  the  wrongs  they  prefs. 

His  fufferings  yet  were  thin  the  people's  Icfs  ; 

Condemned  for  life  the  murdering  fword  to  wield, 

j\'m\  on  tlicir  heirs  entail  a  bloody  field  : 

Tluis  madly  their  own  freedom  *thcy  betray. 

And  for  tir  opprefTion  which  they  fenr  make  way; 

Succcllion  fix'd  by  heaven,  the  kingdom's  bar. 

Which  once  dilTolv'd,  admits  the  flood  of  war  j 
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Wafte,  rapin€,  fpoil,  wiihout,  tlraflfault  begin. 
And  our  mad  tribes  lupplant  the  fence  within. 
Since  then  their  good  they  will  not  underftand, 
*Tis  time  to  take  the  monarch's  power  in  hand  5 
Authority  and  force  to  join  with  lie  11, 
And  fave  the  lunatics  againft  their  will.  , 

The  fame  rough  means  that  fwage  the  crowd,  appeafe 
Our  fcnates  raging  with  the  crowd's  direafe. 
Henceforth  unbiafs'd  meafurts  let  them  draw 
From  no  falfe  glofs,  but  genuine  text  of  law  ; 
Nor  urge  thofc  ciinies  upon  religion's  fcore, 
Themfelvts  fo  much  in  Jebufitts  abhor. 
Whom  laws  convi6l,  and  only  they,  ftiall  bleed, 
Nor  pharifees  by  pharilecs  be  freed. 
Imparti;il  juftice  from  our  ihronc  {^iA\  fliower. 
Ail  (hall  have  right,  and  we  our  lovereign  power. 

He  faid,  th'  attendants  heard  wi.h- awful  joy. 
And  glad  prelagts  their  fixM  tnoughts  employ  5 
From  Hebron  now  the  fuffering  heir  return'd, 
A  realm  that  long  with  civil  diltord  mourn'd  j 
Till  his  approach,  liice  Ibme  arriving  Go  J, 
Composed  and  heal'd  the  place  of  his  abode  ; 
The  deluge  chLck'd  that  10  Judea  fpread, 
And  ftopp'd  fed ition  at  ihe  fountain's  head. 
Thus  in  fort-iving  Daviu's  paihs  he  drives. 
And,  chas'd  from  Il'rael,  Lraci's  peace  contrives. 
The  field  confefsM  his  powe/  in  arms  before, 
And  feas  proclaim'd  .jis  tilu.n^);is  to  the  ihore  j 
As  nobly  has  his  f\v:iy  in  i-lubrcn  ihown,  • 
How  fit  t'  inherit  godlike  David's  throne. 

Throusih 
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Through  Sion's  ftreets  his  glad  arrival 's  fpread. 

And  confcious  fa6^ion  (hrinks  her  fnaky  head  $ 

His  train  their  fufFcrings  think  overpaid,  to  fee 

The  crowd's  applaufe  with  virtue  once  agree. 

Succefs  charms  all,  but  zeal  for  worth  diftreft 

A  virtue  proper  to  the  brave  and  beft  ;  \ 

'Mongft  whom  was  Jothran,  Jothran  always  bent 

To  ferve  the  crown,  and  loyal  by  defcent, 

Whofe  conftancy  fo  firm,  and  conduft  juft, 

DefeiVd  at  once  two  royal  matters  truft  5 

Who  Tyre's  proud  arms  had  manfully  withftood 

On  feas,  and  gathered  laurels  from  the  flood ; 

Of  learning  yet,  no  portion  was  deny'd. 

Friend  to  the  Mufcs  and  the  Mufes'  pride. 

Nor  can  Benaiah's  worth  forgotten  lie. 

Of  fteady  foul  when  public  ftorms  were  high  ; 

Whofe  conduft,  while  the  Moor  fierce  onfets  made, 

SecurM  at  once  our  honour  and  our  trade. 

Shch  were  the  chiefs  who  moft  his  fufferings  rnoum'd, 

And  viewM  with  filent  joy  the  prince  retum'd  5 

While  thofe  that  fought  his  abfence  to  betray, 

Prefs  firft  ^hcir  naufeous  falfe  refpedls  to  pay  5 

Him  ftill  th'  officious  hypocrites  moleft, 

And  with  malicious  duty  break  his  reft. 

While  real  tranfports  thus  his  friends  employ. 
And  foes  are  loud  in  their  dilTembled  joy, 
His  triumphs  fo  rcfounded  far  and  near, 
MlfsM  not  his  young  ambitious  rivaPs  ear; 
And  as  when  joyful  hunters  clamourous  train 
Some  flumbcring  lion  wakes  in  Moab's  plain, 

Wli 
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Who  oft  had  forc'd  the  bold  aflailants  yield. 
And  fcatterM  his  purfuers  through  the  field, 
Difdaining,  furls  his  mane  and  tears  the  groiwid. 
His  eyes  enflaming  all  the  defart  round. 
With  roar  of  feas  dire6ls  his  chafers  way, 
Provokes  from  far,  and  dares  them  to  the  fray  5 
Such  rage  ftorm'd  now  in  Abfalom's  fierce  breaft. 
Such  indignation  his  fir'd  eyes  confeft  5 
Where  how  was  the  inftruftor  of  his  pride  ? 
Slept  the  old  pilot  in  fo  rough  a  tide  ? 
Whofe  wiles  had  from  the  happy  fliore  betray'd, 
And  thus  on  (helves  the  credulous  youth  convey'd  5 
In  deep  revolving  thoughts  he  weighs  his  (late. 
Secure  of  craft,  nor  doubts  to  baffle  fate. 
At  Icaft,  if  his  ftormM  bark  muft  go  adrift. 
To  baulk  his  charge,  and  for  himfelf  to  fhift. 
In  which  his  dextrous  wit  had  oft  been  fiiown, 
And  in  the  wreck  of  kingdoms  favM  his  own  j 
But  now  with  more  than  common  danger  preft. 
Of  various  rcfolutions  ftands  poflcft, 
Perceives  the  crowd's  unftable  zeal  decay. 
Left  their  recanting  chief  the  caufe  betray. 
Who  on  a  father's  grace  his  hopes  may  ground. 
And  for  his  pardon  with  their  heads  compound. 
Him  thei-efore,  ere  his  fortune  flip  her  time. 
The  ftatcfman  plots  t'  engage  in  fome  bold  crime 
Part  pardon,  whether  to  attempt  his  bed, 
Oj-  threat  with  open  arms  tlic  roval  head, 
Or  other  daring  method,  ai.d  unjurt. 
That  may  confirm  him  in  the  people's  truft. 

But 
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But  failing  thus  t"' cnfnare  Iiiin,  nor  fecure 

How  long  his  foiTd  ambition  may  endure. 

Plots  next  to  lay  him  by  as  pad  his  date. 

And  try  fome  new  pretender's  luckier  fate  ; 

Whofe  hones  with  equal  toil  he  would  purfue. 

Nor  cares  what  cl.iimer  *s  crown'd,  except  the  true. 

Wake,  Abfalom,  approaching  ruin  fhun. 

And  f^e,  O  lee,  for  whom  tliou  art  undone ! 

How  are  thy  honours  and  thy  fame  betray'd. 

The  property  of  defperate  villains  made  ? 

Loil  power  and  confcious  fears  their  crimes  create. 

And  guilt  in  them  was  little  Icfs  than  fate ; 

But  why  fliouldil  thou,  from  every  grievance  free, 

Forfake  thy  vineyanls  for  their  ftormy  fea  ? 

For  thee  did  Canaan's  milk  and  honey  flow, 

Love  drefsM  thy  bower?,  and  laurels  fought  thy  brow. 

Preferment,  wealth,  and  power,  thy  vafials  were. 

And  of  a  monarch  all  things  but  the  care. 

Oh  (hould  our  crimes  again  that  curfe  di-aw  down. 

And  rebel- arms  once  more  attempt  the  crown. 

Sure  ruin  waits  unhappy  Abfalom, 

Alike  by  conqueft  or  defeat  undone  ; 

Who  could  relentlefs  fee  fuch  youth  and  charms. 

Expire  with  wretched  fate  in  impious  arms  ? 

A  prince  fo  form'd  with  earth's  and  heaven's  applaufe. 

To  triumph  o'er  crown'd  heads  in  David's  caufe  : 

Or  grant  him  vI6tor,  ftill  his  hopes  muft  fail, 

Who  conquering  would  not  for  himfelf  prevail  j 

The  fa6lion  whom  he  trufts  for  future  fway. 

Him  and  the  public  would  alike  beti-ay  ; 

Amongft 
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Amongft  themfelves  divide  the  captive  ftate, 
And  found  their  hydra-empire  in  his  fate ! 
T^us  having  beat  the  clouds  with  painful  flight. 
The  pity'd  yonth,  with  fcepters  in  his  fight. 
So  have  their  cruel  politics  decreed, 
Muft,  by  that  crew  that  made  him  guilty,  bleed  f 
For  could  their  pride  brook  any  prince's  fway, 
Whom  but  mild  David  would  they  chufe  t'  obey  ^ 
Who  once  at  fuch  a  gentle  reign  repine. 
The  fall  of  monarchy  itfelf  defign } 
From  hate  to  that  their  reformations  fpring. 
And  David  not  their  grievance,  but  the  king. 
SeizM  now  with  panic  fear  the  fa6lion  lies, 
jl .  Left  this  ckar  truth  ftrike  Abfalom's  charm 'd  eyes, 
'    Left  he  perceive,  from  long  enchantment  free. 
What  all  befide  the  flatterM  youth  nruft  fee. 
But  whate'er  doubts  his  troubled  bofora  fwelJ, 
Fair  carriage  ffill  became  Achitophel. 
Who  now  an  envious  feftival  enftals. 
And  to  furvey  their  ftrength  the  faction  calls. 
Which  fraud,  religious  worfhip  too  muft  gild  ^ 
But  oh  how  weakly  does  fedition  build  ? 
For  lo  !  the  royal  mandate  ifiues  forth, 
Daihing  at  once  their  treafon,  zeal,  and  mirth  f 
So  have  I  feen  difaftrous  chance  invade. 
Where  careful  emmets  had  their  forage  laid, 
Whether  fierce  Vulcan's  rage  the  furzy  plain 
Had  feiz'd,  engendered  by  fome  carelefs  fwain  j 
Or  fwelling  Neptune  lawlefs  inroads  made, 
And  to  their  cell  of  ftore  his  flood  conveyed  { 
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The  commonwealth  broke  up,  diifa^6led  go. 
And  in  wild  haiie  their  loaded  mates  o'erthrow  j 
Ev'n  Co  our  fcatterM  guefts  confusedly  meet. 
With  boird,  hak'd,  roaft,  all  Juftling  in  the  ftreet  5 
Dejefting  all,  and  ruefully  difmay'd. 
For  fhekel  without  treat  or  treafon  paid. 

Sedition's  dark  eclipfe  now  fainter  ihows. 
More  bright  each  hour  the  royal  planet  grows, 
OF  force  the  clouds  of  envy  to  difperfe. 
In  kind  conjun^iion  of  allifting  flars. 
Here,  labouring  Mufe,  thofe  glorious  chiefs  relate. 
That  tumM  the  doubtful  fcale  of  David's  fate  ; 
The  reft  of  that  illuftrious  band  rehearfe, 
Iir.  mortal  izM  in  laureiM  Afaph's  verfe  : 
Hard  talk  !  yet  will  not  I  thy  flight  recal. 
View  heaven,  and  then  enjoy  thy  glorious  fall. 

Flift  write  Bezaliel,  whofe  illuftrious  name 
Foreftails  our  prnife,  and  gives  his  poet  fame. 
The  Kcnites  rocky  province  his  command, 
A  barren  limb  of  fertile  Canaan's  land  5 
Wiiich  for  its  generous  natives  yet  coidd  be 
Held  worthy  fuch  a  prefident  as  he  ! 
Bezaliel  with  each  grace  and  virtue  fraught, 
SviTne  his  looks  ;  fei-ene  his  life  and  thought ; 
On  whom  fo  largely  nature  heap'd  her  ftore. 
There  fcarce  remain'd  for  arts  to  gjive  him  more  ! 
To  aid  the  crown  and  ftate  his  grcatcft  zeal. 
His  fccond  care  that  fen-ice  to  conceal ; 
Oi'  duc«  oblervant,  rtrm  to  every  trull, 
Aiul  to  the  nce\iy  always  mor«  than  juft. 
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Who  truth  from  fpecious  falihood  can  divide, 

Has  all  the  gownfmens  (kill  without  their  pride ; 

Thus  crown 'd  with  worth  from  heights  of  honour  won. 

Sees  all  his  glories  copyM  in  his  fon, 

Whofe  forward  fame  fliould  every  Mufe  engage  1 

Whofe  youth  boafts  (kill  denyM  to  others'  age. 

Men,  manners,  language,  books  of  nobleil  kind. 

Already  are  the  conqueft  of  his  mind. 

Whofe  loyalty  before  its  date  v/as  prime  5 

Nor  waited  the  dull  courfe  of  rolling  time  x 

The  raonfter  fa^ion  early  he  difmay'd. 

And  David's  caufe  long  fmce  confefsM  his  aid. 

Brave  Abdael  o'er  the  "prophet's  fchool  was  plac'd  i 
Abdael  with  all  his  father's  virtue  grac'd  j 
A  hero,  who,  while  ftars  look'd  wondering  down. 
Without  one  Hebrew's  blood  reftor'd  the  crown. 
That  praife  was  his  ;  what  therefore  did  remain 
For  following  chiefs,  but  boldly  to  maintain 
That  crown  reftor'd  ;  and  in  this  rank  of  fame. 
Brave  Abdael  with  thefirft  aplace  muft  claim. 
Proceed,  iiluftrious,  hiippy  chief!  proceed, 
Forefeize  the  garlands  for  thy  brow  decreed. 
While  th'  infpir'd  tribe  attend  with  nobleft  ftrain 
To  regifter  the  glories  thou  (halt  gain  : 
For  fure  the  dew  (hall  Gilboah's  hills  forfake. 
And  Jordan  mix  his  ftream  with  Sodom^s  lake } 
Or  feas  retir'd  their  fccret  ftores  difclofe. 
And  to  the  fun  their  fcaly  brood  expofe. 
Or  fwell'd  above  the  clifts  their  billows  raife. 
Before  the  Mufes  leave  their  patroa'i  praife. 

Vol.  I.  O  Eliab 


?X\7kh  onr  ncjct  lahorr  ^<jcs  iirrite, 

AnH  ':^2crd  *\\e  taik  to  cto  Eliab  rfght: 

X<Hig  vrith  the  mrail  wanrfwcr  he  ror'dy 

Aiut  firm  in  all  the  ttmui  of  fbrtme  pror'd  } 

J>M<h  ancient  fervicc  and  deferr  fo  hange, 

Wfftl  claimM  the  m^'al  !iou(hokt  for  bis  efaai^few 

Hi^  age  with  only  one  mild  heirefs  ble^, 

/n  all  the  bloom  of  fmiling'  namre  drdt. 

And  hleft  aspin  to  fee  hi«  flower  aiW'd 

To  0av)dN  Oock,  and  made  ▼oong  Ofmid^s  feride  ? 

The  bright  rdl^orer  (^f  ht«  father's  yonth, 

J>e^cA.td  to  a  lbn'5  and  Itibjed's  tmth ; 

^tfcAvTd  to  hear  that  priie  of  dvttj  home. 

So  hravely  (boght,  while  fought  hy  Ah(aloiii» 

Ah  prinec  ?  tV  illnftrions  planet  of  thy  birth. 

And  thy  more  povererftil  virtue  ^ard  thy  worth  ; 

That  no  A<;hitoph<*l  fhy  riin  boaft  j 

Jfraf I  foo  nrnch  in  one  fach  wreck  ha?i  Io#. 

F/v'n  envy  nnuft  confent  to  Hclon's  worth, 
Whof'!  rmil,  though  Egypt  gforics  in  his  birth, 
iltn\\(\  for  our  capfive-arJc  its  zeal  retain. 
And  Pharaoh'*  altars  in  their  pomp  difdain  r 
To  flight  h)^  gods  was  Tmall ;  with  nobler  pride. 
He  all  th'  alldremenfs  of  his  court  dcfy'd. 
Whom  profit  nor  example  could  betray, 
Hilt  f  fraePs  friend,  and  true  to  David's  fway. 
Whrit  a^>«»  of  fnvour  in  his  province  fall, 
On  nvrit  hr^  ronf-Ms,  and  freely  all. 

Our  liff  r>f  nobles  next  let  Amri  grace, 
Whole  merits  clalm'd  the  Abethtlin'i  high  place  ; 

Wh* 


ABSALOM   AWD    ACHITOPHEL.     195; 

Who  with  a  loyalty  that  did  excel» 
Brought  .'ill  th' endowments  of  Achitophel. 
Sincere  was  Amri,  and  not  only  knew. 
But  Ifraers  fanftions  into  pi:a£lice  drew  ; 
Our  laws,  that  did  a  houndlefs  ocean  feeniy 
Were  coaftcd  all,  and  fathom'd  all  by  him. 
No  rabbin  fpeaks  like  him  their  myflic  f^fe. 
So  juft,  and  with  Tuch  charms  of  eloquence  : 
To  whom  the  double  bleffing  does  belong, 
With  Mofes'  infpiration,  Aaron's  tongue. 

Than  Shcva  none  more  loyal  zeal  have  fhown. 
Wakeful  as  Judah's  lion  for  the  crown, 
Who  for  that  caufe  ftiil  combats  in  his  age, 
For  which  his  youth  with  danger  did  engage. 
In  vain  our  fa6lious  prieds  the  cant  revive  ^ 
In  vain  feditious  fcribcs  with  libel  ftrive 
T'  cnflame  the  crowd  j  while  he  with  watchful  eye 
Obfcrvcs,  and  flioott  their  trcufons  as  they  fly  ; 
Their  weekly  frauds  his  keen  replies  deteft  j 
He  undeceives  more  faft  than  they  infe6V. 
So  Mofcs,  when  the  peft  on  le£;ions  prey'd, 
AdvancM  his  fignal,  and  the  plague  was  ftay'd. 

Once  more,  my  fainting  Mufe,  thy  pinions  try. 
And  ftrength's  exhauftcd  llorc  let  love  fupply. 
What  tribute,  Afaph,  (liall  we  render  thee  ? 
We  '11  crown  thee  with  a  wreath  from  thy  own  tree! 
Thy  laurel  grove  no  envy's  flafh  can  blaft ; 
The  fong  of  Afaph  fhall  for  ever  laft. 

With  wonder  late  pofterity  fhall  dwell 
On  Abfalom  and  falfe  Achitophel  : 

O  %  Thy 
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Thy  fti'ains  (hall  be  our  flumbering  prophets  dream^ 
And  when  our  Sion  virgins  fing  their  theme  j 
Our  jubilees  (hall  with  thy  verfe  be  graced. 
The  fong  of  Afaph  fhall  for  ever  laft. 

How  fierce  his  fatyr  loosM  ;  reftrain'd,  how  tame  j 
How  tender  of  th'  ofFending  young  man^s  fame  ! 
How  well  his  worth,  and  brave  adventures  ftilM  j 
Juft  to  his  virtues,  to  his  error  mild. 
No  page  of  thine,  that  fears  the  ftrifteft  view, 
But  teems  with  juft  reproof,  or  praife  as  due  $ 
Not  Eden  could  a  fairer  profpeft  yield. 
All  paradile  without  one  barren  field  : 
Whofc  wit  the  cenfure  of  his  foes  has  paft. 
The  fong  of  Afaph  (hall  for  ever  laft. 

What  praife  for  fuch  rich  ftrains  (hall  we  allow  f 
What  juft  rewards  the  grateful  crown  beftow  ? 
While  bees  in  flowers  rejoice,  and  flowers  in  dew, 
While  ftars  and  fountains  to  their  courfe  are  true  5 
While  Judah's  throne  and  Sion's  rock  (tand  faft. 
The  fong  of  Afaph  and  the  fame  (hall  laft. 

Still  Hebron's  honoured  happy  foil  retains 
Our  royal  hero's  beauteous  dear  remains  ; 
Who  tiow  fails  oflfwith  winds  nor  wifhes  flack. 
To  bring  his  fuff^erings'  bright  companion  back. 
But  ere  fuch  tranfport  can  our  fenfe  employ, 
A  bittfer  grief  muft  poifon  half  our  joy  ; 
Nor  can  our  coafts  reftor'd  thofe  bleflTings  fee 
Without  a  bribe  to  envious  deftlny! 
Curs'd  Sodom's  doom  for  ever  fix  the  tide 
WUeie  by  inglorious  chance  the  vaiiaat  dy'd ! 

Giv« 
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Give  not  infulting  Aikalon  to  know, 
Nor  let  Gath's  daughters  triumph  in  our  woe ! 
No  failor  with  the  news  fwcll  Egypt's  prjde. 
By  what  inglorious  fate  our  valiant  dyM  ! 
Weep,  Arnon  !  Jordan,  weep  thy  fountains  diy. 
While  Sion's  rock  diflblves  for  a  fupply. 

Calm  were  the  elements,  night's  filence  deep. 
The  waves  fcarce  murmuring,  and  the  winds  afleep  $ 
Yet  fate  for  ruin  takes  fo  ftill  an  hour. 
And  treacherous  fands  the  princely  bark  devour  i 
Then  death  unworthy  feizM  a  generous  race. 
To  virtue's  fcandal,  and  the  flars  difgrace  ! 
Oh  !  had  th'  indulgent  powers  vouchfaPd  to  yield, 
In  (lead  of  faitblpfs  fliclves,  a  lifted  field  : 
A  lifted  field  of  Heaven's  and  David's  foes, 
Fierce  as  the  troops  that  did  his  youth  oppofe. 
Each  life  had  on  his  flaughter'd  heap  retir'd. 
Not  tamely,  and  unconquering  thus  expir'd  : 
But  deftiny  is  now  their  only  foe. 
And  dying  ev'n  o'er  that  they  triumph  too ; 
With  loud  laft  breaths  their  m after' s  fcape  applaud. 
Of  whom  kind  force  could  fcarce  the  fates  defraud  j 
Who  for  fuch  followers  loft,  O  matchlefs  mind  ! 
At  his  own  faFety  now  almoft  repin'd ! 
Say,  royal  Sir,  by  all  your  fame  in  arms. 
Your  praife  in  peace,  and  by  Urania's  charms; 
If  all  your  fulferings  paft  fo  nearly  preft. 
Or  p'erc'd  with  half  fo  painful  grief  ycur  breaft  ? 

Thus  fome  diviner  Mufe  htr  hero  forms. 
Not  footh'd  with  foft  delights,  but  toft  in  ftorms. 

O  3  Nor 
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Nor  ftretcHM  on  roies  in  the  myrtle  grove. 

Nor  crowns  hi»  days  with  mirth,  bis  nights  with  Iotc^ 

But  far  rentOT^d  in  thnndering  camps  is  foand. 

His  flumbcrs  ihort,  his  bed  the  herbkfs  ground : 

In  taflcs  of  danger  always  feen  the  firft. 

Feeds  from  the  hedge,  and  flakes  with  ice  his  tbirft. 

Long  muft  bis  patience  ftrive  with  fortune^s  rage. 

And  long  oppoiing  gods  themfelves  engage, 

Muft  fee  his  country  flame,  his  friends  deftroy'd. 

Before  the  promised  empire  be  enjoy'd  : 

Such  toil  of  fate  muft  build  a  man  of  fame. 

And  fuch,  to  Ifrael's  crown,  the  god-like  David  came. 

What  fudden  beams  difpel  the  clouds  fo  faft, 
Whofc  drenching  rains  laid  all  our  vineyards  wafte  ! 
The  fpring  fo  far  behind  her  courfe  delay 'd. 
On  th'inftant  is  in  all  her  bloom  array 'd  ; 
The  winds  breathe  low,  the  element  ferene  ; 
Yet  mark  what  motion  in  the  waves  is  feen  1 
Thronging  and  bufy  as  Hyblsean  fwarms. 
Or  ftraggled  foldiers  fummonM  to  their  arms. 
See  where  the  princely  bark  in  loofeft  pride, 
With  all  her  guardian  fleet,  adorns  the  tide  ! 
High  on  her  deck  the  royal  lovers  ftand. 
Our  crimes  to  pardon  ere  they  touched  our  land. 
Welcome  to  Il'rael  and  to  David's  breaft ! 
Here  all  your  toils,  here  all  your  fufFerings  reft. 

This  year  did  Ziloah  rule  Jerufalem, 
And  boldly  all  fedition's  Syrtes  ftem, 
Howe'cr  incumbered  with  a  viler  pair 
Than  Ziph  or  Shimei  to  afTift  the  chair  i 

Yet 
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Yet  Ziloah's  loyal  labours  fo  pevail'd 
That  fa61ion  at  the  next  ele6lion  faiPd^ 
When  ev'n  the  common  cry  did  juftice  found. 
And  merit  by  the  multitude  was  crown'^d : 
With  David  then  was  Ifracrt  p«ace  reftor'd, 
Crowds  mourn'd  their  erxDr,  and  obey'd  their  lo|tU 
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THE        MEDAL. 
A    SATIRE    AGAINST    SEDITION. 


EPISTLE  'TO    THE    WHIGS. 

"IT*  O  R  to  whom  can  I  dedicate  this  poem,  with  fo 
-*-  much  juftice  as  to  you  ?  It  is  the  reprefentation 
of  your  own  hero  :  it  is  the  pi£lure  drawn  at  length, 
which  you  admire  and  prize  fomuch  in  little.  None  of 
your  ornaments  are  wanting  ;  neither  the  landfcape  of 
your  Tower,  nor  the  rifing  fun  ;  nor  the  Anno  Domini 
of  your  new  fovereign's  coronation.  This  muft  needs 
be  a  grateful  undertaking  to  your  whole  party  :  efpe- 
cially  to  thofe  who  have  not  been  fo  happy  as  to  pur- 
chafe  the  original.  I  hear  the  graver  has  made  a  good 
market  of  it :  all  his  kings  are  bought  up  already  j  or 
the  value  of  the  remainder  fo  inhanced,  that  many  a 
poorPoiander,  who  would  be  glad  to  worihip  the  image, 
IS  not  able  to  go  to  the  coft  of  him  :  but  muft  be  con- 
tent to  fee  him  here.  I  muft  confefs  I  am  no  great  ar- 
tift ;  but  fign-jx)rr  painting  will  ferve  the  turn  to  re- 
member a  friend  by  ;  efpecially  when  better  is  not  to 
be  hr.d.  Yer,  for  your  comfort,  the  lineaments  are  true  : 
and  thorgli  he  fc.t  not  five  times  to  me,  as  he  did  to  B. 
yet  I  have  confulted  hiftory;  as  the  Italian  painters  do, 
avhcn  they  would  draw  a  Nero  or  a  Caligula  j  though 

they 
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they  have  not  fccn  the  man,  they  can  help  their  imagi- 
nation by  a  ftatuc  of  )iiin»  and  find  out  the  colouring 
from  Suetonius  and  '1  aciius.  Truth  i«»  you  might 
have  i'paicd  one  lidc  of  yoiir  Medal  i  the  head  woidd 
be  i'een  to  more  aclvantagc  if  it  were  placed  on  a  fpilce 
of  the  Tower,  a  liulc  nearer  to  the  fun  5  which  would 
then  break  out  to  belter  purpofe. 

You  tell  us  in  your  preface  to  the  No-protcftant  Plot, 
that  you   (hall  be   forcici  hcjeaftcr  to  leave  off  your 
modefty:    I  fuppofc  you  mean  that  little  which  is  left 
you }  for  it  was  worn  to  raps  whrn  you  put  out  this 
Medal.     Never  was  there  pra'Irlifcd  fuch  a  piece  of  no- 
torious impudence  in  the  face  of  an  e^ablilhed  govern- 
ment. I  believe,  when  he  is  dead,  you  will  wear  him  in 
thumb-rings,  as  the  Turks  did  Scandcrbeg  j  as  if  tlierc 
were  virtue  in  his  bones  to  pjcicrvc  you  againil  monar« 
chy.     Yet  all  this  while  you  pretend  not  only  zeal  fur 
the  public  good,  but  a  duo  veneration  fur  the  perfon  of 
the  king.     But  all  men  who  can  fee  an   inch  before 
them,  may  eaiily  detect  thoie  grois  fallacies.     That  it  it 
neceflary  for  men  in  yourcircumftanccs  to  pretend  both, 
is  granted  you  ;  for  without  them  there  could  be  no 
ground  to  raiTc  a  fa£\ion.     But  I  would  alk  you  one 
civil  queliion,  what  rigiit  has  any  man   among  you,  or 
any  affociation  of  men,  to  come   nearer  to   you,  who, 
out  of  parliaiiunt,  cannot  be  coniidcicd  in  a   public  ca- 
pacity, to  meet  as  you  daily  tlo   in   fictions   clubs,  ta 
vilify  the  government  in  your  difcourles,  and  to  libel 
it   in  all    your  writinjj.s  ?    Who   made   you   jud^i^e»  in 
Ifrael  ?  Or  how  ii  it  conliltcnl  with  your  zeal  for  the 

pub- 
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public  welfare,  to  promote  fedition  ?  Does  your  defi- 
nition of  loyal,  which  is  to  ferve  the  king  according  to 
the  laws,  allow  you  the  licenfe  of  ti-aducing  the  exe- 
cutive power  with  which  you  own  he  is  invefted  ?  You 
complain  that  his  majefty  has  loft  the  love  and  confi- 
dence of  his  people  ;  and,  by  your  very  urging  it,  you 
endeavour  what  in  you  lies  to  make  him  lofc  them.  All 
good  fubje£is  abhor  the  thought  of  arbitrary  power, 
whether  it  be  in  one  or  many  :  if  you  were  the  patriots 
you  would  feem,  you  would  not  at  this  rate  incenfc  the 
multitude  to  aflfume  it ;  for  no  fober  man  can  fear  it, 
either  from  the  king's  difpofition  or  his  praftice ;  or 
even,  where  you  would  odioufly  lay  it,  from  his  mini- 
ilers.  Give  us  leave  to  enjoy  the  government  and  be- 
nefit of  laws  under  which  we  were  bom,  and  which 
we  defire  to  tranfmit  to  our  pofterity.  You  are  not  the 
truftecs  of  the  public  liberty  :  and  if  you  have  not  right 
to  petition  in  a  crowd,  much  lefs  have  you  to  intermeddle 
in  the  management  of  affairs  j  or  to  arraign  what  you 
do  not  like  j  which  in  efFe6l  is  every  thing  that  is  done 
by  the  king  and  council.  Can  you  imagine  that  any 
reafonable  man  will  believe  you  refpe^l  the  perfon  of  • 
his  majefty,  when  it  is  apparent  that  your  fcditious 
pamphlets  are  ftuffed  with  particular  refleftions  on  him  ? 
If  you  have  the  confidence  to  deny  this,  it  is  eafy  to  be 
evinced  from  a  thoiifand  pafTages,  which  I  only  forbear 
to  quote,  becaufe  I  defire  they  ftionld  die  and  be  for- 
gotten. I  hnve  prrufed  many  of  your  papers ;  and  to  fliew 
you  tliat  I  have,  the  third  part  of  your  No-protc(bnt 
Plot  is  much  of  it  ftolen  from  your  dead  author's  pamph- 

Ut, 
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let,  called  the  Growth  of  Popsry  j  as  roanifellly  as 
Milton's  Defence  of  the  Englilh  People  is  from  Bu- 
chanan De  jure  regni  apud  Scotos  :  or  your  firft  Cove- 
nant and  new  Aflfociation  from  the  holy  league  of  the 
French  Guifards.  Any  one  who  reads  Davila,  may 
trace  your  praftices  all  along.  There  were  the  fame 
pretences  for  reformation  and  loyalty,  the  fame  afper- 
iiont  of  the  king,  and  the  fame  grounds  of  a  rebellion. 
I  know  not  wliether  you  will  take  the  hiilorian's  word, 
who  fays  it  was  reported,  that  Poltrot  a  Hugonot 
murdered  Francis  duke  of  Guife,  by  the  inftigations 
of  Theodore  Beza,  or  that  it  was  a  Hugonot  mi- 
ni fter,  otheiwife  called  a  Prefbyterian,  for  our  church 
abhors  fo  devilifli  a  tenet,  who  firft  writ  a  treatife  of 
the  lawfulnefs  of  depofing  and  murdering  kings  of  a 
different  perfuaiion  in  religion  :  but  I  am  able  to  prove, 
from  the  do<5lrine  of  Calvin,  and  principles  of  Buchan- 
an, that  they  fet  the  people  above  the  niagilh-ate  ;  which, 
if  I  miftake  not,  is  your  own  fundamental,  and  which 
carries  your  loyalty  no  farther  than  your  liking.  When 
a  vote  of  the  houfe  of  commons  goes  on  your  fide,  you 
are  as  ready  to  obferve  it  as  if  it  were  pafled  into  a  lawj 
but  when  you  are  pinched  with  any  former  and  yet 
unrepealed  a6l  of  parliament,  you  declare  that  in  fome 
cafes  you  will  not  be  obliged  by  it.  The  paffage  is  in 
the  fame  third  part  of  the  No-proteftantPlot  j  and  is  too 
plain  to  be  denied.  The  late  copy  of  your  intended 
afTociation,  you  neither  wholly  juftify  nor  condemn  } 
but  as  the  papifls,  when  they  arc  unoppofed,  fly  out 
into  all  the  pageantries  of  woriliip ;  but  in  times  of  war, 

w^ 
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when  they  arc  hard  prcficd  by  arguments,  lie  clofe  in- 
trenched behind  the  Council  of  Trent ;  fo  now,  when 
your  affairs  are  in  a  low  condition,  you  dare  not  pre« 
tend  that  to  be  a  legal  combination ;  but  whenfbever 
you  are  afloat,  I  doubt  pot  but  it  will  be  maintained 
and  juftificd  to  purpofe.  For  indeed  there  is  nothing 
to  defend  it  but  the  fword  :  it  is  the  proper  time  to  fay 
any  thing,  when  men  have  all  things  in  their  power. 

Ip  the  mean  time,  you  would  fain  be  nibbling  at  a 
parallel  betwixt  this  afTociation,  and  that  in  the  time  of 
queen  Elizabeth.  But  there  is  this  fmall  difference  be- 
twixt them,  that  the  ends  of  the  one  are  directly  oppo- 
iite  to  the  other  :  one  with  the  queen's  approbation  and 
conjunftion,  as  head  of  it  j  the  other  without  either  the 
confent  or  knowledge  of  the  king,  againft  whofe  au- 
thority it  is  manifcftly  dtfigned.  Therefore  you  do 
well  to  have  rccourfe  to  your  laft  evafjon,  that  it  was 
contrived  by  your  enemies,  and  fliuffled  into  the  papers 
that  wei-e  feized  ;  which  yet  you  fee  the  nation  is  not  fo 
caf;.'  to  believe  as  your  own  jury ;  but  the  matter  is  not 
difficult,  to  find  twelve  men  in  Newgate  who  would 
acquit  a  roalcfaflor. 

I  have  one  only  favour  to  deflre  of  you  at  parting, 
tint  when  you  think  of  anfwering  this  poem,  you 
would  employ  the  fame  pens  againft  it,  who  have  com- 
bated with  lb  much  fuccefs  againft  Abfalom  and  Achi- 
tophel :  for  then  you  may  allure  youifelvcs  of  a  clear 
viftor\\  without  the  Icaft  reply.  Rail  at  me  abundant- 
ly ;  and,  not  to  break  a  cutlom.  do  it  without  wit :  by 
this  mctboii  you  will  gain  a  conuderable  point,  which 
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IS  wholly  to  wave  the  anfwer  of  my  arguments.  Never 
own  the  bottom  of  your  principles,  for  fear  they  ihould 
be  treafon.  Fall  feverely  on  the  mifcarriages  of  go- 
vernment ;  for  if  fcandal  be  not  allowed,  ^you  are  no 
freebom  fubje£ls.  If  God  has  not  bleflfed  you  with  the 
talent  of  rhyming,  make  ufe  of  my  poor  ftoclc  and  wel- 
come :  let  your  verfes  run  upon  my  feet :  ;ind  for  the 
utmoft  refuge  of  notorious  blockheads,  reduced  to  the 
laft  extremity  of  ienfe,  turn  my  own  lines  upon  me, 
and  in  utter  defpair  of  your  own  fatyr,  make  me  faty- 
rize  myfelf.  Some  of  you  have  been  driven  to  this  bay 
already  j  but,  above  all  the  reft,  comniend  me  to  the 
non-conformift  parfon,  who  writ  the  Whip  and  Key. 
I  am  afraid  it  is  not  read  fo  much  as  the  piece  deferves, 
becaufe  the  bookfeller  is  every  week  crying  help  at  the 
end  of  his  Gazette,  to  get  it  off.  You  fee  I  am  chari- 
table enough  to  do  him  a  kindnefs,  that  it  may  be  pub- 
lished as  well  as  printed  ;  and  that  fo  much  fkill  in  He- 
brew derivations  may  not  lie  for  waftc-papcr  in  the  (hop. 
Yet  I  half  fufpefi  he  went  no  farther  for  his  learning, 
than  the  index  of  Hebrew  names  apd  etymologies, 
which  is  printed  at  the  end  of  fome  English  bibles.  If 
Achitophel  fignify  the  brother  of  a  fool,  the  author  of 
that  poem  will  pafs  with  his  readers  for  the  next  of  kin. 
And  perhaps  it  is  the  relation  that  makes  the  kindnefs. 
Whatever  the  verfes  are,  buy  them  up,  I  bcfeech  you, 
out  of  pity  J  for  I  he:ir  the  conventicle  is  ftiut  up,  and 
the  brother  of  Achitophel  out  of  fervicc. 

Now  footmen  you  know  have  the  gencrofity  to  make 
a  purfe  for  a  member  of  their  fociety,  who  has  had  his 

livery 
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livery  pulled  over  his  cars  :  and  even  protcftant  focks 
are  bought  up  among  you,  out*  of  veneration  to  the 
name.  A  difienter  in  poetry  from  fcnfe  and  Englifli 
will  make  as  good  a  proteftant  rhymer,  as  a  difienter 
from  the  church  of  England  a  proteftant  parfon.  Be- 
fides,  if  you  encourage  a  young  beginner,  who  knows 
but  he  may  elevate  his  ftyle  a  little  above  the  vulgar 
epithets  of  propliane,  and  fawcy  Jack,  and  atheiflic 
fcribler,  wi'h  which  he  treats  me,  when  the  fit  of  en- 
thufiafm  is  ftrong  tipon  him  :  by  which  well-mannered 
and  charitable  exprelfions  I  was  certain  of  his  ie6l  be- 
fore 1  knew  his  name.  What  would  you  have  more  of 
a  man  ?  He  has  damned  me  in  your  caufe  from  Genefis 
to  the  Revelations  :  and  has  half  the  texts  of  both  the 
Teftaroents  againft  me,  if  you  will  be  fo  civil  to  your- 
felves  as  to  take  him  for  your  interpreter  ;  and  not  to 
take  them  for  Irifli  witneflcs.  After  all,  perhaps,  you 
will  tell  me,  that  you  retained  him  only  for  the  open- 
ing of  your  caufe,  and  that  your  main  lawyer  is  yet  be- 
hind. Now  if  it  fo  happen  he  meet  with  no  more  reply 
than  his  predeceflbrs,  you  may  either  conclude  that  I 
truft  to  the  goodnef$  of  my  caufe,  or  fear  my  adverfary, 
or  difdain  him,  or  what  you  pleafe ;  for  the  (hort  of  it 
is,  it  is  indifferent  to  your  humble  fervant,  whatever 
your  party  fay$  or  thinks  of  him. 
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/^F  all  our  antic  fights  and  pageantry, 
^^  Which  Englifh  ideots  it^n  in  crowds  to  fee, 
The  Polifh  Medal  bears  the  prize  alone : 
A  monftcr,  more  the  favourite  of  the  town 
Than  either  fairs  or  theatres  have  fliown* 
Never  did  art  fo  well  with  nature  ftrive  } 
Nor  ever  idol  feem'd  fo  much  alive  ; 
So  like  the  man ;  fo  golden  to  the  fight. 
So  bafe  within,  fo  counterfeit  and  light. 
One  fide  is  fiU'd  with  title  and  with  face  5 
And,  left  the  king  ihould  want  a  regal  place. 
On  the  reverfe,  a  tower  the  town  furveys  j 
O'er  which  our  mounting  fun  his  beams  difplays. 
The  word,  pronounced  aloud  by  fhrieval  voice, 
Latamur,  which,  in  Polifh,  is  rejoice. 
The  day,  month,  year,  to  the  great  a6l  are  join'd  j 
And  a  new  canting  holiday  defign'd. 
Five  days  he  fat,  for  every  caft  and  look  ; 
Four  more  than  God  to  finifh  Adam  took. 
But  who  can  tell  what  eilence  angels  are. 
Or  how  long  heaven  was  making  Lucifer  ? 
Oh,  coulJ  the  ftile  that  copy'd  every  grace. 
And  ploughed  fuch  fuirows  for  an  eunuch  face. 
Could  it  have  formed  his  ever-changing  willj 
The  various  piece  had  tir'd  the  grjlver's  ikill ! 
A  martial  hero  firft,  with  early  care. 
Blown,  like  a  pigmy  by  the  winds,  to  vTar. 
Vol.  I.  P 
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A  beardlefs  chief,  a  rebel,  ere  a  man  : 

So  yotiiJg  his  hatred  to  his  prince  began. 

Next  this,  how  wildlj  will  ambitioii  fteer  ! 

A  vermin  wriggling  in  th^  afaiper's  car. 

Bartering  his  venal  wit  for  fums  of  gold» 

He  caft  himfelf  into  the  faint-like  mould  ; 

GroanM,  %hM,  and  prayed,  m^iile  godHncTs  was  gaui^ 

The  lowdeft  bagpipe  of  the  fqncaking  train* 

But,  as  'tis  hard  to  cheat  a  jugglar's  eyes. 

His  open  lewdnefs  he  could  ne'er  difguife. 

There  fplit  the  faint ;  for  hjrpocritic  zeal 

Allows  no  fins  but  thofe  it  can  conceal. 

Whoring  to  fcandal  gives  too  large  a  fcope  s 

Saints  mufi  not  trade ;  but  they  may  interlope*. 

Th'  ungodly  principle  was  all  the  fame ; 

But  a  grofs  cheat  betrays  his  partner's  game. 

Befides,  their  pace  was  formal,  grave,  and  flack  j 

His  nimble  wit  outran  the  heavy  pack. 

Yet  ftill  he  found  his  fortune  at  a  ftay ; 

Whole  droves  of  blockheads  choaking  up  his  way  j 

They  took,  but  not  rewai'ded,  his  advice  j 

Villain  and  wit  exaft  a  double  price. 

Power  was  his  aim  :  but,  thrown  from  that  pretence. 

The  wretch  turnM  loyal  in  his  own  defence  j 

And  malice  reconcil'd  him  to  his  prince. 

Him,  in  the  anguifh  of  his  foul  he  fervM  ; 

Rewarded  faftcr  ftill  than  he  defervM. 

'Behold  him  now  exalted  into  truft ; 

Iliii  CQunfcl  's  oft  convenieot,  feldom  juft* 
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Ev'n  in  the  moft  fmcere  advice  he  gave 
He  had  a  grudging  ftill  to  be  a  knave. 
-  The  frauds  he  learn'd  in  his  fanatic  years 
Made  him  uneafy  in  his  lawful  gears. 
At  beft  as  little  honed  as  he  could, 
And  like  white  witches  mifchievoufly  good. 
To  his  firft  bias  longingly  he  leans  ; 
And  rather  would  be  great  by  wicked  means. 
Thus  fram'd  for  ill,  he  loosM  oirr  triple  hold  j 
Advice  unfafe,  precipitous,  and  bold. 
From  hence  thofe  tears  !  that  Ilium  of  our  woe ! 
Who  helps  a  powerful  friend,  fore-arfns  a  foe. 
"What  wonder  if  the  waves  prevail  fo  far 
When  he  cut  down  the  banks  that  made  the  bar  ? 
Seas  follow  but  their  nature  to  invade  j 
But  he  by  art  our  native  ftrength  betray'd. 
So  Samfon  to  his  foe  his  force  confeft ; 
And  to  be  fhorn,  lay  (lumbering  on  her  breaft. 
But  when  this  fatal  counfel,  found  too  late, 
Expos'd  its  author  to  the  public  hate; 
When  his  juft  fovereitrn,  by  no  impious  way 
Could  be  feduc'd  to  arbitrary  fway ; 
Forfaken  of  that  hope  he  fhifts  his  fail. 
Drives  down  the  current  with  a  popular  gale ; 
And  fliews  the  fiend  confefs'd  without  a  veil. 
He  preaches  to  the  crowd,  that  power  is  lent. 
But  not  conveyM  to  kingly  government ; 
That  claims  fucceflive  bear  no  binding  force. 
That  coronation  oaths  are  things  of  courfc  j 
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Mainfains  rie  maldtade  cm  never  err; 

And  liers  die  peopie  ia  the  p^p&I  chair. 

T^  reatba  's  obvioaa  ,  aiisre^  xueter  lies  $  ^ 

Tl^  moA  &a^e  ftilZ  thesr  iBCBreft  is  thenr  e^es  ;  ^ 

The  p<y«»«r  »  alw3;v9  desrs»  and  ponver  is  ever  wife.    ^ 

Almighty  cnmdy  thoa  ftorteaeft  aH  ^Hpotr^ 

Tower  h  thy  e£encs  ,  wit  ckj  actcibnte  I 

Kor  f akb  nor  realbo  make  Ace  at  a  ftvf , 

Thoa  kap^ft  o*cr  all  ctcnni  tmchs  in  dij  YiadaBic  waj  ! 

Athens  no  doobt  did  HglitBovily  decide. 

When  Phocion  and  when  Socrates  wcze  trfd  : 

As  righteoofly  they  did  dioie  doomt  repent ; 

Still  they  were  wiie  whatever  way  they  went. 

Crowd*  err  not,  thong^  to  bodi  extremes  they  nm  ; 

To  kill  the  father,  and  recal  the  Ton. 

Some  think  the  fools  were  moft  as  times  went  then,. 

But  now  the  world 's  o'erftock'd  with  prudent  men. 

The  common  cry  is  ev'n  religion's  teft. 

The  Turk's  is  at  Conftantinople  beft  j 

Idols  In  India  j  popery  at  Rome  ; 

And  our  own  worihip  only  true  at  home. 

And  true,  but  for  the  time  'tis  hard  to  know 

How  long  we  pleafe  it  (hall  continue  fo. 

This  fide  to-day,  and  that  to-morrow  burns  ; 

80  nil  arc  God-a'mighties  in  their  turns. 

A  tempting  do6>rinc,  plaufible,  and  new  5 

What  fooU  our  fathers  were,  if  this  be  true  \ 

Who,  to  dcftroy  the  feeds  of  civil  war. 

Inherent  right  in  monarchs  did  declare  : 

5  And 
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And  that  a  lawful  power  might  never  ceafe. 

Secured  fucceffion  to  fecure  our  peace. 

Thus  property  and  fovereign  fway  at  laft 

In  equal  balances  were  juftly  caft  : 

But  this  new  Jehu  fpurs  the  hot-mouth'd  horfe  j 

Inftrufts  the  beaft  to  know  his  native  force  j 

To  take  the  bit  between  his  teeth,  and  fly 

To  the  next  headlong  ftcep  of  anarchy. 

Teo  happy  England,  if  our  good  we  knew. 

Would  we  polTefs  the  freedom  we  purfue  ! 

The  lavifh  government  can  give  no  more  ; 

Yet  we  repine,  and  plenty  makes  us  poor. 

God  try'd  us  once  ;  our  rebel-fathers  fought,- 

He  glutted  them  with  all  the  power  they  fought : 

Till,  mafter'd  by  their  own  ufurping  brave. 

The  free-bom  fubje6t  funk  into  a  flave. 

We  loath  our  manna,  and  we  long  for  quails  j 

Ah,  what  is  man  when  his  own  wifh  prevails  ! 

How  rafli,  how  fwift  to  plunge  himfelf  in  ill  ! 

Proud  of  his  power,  and  boundlefs  in  his  will  I 

That  kings  can  do  no  wrong,  we  muft  believe  ; 

None  can  they  do,  and  muft  they  all  receive  ? 

Help,  heaven  !  or  fadly  we  fliall  fee  an  hour. 

When  neither  wrong  nor  right  are  in  their  power  ! 

Already  they  have  loft  their  beft  defence. 

The  benefit  of  laws  which  they  difpenfe. 

No  juftice  to  their  righteous  caufe  allowM  ; 

But  baffled  by  an  arbitrary  crowd. 

And  medals  grav'd  their  conqueft  to  record. 

The  ftanip  and  coin  of  their  adopted  lord. 
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Thr  man  who  iauphd  hut  once,  to  fee  an  als 
Miiml>l;ng  to  make  the  croik-gninM  thiitks  pais  j 
Might  laugh  again  to  fix  a  jury  chew 
The  prickles  of  unpalacabie  law. 
The  witrKfrtes,  that  leech-like  Ixv'd  on  blood, 
bucking  for  fhem  was  medicinally  good  5 
But,  when  they  faften'd  on  their  fefter'd  ibre. 
Then  juftice  and  religion  they  forfwore ; 
Their  maiden  oaths  dehauchM  into  a  whore. 
Thus  men  are  rais'd  by  fa^S^ionSy  and  decryM  ; 
And  rogue  and  faint  diftingoiih'd  by  their  fide. 
They  rack  cv'n  fcrlptarc  to  confefs  their  caufe. 
And  plead  a  call  to  preach  in  fpite  of  laws. 
But  that  *»  no  news  to  the  poor  injured  page. 
It  has  been  us\l  as  ill  in  every  age  5 
And  is  conftrninM  with  patience  all  to  take. 
For  what  defence  can  Greek  and  Hebrew  make  ? 
Jliippy  who  can  this  talking- trumpet  ftizej 
They  make  it  fpcak  whatever  fenfc  they  pleafe  \ 
*Twa9  framM  at  firft  our  oracle  t'  enquire  ;  ^ 

But  fincc  our  fc6l9  in  prophecy  grow  higher,  C 

The  text  inlpircs  not  them,  but  they  the  text  infpire.  3 

London,  i\un\  great  emporium  of  our  iflc, 
(^  thou  ton  bovintcous,  thou  too  fruiif'ul  Nile  ! 
How  (hail  1  piailc  or  curfc  to  thy  dcfcrt  ? 
V\-  lt'p;irnlo  thy  (ounvl  from  thy  corrupted  j>art  ? 
\  crtllM  ihcc  Nile  J  the  pnr.dUl  will  lland  : 
Thy  tidcfi  ofwcnlth  oVrilow  the  fattened  land; 
Vet  luonf^crs  fivm  thy  Kirjvc  incrcafc  we  fmd, 
JSwgtttdciM  oi\  the  llimc  thou  Icav^A  bchiad. 
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Sedition  has  not  wholly  feizM  on  thee. 

Thy  nobler  parts  are  from  infeflion  free. 

Of  Ifraers  tribe  thou  haft  a  numerous  band. 

But  flill  the  Canaanite  is  in  the  land. 

Thy  military  chiefs  are  brave  and  true  j 

Nor  arc  thy  difinchanted  burghers  few. 

The  head  is  loyal  which  thy  heart  commands. 

But  what  ^8  a  head  with  two  fuch  gouty  hands  f 

The  wife  and  wealthy  love  the  fureft  way. 

And  are  content  to  thrive  and  to  obey. 

But  wifdom  is  to  floth  too  great  a  (lave ; 

None  are  fo  bufy  as  the  fool  and  knave. 

Thofe  let  me  curfe  5  what  vengeance  will  they  urge^ 

Whofe  ordures  neither  plague  nor  fire  can  purge  f 

Nor  iharp  experience  can  to  duty  bring. 

Nor  angfry  heaven,  nor  a  forgiving  king  ! 

In  gofpel-phrafe  their  chapmen  they  betray  5    . 

Their  (hops  are  dens,  the  buyer  is  their  prey. 

The  knack  of  trades  is  living  on  the  fpoil  j 

They  boaft  cv'n  when  each  other  they  beguile. 

Cuftoms  to  fteal  is  fuch  a  trivial  thing, 

That  'tis  their  charter  to  defraud  their  king. 

All  hands  unite  of  every  jarring  feft  ; 

They  cheat  the  country  firft,  and  then  infeft. 

They  for  God's  caufe  their  monarchs  dare  detlnone. 

And  they  Ml  be  fure  to  make  his  caufe  their  own. 

Whether  the  plotting  jefuit  layM  the  plan 

Of  murdering  kings,  or  the  French  puritan. 

Our  facrilcgious  fc6ls  their  guides  outgo. 

And  kings  and  kingly  powei-  would  murder  too. 

P  4.  What 
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What  means  their  traiteroiis  combination  lefs. 
Too  plain  t'  evade,  too  fharoeful  to  confefs. 
But  treafon  is  not  own'd  when  'tis  defcry'd  ; 
Succefsful  crimes  alone  are  juftify'd. 
The  men  who  no  confpiracy  would  find 
"Who  doubts  ?  but  had  it  taken,  they  had  join'd, 
Join'd  in  a  mutual  covenant  of  defence ; 
At  firft  without,  at  lad  againft,  their  prince. 
If  fovcreign  right  by  fovereign  power  they  fcan. 
The  fame  bold  maxim  holds  in  God  and  man  : 
God  were  not  fafe,  his  thunder  could  they  Ihun  j 
He  fhould  be  forc'd  to  crown  another  fon. 
Thus,  when  the  heir  was  from  the  vineyard  thrown. 
The  rich  poffeflion  was  the  murderer's  own. 
In  vain  to  fophiftry  they  have  recourfe  t 
By  proving  their's  no  plot,  they  prove  'tis  worfe  j 
Unmaflc'd  rebellion,  and  audacious  force  : 
Which  though  not  aftual,  yet  all  eyes  may  fee 
'Tis  working  in  th'  immediate  power  to  be  j 
For  from  pretended  grievances  they  rife, 
Firft  to  diflike,  and  after  to  defpife. 
Then  cyclop-like  in  human  flefh  to  deal, 
Chop  up  a  minifter  at  every  meal  : 
Perhaps  not  wholly  to  melt  down  the  king  j 
But  clip  his  regal  rights  within  the  ring. 
From  thence  t'  alfume  the  power  of  peace  and  war; 
And  cafe  him  by  degrees  of  public  care. 
Vet,  to  coijfult  his  dignity  and  fame, 
He  (hould  have  leave  to  exerciie  the  name  ; 
And  hold  the  caids  while  commons  play'd  the  game 

For 
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For  whit  can  power  give  raore  than  food  and  drink. 

To  live  at  eafe,  and  not  be  bound  to  think  ? 

Thefc  are  th^  cooler  methods  of  their  crime. 

But  their  hot  zealots  think  'tis  lofs  of  time  j 

On  utmoft  bounds  of  loyalty  they  ftand, 

And  grin  and  whet  like  a  Croatian  band  j 

That  waits  impatient  for  the  laft  command. 

Thus  outlaws  open  villainy  maintain, 

They  Ileal  not,  but  in  fquadrons  fcour  the  plain : 

And  if  their  power  the  pafiengers  fubdue. 

The  moft  have  right,  the  wrong  is  in  the  few. 

Such  impious  axioms  foolishly  they  (how, 

For  in  fome  foils  republics  will  not  grow  : 

Our  temperate  ifle  will  no  extremes  fuilain. 

Of  popular  fway  or  arbitrary  reign  : 

But  Aides  between  them  both  into  the  beft. 

Secure  in  freedom,  in  a  monarch  bleft, 

And  though  the  climate  vexM  with  various  winds. 

Works  through  our  yielding  bodies  on  our  minds. 

The  wholefome  temped  purges  what  it  breeds. 

To  recommend  the  cahnncls  that  fuccecds. 

But  thou,  the  pander  of  the  people's  hearts, 
O  crooked  foul,  and  ferpentine  in  arts, 
Whofc  blandifhments  a  loyal  land  have  whor'd. 
And  broke  the  bonds  fiic  plighted  to  her  lord  3 
What  curfes  on  thy  blaftcd  name  will  fall  !  > 

Which  age  to  age  thtir  legacy  fhall  call ;  L 

For  all  mull  curfe  the  woes  that  muft  defccnd  on  all.  j 
Religion  'hou  haft  pone  :  thy  Mercury 
Ha«  pafsM  through  every  fe6t,  or  theirs  through  thee. 

But 
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The  fsvelling  poilbn  of  the  feveral  fefls, 

Which,  wanting  vent,  the  nation"'s  health  infeflsy 

Shair  bujft  its  bag  ;  and  fighting  out  their  way 

The  various  venoms  on  each  other  prey. 

The  prefbyter  pufF'd  up  with  fpiritual  pride. 

Shall  on  the  necks  of  the  lewd  nobles  ride : 

His  brethren  damn,  the  civil  power  defy  5 

And  parcel  out  republic  prelacy. 

But  (hort  (hall  be  his  reign  :  his  rigid  yoke 

And  tyrant  power  will  puny  fe6ls  provoke  j 

And  frogs  and  toads,  and  all  the  tadpole  train. 

Will  croak  to  heaven  for  help,  from  this  devouring ciane. 

The  cut- throat  fword  and  clamorous  gown  Ihall  jar. 

In  ftiaring  their  ill-gotten  fpoils  of  war  : 

Chiefs  (hall  be  grudgM  the  part  which  they  pretend  j   ^ 

Lords  envy  lords,  and  friends  with  every  friend         ^ 

About  their  impious  merit  /hall  contend,  <^ 

The  furly  commons  fliall  refpc^l  deny, 

And  juftle  peerage  out  with  pioperty. 

Their  general  either  fliall  his  trult  betray. 

And  force  the  crowd  to  arbitrary  fway  ; 

Or  they,  fufpefling  liis  ambitious  aim. 

In  hate  of  kings  fhnll  caft  anew  the  frame  ; 

And  thruH:  out  Coilntine  thnt  bore  their  name. 

Thus  inborn  broils  the  fa6\ions  would   ergage, 
Or  wars  of  cxil'd  heirs,  or  foreign  rage. 
Till  halting  vcni:;eancc  overtook  our  age  : 
And  our  wild  labours  wearied  into  reft, 
RcclinM  u3  on  a  rigluful  monarch's  brcaft. 
**  —  Pudet  h'xc  opprobria,  vobis 
"  Et  dici  potuiiTe,  Sj  non  potuilfc  rcfcUi." 

TAR. 
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But  inanag''ci  aukwardly  that  lawful  part  5 
To  vent  foul  lies  and  treafon  was  his  art, 


And  pointed  libels  at  crownM  heads  to  dart.  '  ^ 

This  prieft,  and  others  learned  to  defame, 

Firft  murder  injur'd  Tullius  in  his  name ; 

With  blackeft  calumnies  their  fovereign  load, 

A  poifon'd  brother,  and  dark  league- abroad  ; 

A  fon  unjuftly  top'd  upon  the  throne. 

Which  yet  was  prov'd  undoubtedly  his  own  ; 

Though,  as  the  la>v  was  there,  'twas  his  behoof, 

W^ho  difpoffefsM  the  heir,  to  bring  the  proof. 

This  hellifli  charge  they  back'd  with  difmal  frightsi« 

The  lofs  of  property  and  facred  rights. 

And  freedom,  words  which  all  falfe  patriots  ufe. 

As  fureft  names  the  Romans  to  abufe. 

Jealous  of  kings,  and  always  malecontent. 

Forward  In  change,  yet  certain  to  repent. 

Whilft  thus  the  plotters  needful  fears  create, 

Tarquin  with  open  force  invades  the  ftatc. 

Lewd  nobles  join  him  with  their  feeble  might. 

And  athcift  fools  for  dear  religion  fight. 

The  prielts  their  boafted  principles  difown. 

And  level  their  harangues  again  ft  the  throne. 

Vain  promii^s  the  people^s  minds  allure. 

Slight  were  their  ills,  but  defperate  the  cure, 

*Tis  hard  for  kings  to  fteer  an  equal  courfe. 

And  they  who  banifli  one,  oft  gain  a  worfc. 

Thofe  heavenly  bodies  we  admire  above. 

Do  eveiy  day  irregulaily  move , 

Yet 
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Yet  Tulllus,  tis  decreed,  muft  lofe  the  crown. 

For  faults,  that  were  his  council's,  not  his  own. 

He  now  in  vain  commands  ev"'n  thofe  he  payM, 

By  darling  troops  deferted  and  betray 'd, 

By  creatures  which  his  generous  warmth  had  made 

Of  thefe  a  captain  of  the  guards  was  worft, 

Whofe  memory  to  this  day  ftands  accurft. 

This  rogue,  advancM  to  military  truft 

By  his  own  whoredom,  and  his  flfter^s  luft, 

Forfook  his  mafter,  after  dreadful  vows. 

And  plotted  to  betray  him  to  his  foes  j 

The  kindeft  mailer  to  the  vileft  flave. 

As  free  to  give,  as  he  was  fure  to  crave. 

His  haughty  female,  who,  as  books  declare. 

Did  always  tofs  wide  noftrils  in  the  air. 

Was  to  the  younger  Tullia  governefs. 

And  did  attend  her,  when,  in  borrowM  drcfs. 

She  fled  by  night  from  Tullius  in  diftrefs. 

This  wretch,  by  letters,  did  invite  his  foes. 

And  us'J  all  arts  her  father  to  depofe  ; 

A  father,  always  generoufly  bent. 

So  kind,  that  ev'n  her  wifhes  he'd  prevent. 

*Twas  now  high  time  for  Tullius  to  retieat, 

When  ev'n  his  daughter  haften'd  his  defeat ; 

When  faith  and  duty  vanifli'd,  and  no  more 

The  name  of  father  and  of  king  he  bore  : 

A  king,  whofe  right  his  foes  could  ne'er  difpute ; 

So  mild,  that  mercy  was  his  attribute ; 

Affable,  kind,  and  eafy  of  accefs  ; 

Swift  to  relieve,  unwilling  to  opprcfs ; 

Rich 
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Kich  withcnt  tazcSy  yet  m  pavrcent  juft  ; 
So  bonefty  that  he  hardlv  could  difiruft  j 
His  aAive  foul  from  labours  ne^er  did  ceafcj 
Valiant  in  war,  and  vigilant  in  peace  ; 
Studious  with  traffick  to  enrich  die  land  ; 
Strong  to  prote^l,  and  fkilfui  to  command  | 
Liberal  and  fplcndid,  yet  without  exceft  j 
Prone  to  relierey  unwilling  to  diftrefs ; 
In  Aim,  how  godlike  muft  his  nature  be^ 
Whofc  only  fault  was  too  much  piety ! 
This  kfng  rcmovM,  th*  aiTembled  ftates  thought  fit 
That  Tarqutn  in  the  vacant  throne  fliould  fit } 
Voted  him  regent  in  their  fenate-houfe. 
And  with  an  empty  name  endowM  his  fpoufe. 
The  elder  Tullia,  who,  fome  authors  feign. 
Drove  o'er  her  father's  corpfe  a  rumbling  wain  r 
But  (he  more  guilty  numerous  wains  did  drive 
To  crufh  her  father  and  her  king  alive  ; 
And  in  remembrance  of  his  hafien'd  fall, 
Refolv'd  to  inlbtute  a  weekly  ball. 
The  jolly  glutton  grew  in  bulk  and  chin, 
Feafted  on  rapine,  and  enjoy'd  her  fin ; 
With  luxury  (he  did  weak  reafon  force, 
DcbauchM  good-nature,  and  cramM  down  remoHe  ^ 
Yet  when  (he  drank  cold  tea  in  liberal  fups. 
The  fobbing  dame  was  maudling  in  her  cups. 
But  bnital  Tarquin  never  did  relent. 
Too  hard  to  melt,  too  wicked  to  repent  j 
Cruel  in  deeds,  more  mercilefs  in  will» 
And  blell  with  natural  delight  in  ill. 
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From  a  wife  guardian  he  received  his  doom 

To  walk  the  Change,  and  not  to  govern  Rome* 

He  fwore  hi^  native  honours  to  difown, 

Apd  did  by  perjury  afcend  the  throne. 

Oh  I  had  that  oath  his  fwelling  pride  repreft, 

Rome  had  been  then  with  peace  and  plenty  bleft. 

But  Tarquin,  guided  by  deftruftive  fate, 

The  country  wafted,  and  embroilM  the  ftate, 

Tranfported  to  their  foes  the  Roman  pelf. 

And  by  their  luin  hopM  to  fave  himfelf. 

Innumerable  woes  opprefs'd  the  land. 

When  it  fubmitted  to  his  curs'd  command. 

So  juft  was  heaven,  that  'twas  hard  to  tell. 

Whether  its  guilt  or  lofTes  did  excell. 

Men  that  renounced  their  God  for  dearer  trade. 

Were  then  the  guardians  of  religion  made. 

Rebels  were  fainted,  foreigners  did  reign. 

Outlaws  returned,  preferment  to  obtain. 

With  frogs,  and  toads,  and  all  their  croaking  train 

No  native  knew  their  features  nor  their  birth. 

They  feem'd  the  greafy  offspnng  of  the  earth. 

The  trade  was  funk,  the  fleet  and  army  fpent  5 

Devouring  taxes  fwallow'd  lefler  rent  j 

Taxes  imposed  by  no  authority ; 

Each  lewd  colleftion  was  a  robbery. 

Bold  felf-creating  men  did  ftatutes  draw, 

Skiird  to  eftablifh  villainy  by  law  j 

Fanatic  drivers,  whofe  unjuft  careers 

Produced  new  ills  exceeding  former  fears. 

Yet 
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Yet  authors  here  except  a  faithful  band. 
Which  the  prevailing  fa^Uon  did  withftand  ; 
And  fome,  who  bravely  ftood  in  the  defence 
Of  baffled  juftice  and  their  exil'd  prince. 
Thefe  ihine  to  after-times,  each  facred  name 
Stands  ftill  recorded  in  the  rolls  of  fame. 

SUUM       CUIC^UE. 

"IXT"  HEN  lawlefs  men  their  neighbours  difpoffefs, 
^  ^     The  tenants  they  extirpate  or  opprefs  j 
And  make  rude  havock  in  the  fruitful  foil, 
Which  the  right  owners  ploughed  with  careful  toil. 
The  fame  proportion  does  in  kingdoms  hold, 
A  new  prince  breaks  the  fences  of  the  old ! 
And  will  o'er  carcafes  and  deferts  J'eign, 
Unlefs  the  land  its  rightful  lord  regain. 
He  gripes  the  faithlels  owners  of  the  place. 
And  buys  a  foreign  army  to  deface 
The  fear'd  and  I^ated  remnant  of  their  race. 
He  ftarves  their  forces,  and  ob(lru6ls  their  trade  ; 
Vaft  Aims  aie  given,  and  yet  no  native  paid. 
The  church  itfplf  he  labours  to  aflail. 
And  keeps  fit  tools  to  break  the  facred  pale. 
Of  thofe  let  him  the  guilty  roll  commence. 
Who  has  betray M  a  mailer  and  a  prince  ; 
A  man,  fcditious,  lewd,  and  impudent  i 
An  engine  always  mifchievoufly  bent ; 
One  who  from  all  the  bands  of  duty  fwerves ; 
No  tye  can  hold  but  that  which  he  defervcs  ^ 
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An  author  dwindled  to  a  pamphleteer  j 

Skilful  to  forge,  and  always  infincere  j 

Carelefs  exploded  pra6lices  to  mend  i 

Bold  to  attack,  yet  feeble  to  defend. 

Fate's  blindfold  reign  the  atheift  loudly  owns. 

And  Providence  blafphemoufly  dethrones. 

In  vain  the  leering  ador  drains  his  tongue 

To  cheat,  with  tears  and  empty  noife,  the  throngs 

Since  all  men  know,  whatever  he  fays  or  writes. 

Revenge  or  ftronger  intereft  indites. 

And  that  the  wretch  employs  his  venal  wit 

How  to  confute  what  formerly  he  writ. 

Next  him  the  grave  Socinian  claims  a  place, 
Endow'd  with  reafon,  though  bereft  of  grace  j 
A  preaching  pagan  of  furpailing  fame  : 
No  regifter  records  his  borrowed  name. 
Oh,  had  the  child  more  happily  been  bred, 
A  radiant  mitre  would  have  gracM  his  head  : 
But  now  unfit,  the  mod  he  ihould  expe6l. 
Is  to  be  cnterM  of  T F 's  feft. 

To  him  fucceeds,  with  looks  demurely  fad, 
A  gloomy  foul,  with  revelation  mad  ; 
Falie  to  his  friend,  and  carelefs  of  his  word  y 
A  dreaming  prophet,  and  a  griping  lord  ; 
He  fells  the  livings  which  he  can't  polTefs, 
And  farms  that  fme-cure  his  diocefe. 
Unthinking  man  !  to  quit  thy  barren  fee. 
And  vain  endeavours  in  chronology, 
For  the  more  fmitlcfs  care  of  royal  charity. 

Thy 


TSk:  tircaiac  of  oid  ags  in  T^als  to  lac^xm  ; 

Nor  ^ihah  die  city-pcxir  wi];  ia^  Ic&diu 
TliT  plar:  inn-  ^idl  fae  Ticiitt  is  tins  i«4|!ii» 

I  fiumld  admit  ^xr  boottd  ^rsfatc  im>w 
Bst  he  is  even  fior  iampooB  loo  ionr ; 
The&om  a&dciatcsft  of  Jiioval  xmct^ 
The  natun^s  gnerancx^  mtd  tiK  gcMtn^s  ili%iwt» 
None  (a  unkarnM  did  ere  at  LowkM  fit ) 
Thb  dnFeicr  does  the  &cnA  dbmt  belli— 1> 
I  need  not  brand  the  fpiritml  parndde^ 
Nor  draw  die  weapon  dangling  by  his  liJe  i 
Th"  aft«.>nifli^d  worid  ranembers  that  o^nce, 
And  k^nows  he  ftole  the  daughter  of  his  prince* 
*Tis  dme  enough,  in  fome  Aicc^etiing  age. 
To  bring  this  mitred  captain  on  the  t^agc. 

Thefe  are  the  leaders  in  apollacy,  > 

The  wild  reformers  of  the  litur^,  I 

And  the  blind  guides  of  poor  elcilive  majcfty  |  j 

A  thing  which  commonwcalth's-men  did  devile^ 
Till  plots  were  ripe,  to  catch  the  peopled  eycu. 

Their  king 's  a  monfter,  in  a  quagmire  borni 
Of  all  the  native  brutes  the  grief  and  fcorn  f 
With  a  big  fnout,  caft  in  a  crooked  moulil, 
Which  runs  with  glanders  and  an  inborn  cold. 
His  fubftance  is  of  clammy  fnot  and  phlegm  f 
Sleep  is  his  effence,  and  his  life  a  dream. 
To  Capreae  this  Tiberius  does  retire, 
To  quench  with  catamite  his  feeble  fire. 

Qji  Dfjif 
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Dear  catamite  !  who  rules  alone  the  ftate,  'j 

While  monarch  dozes  on  his  unpropt  height,  > 

Silent,  yet  thoughtlefs,  and  fecure  of  fate.  ^ 

Could  you  but  fee  the  fulfome  hero  led 

By  loathing  vafTals  to  his  noble  bed  ! 

In  ilannen  robes  the  coughing  ghoft  does  walk. 

And  his  mouth  moates  like  cleaner  breech  of  hawk* 

Corruption,  fpringing  from  his  canker'd  breaft. 

Furs  up  the  channel,  and  difturbs  his  reft. 

With  head  propt  up  the  bolfter'd  engine  lies  $ 

If  pillow  flip  afide,  the  monarch  dies. 
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RELIGIO     LAIC  I: 

Or,    A     LAYMAN'S     FAITH, 

AN      EPISTLE. 


The       preface. 

A  Poem  with  fo  bold  a  title,  and  a  name  prefixed 
"^^  from  which  the  handling  of  fo  ferious  a  fubje{^ 
would  not  be  expefted,  may  reafonably  oblige  the  au- 
thor to  fay  fomewhat  in  defence,  both  of  himfelf  and 
of  his  undertaking.  In  the  firft  place,  if  it  be  objected 
to  me,  that,  being  a  layman,  I  ought  not  to  have  con- 
cerned myfelf  with  fpeculations,  which  belong  to  the 
profeflion  of  divinity ;  I  could  anfwer,  that  perhaps 
laymen,  with  equal  advantages  of  parts  and  knowledge, 
are  not  the  moft  incompetent  judges  of  faci^  things  5 
but,  in  the  due  fenfe  of  my  own  weaknefs  and  want  of 
learning,  I  plead  not  this  :  I  pretend  not  to  make  myfelf 
a  judge  of  faith  in  others,  but  only  to  make  a  confcf- 
fion  of  my  own.  I  lay  no  unhallowed  hand  upon  the 
ark,  but  wait  on  it  with  the  reverence  that  becomes  me 
at  a  diftance.  In  the  next  place  I  will  ingenuoufly 
conf.fs,  that  the  helps  I  have  ufcd  in  this  fmall  trcatife, 
were  many  of  them  taken  from  the  works  of  our  own 
reverend  divines  of  the  church  of  England  j  {o  that  the 
weapons  with  which  I  combat  irreligion,  are  already 
confecratcd  j  though  I  fuppofe  they  may  be  taken  down 
CL3  »• 
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«  lawfully  as  dte  frord  cf  Goliah  was  by  David,  whsn 
tiicj arcto be  cmploytd  fordk ooaanoiicaule  againt  tlK 
enemies  of  piety.  I  iatend  doC  by  this  to  iodde  tbem  to 
aajefiByetion,wbicbyrtIho|ieaieonIy  tboleof  d»- 
rity  to  mankiiHi ;  and  fiich  as  my  own  chanty  has  canT- 
ci  me  to  commity  that  of  oth?r)  may  more  eafily  ex- 
C'jle.     Being  naturally  inclined  to  fcepsicifin  in  philo- 
Ibphy,  I  hare  no  reafon  to  impof;  my  opinioDs  in  a 
fubjcA  which  is  aboTe  it ;  but,  whatever  tfaey  are,  I 
fabmit  them  with  all  reverence  to  my  mother  church, 
accounting  them  no  further  mine,  than  as  they  are  an- 
thorifed,  or  at  lead:  uncondemneJ,  by  her.    Ar.d,  in- 
deed, to  fecure  myfelf  on  this  fide,  I  have  ufed  the  ne- 
cefl*ary  precaution  of  fiiewing  this  paper  before  it  was 
puhlilhed  to  a  judicious  and  learned  friend,  a  man  in- 
dtfatigably  zealous  in  the  fcrvice   of  the  church  and 
ftate  J  and  whofe  writings  have  highly  deferved  of  both. 
He  was  pleafed  to  approve  the  hody  of  the  difcourfe, 
and  I  hope  he  is  more  my  friend  than  to  do  it  out  of 
complaifance :  it  is  true  he  had  too  good  a  talle  to  like 
it  all  'y  and  amongft  fome  other  faults  recommended  to 
my  fccond  view,  what  I  have  written  perhaps  too  bold- 
ly on  St.  Athanafius,  which  he  advifed  me  wholly  to 
omit.     I  Am  Tcnfiblc  enough  that  I  had  done  more  pru- 
dently to  have  followed  his  opinion  :  but  then  I  could 
not  have  futisficd  myfelf  that  I  had  done  honeftly  not 
to  have  written  what  was  my  own.     It  has  always  been 
iny  thought,  that  heathens  who  never  did,  nor  without 
miracle  could,  hear  of  the  nam;;  of  Chrift,  were  yet  in 
a  puliibility  of  ialvation.     Neither  will  it  enter  eafily 
5  into 
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into  my  belief,  that  before  the  coming  of  our  Saviour 
the  whole  worlds  excepting  only  the  Jewifh  nation,  ihould 
lie  under  the  inevitable  necefllty  of  everlafting  punifh* 
ment,  for  want  of  that  revelation,  which  was  confined 
to  fo  fmall  a  fpot  of  ground  as  that  of  Paleftine.  Among 
the  fons  of  Noah  we  read  of  one  only  who  was  accur- 
fed  i  and  if  a  blefling  in  the  ripenefs  of  time  was  re-> 
fcrvcd  for  Japhet  (of  whofe  progeny  we  are),  it  feems 
unaccountable  to  me,  why  fo  many  generations  of  the 
fame  offspring,  as  preceded  our  Saviour  in  the  flefh, 
ihould  be  all  involved  in  one  common  condemnation, 
and  yet  that  their  poflerity  fhould  be  entitled  to  the 
hopes  of  falvation  :  as  if  a  bill  of  excluiion  had  paifed 
only  on  the  fathers,  which  debarred  not  the  fons  from 
their  fucceJiion.  Or  that  fo  many  ages  had  been  deli- 
vered over  to  hell,  and  fo  many  referved  for  heaven, 
and  that  the  devil  had  the  firfl  choice,  and  God  the 
next.  Truly  I  am  apt  to  think,  that  the  revealed  reli- 
gion which  was  taught  by  Noah  to  all  his  fons,  might 
continue  for  fome  ages  in  the  whole  pofterity.  That 
afterwards  it  was  included  wholly  in  the  family  of  Sera, 
is  manifeft ;  but  when  the  progenies  of  Cham  and  Ja- 
phet fwarmed  into  colonics,  and  thofe  colonies  were 
fubdivided  into  many  others :  in  procefs  of  time  their 
defcendants  loft  by  little  and  little  the  primitive  and 
purer  rites  of  divine  worfhip,  retaining  only  the  notion 
of  one  deity  j  to  which  fucceeding  generations  added 
others  :  for  men  took  their  degrees  in  thole  ages  from 
conquerors  to  gods.  Revelation  being  thus  eclipied  to 
almoft  all  mankind^  the  light  of  nature  as  the  next  in 
Qj4.  dig- 
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otherwifc  define  than  by  fayinp;  it  it  infinite )  at  if  in- 
finite were  definable,  or  infinity  a  fubje^t  for  our  nnr- 
row  underdanding.  They  who  would  prove  religion 
by  reafon,  do  but  weaken  the  caufe  which  thty  endea- 
vour  to  fupport :  it  is  to  take  away  the  pillars  from  our 
faith,  and  to  prop  it  only  with  a  twig  {  it  ii  to  defign  a 
tower  like  that  of  Babel,  which  if  it  were  poflible,  at 
it  is  not,  to  reach  heaven,  would  come  to  nothing  by 
the  confufion  of  the  workmen.  For  every  man  is  build- 
ing a  feveral  way ;  impotently  conceited  of  his  own 
model  and  his  own  materials  :  reafon  is  always  flriv- 
ing,  and  always  at  a  lols  j  and  of  neccifity  it  muft  fo 
come  to  pafs,  while  it  is  cxcrcifed  about  that  which  is 
not  its  proper  objc6^.  Let  us  be  content  at  laft  to  know 
God  by  his  own  methods  *,  at  lead.  To  much  of  him 
as  he  is  pleafed  to  reveal  to  us  in  the  facred  ibriptures  t 
to  apprehend  them  to  be  the  word  of  God,  is  all  our 
reafon  has  to  »io  j  for  all  beyond  it  is  the  work  of  faith, 
which  is  the  feal  of  heaven  iniprclTcd  upon  our  human 
undcrftandinp. 

And  now  for  what  concerns  the  holy  biftiop  Athana- 
fius,  the  preface  of  whole  creed  Items  inconfiftent  with 
my  opinion  ;  which  is,  th.it  heathens  may  poffibly  be 
fav«d  :  in  the  fiirt  place  1  delire  it  may  be  confidcred 
that  it  is  the  preface  only,  not  the  crceil  itldf,  wl)ich, 
till  I  am  better  int'oir.Kci,  is  of  too  hard  a  dip;c(lion  fot 
my  charity.  It  Is  noi  that  I  am  ignorant  how  many  fe- 
veral texts  of  fcriptiire  Iccmingly  fupport  that  caufc  j 
but  neither  a::i  I  ip;ii')rant  \\n\v  all  lliole  texts  mny  rr- 
ceive    a    kinder    and    more   mollified    interpretation. 

Kvcry 


234  PREFACE. 

Every  man  who  is  read  in  church  h.ftory,  knows  that 
belief  was  drawn  up  after  a  long  conteftatlon  with 
Arius,  concerning  the  divinity  of  our  bielTed  Saviour, 
and  his  being  one  fubftance  with  the  father  $  and  that 
thus  compiled  it  was  fent  abroad  among  the  chriftian 
churches,  as  a  kind  of  teft,  which  whofoever  took  was 
looked  on  as  an  orthodox  believer.  It  is  manifeft 
from  hence,  tliat  the  heathen  pait  of  tlie  empire  was 
not  concerned  in  it;  for  it^s  bufinefs  was  not  to 
diftinguiih  betwixt  Pagans  and  Chriftians,  but  be- 
twixt Heretics  and  true  Believers.  This,  well  con- 
ildered,  takes  off  the  heavy  weight  of  cenfure,  which 
I  would  willingly  avoid  from  fo  venerable  a  man  j 
for  if  this  propofition,  *  whofoever  will  be  faved,' 
be  reftrained  only  to  thofe  to  whom  it  was  intend- 
ed, and  for  whom  it  was  compofed,  I  mean  the 
Chriftians  j  tiien  the  anathema  reaches  not  the  Hea- 
thens, who  had  never  heard  of  Chrift,  and  were  no- 
thing interefted  in  that  difpute.  After  all,  I  am  far 
from  blaming  even  that  prefatory  addition  to  the  creed, 
and  as  far  from  caviling  at  tlie  continuation  of  it  in  the 
liturgy  of  the  church,  where  on  the  days  appointed  it  is 
publicly  read :  for  I  fuppofe  there  is  the  fame  reafon 
for  it  now,  in  oppofition  to  the  Socinians,  as  there  was 
then  againft  the  Arians  ;  the  one  being  a  Herefy,  which 
feems  to  have  been  refined  out  of  the  other ;  and  with 
how  much  more  plaiifibility  of  reafon  it  combats  our 
religion,  with  fo  much  more  caution  it  ought  to  be 
avoided  :  therefore  the  prudence  of  our  church  is  to  be 
commended,  which  has  interpofed  her  authority  for  the 

recom- 
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recommendation  of  this  creed.  Yet  to  Aich  as  are 
grounded  in  the  true  belief,  thofe  explanatory  creeds, 
the  Nicene  and  this  of  Athanafius,  might  perhaps  be 
ipared  j  for  what  is  fupematural,  will  always  be  a  my- 
ftcry  in  fpight  of  expofition  ;  and  fcr  my  own  part,  the 
plain  apofties  creed  is  mod  fuitable  to  my  weak  under- 
ftanding,  as  the  fimpleft  diet  is  the  moft  eafy  of  di- 
geftion. 

I  have  dwelt  longer  on  this  fubjeft  thafi  I  intended, 
and  longer  than  perhaps  I  ought ;  for  having  laid 
down,  as  my  foundation,  that  the  fcripture  is  a  rule  $ 
that  in  all  things  needful  to  falvation  it  is  clear,  fufH- 
cient,  and  ordained  by  God  Almighty  for  that  purpofe, 
I  have  left  myfelf  no  right  to  interpret  obfcure  places, 
fach  as  concern  the  pofTibility  of  cternnl  h.ipptne'fs  to 
heathens:  becaufe  whaifoever  is  obfai'e  is  concluded 
not  neceflary  to  be  known. 

But,  by  aflerting  the  fcripture  to  be  the  canon  of  our 
faith,  I  have  unavoidably  created  to  myfelf  two  forts  of 
enemies :  the  papifts  indeed,  more  dii'e6lly,  becaufe 
they  have  kept  the  fcripture  from  us  what  they  could ; 
and  have  rderved  to  themfelves  a  right  of  interpreting 
what  they  have  dtlivrred  under  the  pretence  of  infalli- 
bility :  and  the  fanatics  more  collaterally,  becaufe  they 
have  afTumcd  what  amounts  to  an  infallibility,  in  the 
private  fpirit :  and  have  dttorted  thol'c  texts  of  fcrip- 
ture which  are  not  neceflary  to  falvation,  to  the  damn- 
^bL'  uffs  of  fedjtion,  clifliirbance  ard  dcftru6lion  of 
the  civil  government.  To  begin  with  the  papifts,  and 
to  fpeak  freely,  I  think  ihem  the  Icfs  dangerous,  at 

leaft 
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lead  in  appearance,  to  our  prefent  ftate ;  for  not  only 
the  penal  laws  are  in  force  againft  them,  and  their  number 
18  contemptible  j  but  alfo  their  peers  and  commons  are 
excluded  from  parliament,  and  confequently  thofe  laws 
in  no  probability  of  being  repealed.  A  general  and 
uninterrupted  plot  of  their  clergy,  ever  fmce  the  Refor- 
mation,  I  fuppofe  all  proteftants  believe  j  for  it  is  not 
reafonable  to  think  but  that  fo  many  of  their  orders,  as 
were  outed  from  their  fat  poffeflions,  would  endeavour 
a  rc-entrance  againft  thofe  whom  they  account  heretics. . 
As  for  the  late  defign,  Mr.  Coleman's  letters,  for 
aught  I  know,  are  the  beft  evidence ;  and  what  they 
difcover,  without  wire-drawing  their  fenfe,  or  malici- 
ous glofles,  all  men  of  reafon  conclude  credible.  If 
there  be  any  thing  more  than  this  required  of  me,  I 
muft  believe  it  as  well  as  I  am  able,  in  fpight  of  the 
witnefles,  and  out  of  a  decent  conformity  to  the  votes 
of  parliament  j  for  I  fuppofe  the  fanatics  will  not  al- 
low the  private  fpirit  in  this  cafe.  Here  the  infallibili- 
ty is  at  leall  in  one  part  of  the  government  j  and  our  un- 
derftandings  as  well  as  our  wills  are  reprefented.  But 
to  return  to  the  Roman  catholics,' how  can  we  be  fecure 
from  the  practice  of  jefuited  papifts  in  that  religion? 
For  not  two  or  three  of  that  order,  as  fome  of  them 
would  impoie  upon  us,  but  almoft  the  whole  body  of 
them  are  of  opinion,  that  their  infallible  mailer  has  a 
right  over  kings,  not  only  in  ipirituals  but  temporals. 
Not  to  name  Mariana,  Btllannine,  Emanuel  Sa,  Moli- 
na, Sanlare,  Simancha,  and  at  leaft  twenty  others  of  fo- 
reign countries}  we  can  produce  of  our  own  nation. 

Cam- 
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Campian,  and  Doleman  or  Parfons,  befides  many  are 
named  whom  I  have  not  read,  who  all  of  them  atteft 
this  doftnne,that  the  pope  can  dcpofe  and  give  away  the 
right  of  any  fovereign  prince,  "fi  vel  paulumde  flexeret," 
if  he  fhall  never  fo  little  warp  :  but  if  he  once  comes 
to  be  excommunicated,  then  the  bond  of  obedience  is 
taken  off  from  fubjefts;  and  they  may  and  ought  to 
drive  him  like  another  Nebuchadnezzar,  "  ex  hominum 
**  Chriftianorum  dominatu,'"  from  elcercifing  dominion 
over  chriftians  ;  and  to  this  they  are  bound  by  virtue  of 
divine  precept,  and  by  all  the  ties  of  confcience,  under 
no  lefs  penalty  than  damnation.    If  they  anfwer  me,  as 
a  learned  prieft  has  lately  written,  that  this  do6lrine  of 
the  jefuits  is   not  **  de  fide ;"  and  that   confequently 
they  are  not  obliged  by  it,  they  muft  pardon  me,  if  I 
think  they  have  faid  nothing  to  the  purpofe ;  for  it  is  a 
maxim  in  their  church,  where  points  of  faith  are  notde> 
cided,  and  that  do£lors  are  of  contrary  opinions,  they 
may  follow  which  part  they  pleafe ;  but  more  fafely  the 
moft  received  and  moft  authorized.    And  their  cham- 
pion  Bellarmine  has  told  the  world,  in  his  apology, 
that  the  king  of  England  is  a  vaiTal  to  the  pope,   '*  ra- 
*'  tione  dire6li  Domini,^*  and  that  he  holds  in  villanage 
of  his  Roman  landlord.     Which  is  no  new  claim  put 
in  for  England.     Our  chronicles  are  his  authentic  wit- 
ndTes,  that  king  John  was  depofed  by  the  fame  plea, 
and  Philip  Auguftus  admitted  tenant.  And  which  makes 
the  more  for  Bellarmine,  the  French  king  was   again 
ejefled  when  our  king  fubmitted  to  the  church,  and 
the  crown  was  received  under  the  fordid  condition  of  a 
vafialage.  It 
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I*^    ■  not  fuiTicien*  f.r  'he   more  moderate  and  well- 
ni.  %» -lb,  01  wni.h  I  doubc  not  there  are  many, 

tt  ,•  ih »  evidences  of  their  loyalty   to  the  late 

k  -  J  lO  >  V.  :  J  ".    .'  innocency  in  this  plot:  I  will 

g  ...  ':.:j.  h  .1...  '.'  in  the  fiiil,  to  have  been  as  loyal 
aul  wi  i.ni*--  I  ■  -y  otfire  ;  ami  will  be  willing  to  hold 
t*i    ■  ■■.  as  to  !'  ■  .ccoiul,  I  mean  when  it  comes- 

to  J  I.  .",  an  :  af*  my  better^  ;  for  it  is  a  madnefs 
i.i  !..  ^  .alc.e,  v.'iiiie  the  nation  continues  drunk: 
b'..  ■  ivinp  <•!  their  father  Cref.  is  ftill  running  in 
>i..  !-•.',  th  :::ey  may  be  difpenfcd  with  in  their  obe- 
.*  :..  :o  an  htetic  prince,  while  the  neceffity  of  the 
t  K.  .  .!>all  bilge  them  to  it:  for  that,  as  another  of 
t^:.  .11  •  .-'.  us,  is  v'ly  thceffeft  of  chriftian  prudence; 
bu.  ".'...,  once  the  '  liall  get  power  to  ihake  him  off, 
an  li  c  is  no  l?.•.^  i  il  king,  and  confequently  to  rife 
ai;-ii.ih  'i  ;.  is  no  rc  ellion.  I  (hould  be  glad,  there- 
fi .  ■,  t*'.  they  N.'oiilu  .)ilow  the  rdvice  which  was  cha- 
rii.  ^'v  1-.  n  tl:cm  by  j  :evcre:itl  prelate  of  our  church  5 
namv.v.  •  t  Owy  would  join  in  a  public  a£b  of  dif- 
ownin><-  '  /.ceding  thofe  jefuitic  principles  ;  and  Tub- 
fcrlhc  to  .•  '.  di  brines  which  deny  the  pope's  authority 
of  d.|.v»lii:  kii.'s,  and  releafing  fubjeAs  from  their 
o:  ih  of  ai'i '_;  nee  :  w  which  I  (hould  think  they  might 
eawly  Sc  Induced,  if  •:  ! «.  rue  that  this  prefent  pope 
h:is  conucmn'jd  the  d*s,lni  e  of  king-killing,  a  thefis  of 
the  jeluiis  m  \int  lincd,  ..'longft  others,  **  ex  cathedra," 
••'they  call  it,  or  in  ojk*;  'onfiftory. 

^fing    them    therei'orc    in    fo    fair    a    way,    if 

iltafc   tlunifelves,    of    fatisfying    all  reafonable 

their  dncerity  aod  good   meaning  to  the  go- 
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vernmcnt,  I  Ihall  make  bold  to  confider  that  other  ex- 
treme in  our  religion,  I  mean  the  fanatics,  or  fchifma- 
tics,  of  the  Englifli  church.  Since  the  Bible  has  been 
tranflated  into  our  tongue,  they  have  ufed  it  fo,  as  if 
their  bufmefs  was  not  to  be  faved  but  to  be  damned  by- 
its  contents.  If  we  confider  only  them,  better  had  it  been 
for  the  Englifh  natipn,  that  it  had  ftill  remained  in  the 
original  Greek  and  Hebrew,  or  at  leaft  in  the  honeft 
Latin  of  St.  Jerome,  than  that  feveral  texts  in  it  fiiould 
have  been  prevaricated  to  the  deftniftion  of  that  govern- 
ment, which  put  it  into  fo  ungrateful  hands. 

How  many  herefies  the  firft  tranflation  of  Tindal  pro- 
duced in  few  years,  let  my  lord  Herbert's  hiftory  of 
Henry  the  Eighth  inform  you  ;  infomuch,  that  for  the 
grofs  errors  in  it,  and  the  great  mifchiefs  it  occafioned, 
a  fentence  paiTed  on  the  firft  edition  of  the  Bible,  too 
fhameful  almoft  to  be  repeated.  After  the  fhort  reign 
of  Edward  the  Sixth,  who  had  continued  to  cany  on 
the  Reformation  on  other  principles  than  it  was  begun, 
every  one  knows  that  not  only  the  chief  promoters  of 
that  work,  but  many  others,  whofe  conferences  would 
not  difpenfe  with  popery,  were  forced,  for  fear  of  per- 
fecution,  to  change  climates  :  from  whence  returning 
at  the  beginning  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  reign,  many  of 
them  who  had  been  in  France,  and  at  Geneva,  brought 
back  the  rigid  opinons  and  imperious  difcipline  of  Cal- 
vin, to  graft  upon  our  reformation.  Which,  though 
they  cunningly  concealed  at  firft,  as  well  knowing  how 
r.aufeoufly  that  drug  would  go  down  in  a  lawful  mo- 
narchy, which  was  prefcribed  fgr  a  rebellious  common - 
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pleafed,  and  giinned  at  it  with  a  pious  fmile  $  and  cal- 
led it  a  judgment  of  God  againft  the  hierarchy.  Thus 
fefiaries,  we  may  fee,  were  bom  with  teeth,  foul- 
mouthed  and  fcurrilous  from  their  infancy :  and  if 
fpiritual  pride,  venom,  violence,  contempt  of  fuperiorst 
and  flander,  had  been  the  marks  of  orthodox  belief; 
the  prelbytery  and  the  reft  of  our  fchifmatics,  which  are 
their  fpawn,  were  always  the  moft  vifible  church  in  the 
cbriftian  world. 

•  It  is  true,  the  government  was  too  ftrong  at  that 
time  for  a  rebellion  ;  but  to  /hew  what  proficiency  they 
had  made  in  Calvin^s  fchool,  even  then  their  mouths 
watered  at  it :  for  two  of  their  gifted  brotherhood, 
Hacket  and  Coppinger,  as  the  ftory  tells  us,  got  up 
into  a  peafe-cart  and  harangued  the  people,  to  difpoie 
them  to  an  infuireflion,  and  to  eftabli/h  their  difcipline 
by  force  :  fo  that  however  it  comes  about,  that  now 
they  celebrate  queen  Elizabeth's  birth-night,  as  that  of 
their  faint  and  patronefs  j  yet  then  they  were  for  doing 
the  work  of  the  Lord  by  arms  againft  her  j  and  in  all 
probability  they  wanted  but  a  fanatic  lord  mayor  and 
two  (heriffs  of  their  party,  to  have  compafl'ed  it. 

Our  venerable  Hooker,  after  many  admonitions 
which  he  had  given  them,  towards  the  end  of  his  pre- 
face, breaks  out  into  this  prophetic  fpeech.  **  There 
**  is  in  every  one  of  thefe  confiderations  moft  juft  caufe 
«« to  fear,  left  our  haftinefs  to  embrace  a  thing  of  fo  pe- 
**  rilous  confequence,  meaning  the  preft>ytcrian  dii'ci- 
**  pline,  Oiould  caufe  pofterity  to  feci  thofe  evils,  which 
«*  as  yet  arc  more  eafy  for  us  to  prevent,  than  they 
"  would  be  for  then  to  remedy." 

Vol.  I.  R  How 
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How  fatally  this  Caffiindra  has  foretold,  we  know  too 
well  by  fad  experience :  the  feeds  were  fown  in  the 
time  of  queen  Elizabeth,  the  bloody  harveft  ripened  in 
the  reign  of  king  Charles  the  Martyr  :  and  becaufe  all 
the  iheaves  could  not  be  carried  off  without  ihedding 
fonae  of  the  loofe  grains,  another  crop  is  too  like  to 
follow  $  nay,  I  fear  it  is  unavoidable  if  the  conventiclers 
be  permitted  ftill  to  fcatter. 

A  man  may  be  fufFered  to  quote  an  adverfary  to  our 
religion,  when  he  fpeaks  trutli :  and  it  is  the  obferva-^ 
tion  of  Maimbourg,  in  his  HiAory  of  Calviniihi,  that 
wherever  that  difcipline  was  planted  and  embraced,  re- 
bellion, civil  war,  and  mifery,  attended  it.  And  how 
indeed  ihould  it  happen  otherwife  >  Reformation  of 
church  and  ftate  has  always  been  the  ground  of  our  di- 
viiions  in  England.  While  we  were  papifts,  our  holy 
father  ritl  us,  by  pretending  authority  out  of  the  fcripi- 
tures  to  depofe  princes  5  when  we  fhook  off  his  autho- 
rity, the  fe£laries  fumifhed  therafelves  with  the  fame 
weapons  $  and  out  of  the  fame  magazine,  the  Bible  : 
fo  that  the  fcripturcs,  which  are  in  themfelves  the  great- 
eft  fecurity  of  governors,  as  commanding  exprefs  obe- 
dience to  them,  are  now  turned  to  their  deftru6lion  ; 
and  never,  fmce  the  Reformation,  has  there  wanted  a 
text  of  their  interpreting  to  authorize  a  rebel.  And  it 
is  to  be  noted  by  the  way,  that  the  doctrines  of  king* 
killing  and  depofmg,  which  have  been  taken  up  only 
by  the  worft  party  of  the  papifts,  tlie  moft  frontlefs 
flatterers  of  the  pope's  authority,  have  been  efpoufed> 
defended,  and  are  ftill  maintained  by  the  whole  body  of 
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honconformifts  and  republicans.  It  is  but  dubbing 
themfelveis  the  people  of  God,  which  it  is  the  intereft 
of  their  preachers  to  tell  them  they  are,  and  their  own 
intereft  to  believe ;  and  after  that,  they  cannot  din 
into  the  Bible,  but  one  text  or  another  will  turn, up 
for  their  purpofe  :  if  they  are  under  perfecution,  as  they 
call  it,  then  that  is  a  maik  of  their  eleflion  ;  if  they 
flourifh,  then  God  works  miracles  for  their  deliverance, 
vLnd  the  faints  are  to  poflfefs  the  earth. 

They  may  think  themfelves  to  be  too  roughly  handled 
in  this  paper  ;  but  I,  who  know  beft  how  far  I  could 
have  gone  on  this  fub]e6^,  muft  be  bold  to  tell  them 
they  are  fpared  :  though  at  the  fame  time  I  am  not 
ignorant  that  they  interpret  the  mildnefs  of  a  writer  to 
them,  as  they  do  the  mercy  of  the  government ;  in  the 
one  they  think  it  fear,  and  conclude  it  weaknefs  in  the 
other.  The  beft  way  for  them  to  confute  me  is,  as  I 
before  advifed  the  Papifts,  to  difclaim  their  principles 
and  renounce  their  practices .  We  /hall  all  be  glad  to 
think  them  true  Englifhmen  when  they  obey  the  king, 
and  true  Proteftants  when  they  conform  to  the  chuich- 
difcipline. 

It  remains  that  I  acquaint  the  reader,  that  thefe  verfcs 
were  written  for  an  ingenious  young  gentleman  my 
friend,  upon  his  tranflation  of  the  critical  hiftory  of  the 
old  teftament,  compofed  by  the  learned  father  Simon : 
the  verfes  therefore  are  addrefTed  to  the  tranflator  of  that 
work,  and  the  ftyle  of  them  is,  what  it  ought  to  be, 
epiftolary. 
If  any  one  be  fb  lamentabie  a  critic  as  to  require  the 
R  1  fm 
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fmoothnefs,  the  numberSi  and  the  turn  of  heroic  poetry 
in  tills  poem  ;  I  muft  tell  him,  that  if  he  has  not  read 
Horace,  I  have  (ludied  him,  and  hope  the  ftyle  of  his 
epiftles  is  not  ill  imitated  here.  The  expreflions  of  a 
poem  defigned  purely  for  inftru6lion,  ought  to  bt*  plain 
and  natural,  and  yet  majeftic  :  for  here  the  poet  is  pre« 
fumed  to  be  a  kind  of  lawgiver ;  and  thofe  three  quali- 
ties which  I  have  named,  are  proper  to  the  legtflative 
ftyle.  The  florid,  elevated,  and  figurative  way  is  for 
the  paflions  ;  for  love  and  hatred,  fear  and  anger,  are 
begotten  in  the  foul,  by  (hewing  their  objects  out  of 
their  true  proportion,  either  greater  than  the  life,  or 
lefs  :  but  inftruftion  is  to  be  given  by  ihewing  them 
what  they  naturally  are.  A  man  is  to  be  cheated  into 
paifion,  but  to  be  reafoned  into  truth. 

RELIGIO     LAIC   I. 

An     epistle. 
■pVIM  as  the  borrowM  beams  of  moon  and  ftar» 
^^  To  lonely,  weary,  wandering  travellers. 
Is  reafon  to  the  foul :  and  as  on  high, 
Thpfe  rolling  fires  difcovcr  but  the  fky. 
Not  light  us  here ;  fo  reafon^s  glimmering  ray 
Was  lent,  not  to  aflure  our  doubtful  way. 
But  guide  us  upward  to  a  better  day. 
And  as  thofe  nightly  tapers  difappear 
When  day's  bright  lord  afcends  our  hemifphcre ; 
So  pale  grows  reafon- at  religion's  fight  5 
So  dies,  and  fo  diffolves  in  fupematural  light. 

5  Some 
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Some  few,  whofc  lamp  (hone  brighter,  have  been  led 

From  caufe  to  caufe,  to  nature's  fecret  head  5 

And  found  that  one  firft  principle  muft  be  s 

But  what,  or  who,  that  univerfal  He  $ 

Whether  fome  foul  incompafling  this  ball 

Unmade,  unmovM ;  yet  making,  moving  all  $ 

Or  various  atoms,  interfering  dance, 

LeapM  into  form,  the  noble  work  of  chance  $ 

Or  this  great  all  was  from  eternity  j 

Not  ev'n  the  Stagirite  himfelf  could  fee  5 

And  Epicurus  guefsM  as  well  as  he ; 

As  blindly  grop*d  they  for  a  future  ftate  5 

As  ra/hly  judg'd  of  providence  and  fate : 

But  leaft  of  all  could  their  endeavours  find 

What  moft  concerned  the  good  of  human  kind : 

For  happinefs  was  never  to  be  found  j 

But  vanifliM  from  them  like  enchanted  ground. 

One  thought  content  the  good  to  be  enjoy'd  : 

This  every  little  accident  deftroy'd : 

The  wifer  madmen  did  for  virtue  toil : 

A  thorny,  or  at  beft  a  barren  foil : 

In  pleafure  fome  their  glutton  fouls  would  fteep  3 

But  found  their  line  ioo  (hort,  the  well  too  deep  ; 

And  leaky  vefTels  which  no  blifs  could  keep. 

Thus  anxious  thoughts  in  endlefs  circles  roll. 

Without  a  centre  where  to  fix  the  foul  i 

In  this  wild  maze  their  vain  endeavours  end  : 

How  can  the  lefs  the  greater  comprehend  ? 

Or  finite  reafon  reach  Infinity  ? 

For  what  could  fathom  God  were  more  than  He. 

R  3  The 
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The  Deift  thinks  he  ftands  on  finncr  ground  5 
Cries  tuptztt,  the  mighty  fecret  's  found  : 
God  is  that  fpring  of  good )  fuprerae,  and  beft  j 
We  made  to  ferve,  and  in  that  fervice  bleft. 
If  fo,  fome  j-ules  of  worfliip  muft  be  given, 
Diilributed  alike  to  all  by  heaven  : 
Elfe  God  were  partial,  and  to  fome  dcny'd 
The  means  his  juftice  ihould  for  all  provide. 
This  general  worfhip  is  to  praife  and  pray  : 
One  part  to  borrow  blefllngs,  one  to  pay  : 
And  when  frail  nature  Hides  into  offence. 
The  facrifice  for  crimes  is  penitence. 
Yet,  fince  the  effefts  of  providence,  we  find. 
Are  varioufly  difpensM  to  human  kind  5 
That  vice  triumphs,  and  virtue  fuffers  here, 
A  brand  that  fovercign  juftice  cannot  bear ; 
Our  reafon  prompts  us  to  a  future  ftate  : 
The  laft  appeal  from  fortune  and  from  fate  : 
Where  God's  all-righteous  ways  will  be  deel^r'd } 
The  bad  meet  punifhment,  the  good  reward. 

Thus  man  by  his  own  ftrength  to  heaven  would  foar: 
And  would  not  be  obligM  to  Go<l  for  more. 
Vain  wretched  creature,  hpw  art  thou  mifled 
To  think  thy  wit  thefe  god-like  notions  bred  ! 
Thefe  truths  are  not  the  produft  of  thy  mind, 
But  dropt  from  heaven,  and  of  a  nobler  kind. 
RcvealM  religion  firft  ioform'd  thy  fight, 
And  reafon  faw  not  till  faith  fprung  the  light. 
Hence  all  thy  natural  worftiip  takes  the  fource  : 
'Tis  revelation  what  thou  think'ft  difcourfe. 

Elfc 
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Elfe  how  com'ft  thou  to  fee  thefc  truths  fo  clear. 

Which  fo  obfcure  to  heathens  did  appear  ? 

Not  Plato  thefe,  nor  Ariftotle  found : 

Nor  he  whofe  vvifdom  oracles  renownM. 

Haft  thou  a  wit  fo  deep,  or  fo  fublime, 

Or  canft  thou  lower  dive,  or  higher  climb  ? 

Canft  thou  by  reafon  more  of  godhead  know 

Than  Plutarch,  Seneca,  or  Cicero  ? 

Thofe  giant  wits  in  happier  ages  born. 

When  arms  and  arts  did  Greece  and  Rome  adorn. 

Knew  no  fuch  fyftem  :  no  fuch  piles  could  i^aife 

Of  natural  worfhip,  built  on  prayer  and  praife 

To  one  fole  God. 

Nor  did  remorfe  to  expiate  fin  prefcribe  : 

But  flew  their  fellow-creatures  for  a  bribe  t 

The  guiltlefs  viflim  groan'd  for  their  offence  5 

And  cruelty  and  blood  was  penitence. 

If  fheep  and  oxen  could  atone  for  men, 

Ah  I  at  how  cheap  a  rate  the  rich  might  fin  ! 

And  great  oppreffors  might  heaven^s  wrath  beguile, 

By  offering  his  own  creatures  for  a  fpoil ! 

Dar'ft  thou,  poor  worm,  offend  Infinity  ? 
And  muft  the  terms  of  peace  be  given  by  thee  ? 
Then  thou  art  Juftice  in  the  laft  appeal ; 
Thy  eafy  God  inftrufts  thee  to  rebel : 
And,  like  a  king  remote  and  weak,  muft  take 
What  fatisfaftion  thou  art  pleased  to  make. 

But  if  there  be  a  power  too  juft  and  ftrong, 
To  wink  at  crimes,  and  bear  unpunifhM  wrong  $ 

R  4  Look 
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Look  hymbiy  up  jrard,  fee  his  will  difclote 

The  foifczt  hi&f  and  then  the  fine  impose : 

A  mulcl  thy  poverty  could  never  pay. 

Had  not  eternal  wifdom  found  the  way : 

And  with  celeftial  wealth  fupply'd  thy  ftore  : 

His  juftice  makes  the  fine,  his  mercy  quits  the  (bore. 

See  God  defcending  in  thy  human  fiame ; 

Th*  offended  Aiffering  in  th*  offender's  name : 

All  thy  mifdeeds  to  him  imputed  fee. 

And  all  his  righteoufncfs  deroW^d  on  thee. 

For,  granting  we  hare  finned,  and  that  th*  offence 
Of  man  is  made  againft  Omnipotence, 
Some  price  that  bears  proportion  muft  be  paid  j 
And  infinite  with  infinite  be  weighed. 
See  then  the  Deift  loft :  remorfe  for  vice. 
Not  paid ;  or,  paid,  inadequate  in  price : 
What  farther  means  can  reafon  now  dire6l. 
Or  what  relief  from  human  wit  expe£l  ? 
That  fhewd  us  fick ;  and  fadly  are  we  fure 
Still  to  be  fick,  till  heaven  reveal  the  cure : 
If  then  heaven^s  will  muft  needs  be  underftood. 
Which  muft,  if  we  want  cure,  and  heaven  be  good. 
Let  all  records  of  will  reveal 'd  be  fhown  ; 
With  fcripture  all  in  equal  balance  thrown. 
And  our  one  facred  book  will  be  that  one. 
'  Proof  needs  not  here  }  for  whether  we  compare 
That  impious,  idle,  fuperftitious  ware 
Of  rites,  luftrations,  ofTerings,  which  before, 
In  various  age&,  various  countries  bore. 

With 
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With  cbridian  faith  and. virtues,  we  (hall  find 

None  anfwering  the  great  ends  of  human  kind 

But  this  one  mle  of  life,  that  fhews  us  bed 

How  God  may  be  appeas'd,  and  mortals  bleil. 

Whether  from  length  of  time  its  worth  we  draw^ 

The  word  is  fcarce  more  ancient  than  the  law : 

Heaven's  early  care  prefcrib'd  for  every  age  5 

Fii-fty  in  the  foul,  and  after,  in  the  page. 

Or,  whether  more  ab(lra6ledly  we  look. 

Or  on  the  writers,  or  the  written  book. 

Whence,  but  from  heaven,  could  men  unlkiird  in  artt. 

In  feveraj  ages  born,  in  feveral  parts, 

Weave  fuch  agreeing  truths  ?  or  how,  or  why. 

Should  all  confpire  to  cheat  us  with  a  lye  ? 

Unaflc'd  their  pains,  ungrateful  their  advice, 

Starving  their  gain,  and  martyrdom  their  price. 

If  on  the  book  itfeif  we  call  our  view. 
Concurrent  heathens  prove  the  ftory  true  : 
The  do6^rine,  miracles  5  which  muft  convince. 
For  heaven  in  them  appeals  to  human  fenfe : 
And  though  they  prove  not,  they  confirm  the  caufe. 
When  what  is  taught  agrees  with  nature's  laws. 

Then  for  the  ftile,  majeftic  and  divine, 
It  fpeaks  no  lefs  than  God  in  every  line  : 
Commanding  words  j  whofe  force  is  ftill  the  fame 
As  the  firft  fiat  that  produced  our  frame. 
All  faiths  befide,  or  did  by  arms  afcend  ; 
Or  fcnfe  indulged  has  made  mankind  their  fnend : 
This  only  do<5bine  does  our  lufts  oppofe : 
Uiifcd  by  nature's  foil,  in  vhich  it  grows  5 

Croft 
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It  'firivrs  •hrnn'^  wnj  it'?  iwn  tormtntais  tires  ; 
And  -jrifh  3  !ti!hhon  wirience  ihil  Tlbires. 
T  >  vrhar  (an  rwfnn  furh  rffccts  -fifien 
Tnnrc^ndin^  namre,  hnr  ta  lainrs  'tivine  ; 
Which  in  rhaf  facrcH  rohimc  :5re  cnntain*  i  ; 
^iKcient,  clear,  and  mr  that  aic  ardain'd  ? 

ftot  fby :  the  dcill'  hem  wiil  arge  aneir. 
No  ropemaruni  ^vorfhip  can  be  tme : 
1^M4n(e  a  gpnersK  law  is  that  alone 
Which  mtift  to  all,  and  every  where,  be  known; 
A  d'ile  To  Iarg;ie  a»  nor  this  book  can  dmrn. 
Nor  on^t  thaf  bears  rev^Vd  reHgion^s  name. 
T'm  ^d  the  ibnnd  of  a  Mdimh's  birt& 
I4  grone  fllron^  all  the  habitable  earth  : 
But  ft'iW  fh^t  teirt  mni^  be  confinM  alone 
To  wh^t  WM  fhcn  inhabited  and  known : 
And  what  pf<wi(k>n  coiold  from  thence  accmc 
To  Indian  fovU,  and  worldii  difcoyer'd  new  ? 
Jf»  ftth^f  |yaff»  ft  helpi,  that  agc«  pa  ft. 
The  (ct'tpfxir^n  then  were  kno-wm,  and  were  cmbrac'd. 
Till  fin  fpread  once  Jigain  the  Shades  of  night : 
What '»  that  to  theft,  who  ncrcr  Taw  the  light  ? 

()f  n))  objp^ion*  thlft  indeed  ift  chief 
To  ftartlr  rfJifon,  ftajr^jrr  frail  belief: 
W^  ffrnnff  'ti%  trtip,  that  heaven  from  human  fcnfc 
Hid  liid  fhf  fptrtf  pJifhft  of  providence  : 
Btit  bo'indlefs  v/ifdom,  botmdlcfs  mercy,  may 
Find  ev'n  for  thofc  bcwildci'd  fouls,  a  way  : 

If 
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If  from  his  nature  foes  may  pity  claim, 

Much  more  may  Grangers  who  ne'er  heard  his  name. 

And  though  no  name  be  for  falvation  knowni 

But  that  of  his  eternal  Son*s  atone  j 

Who  knows  how  far  tranfcending  goodnefs  can 

Extend  the  merits  of  that  Son  to  man  f 

Who  knows  what  reafons  may  his  mprcy  lead  j 

Or  ignorance  invincible  may  plead  } 

Not  only  charity  bids  hope  the  htdt. 

But  more  the  great  apoftle  has  expreR  t 

"  That  if  the  Gentiles,  whom  no  law  infpir^d  { 

By  nature  did  what  was  by  law  required  j 

They,  who  the  written  rule  had  never  known» 

Were  to  themfelves  both  rule  and  law  alone  t 

To  nature's  plain  indi6lment  they  (h^ll  plead  } 

And  by  their  confcicnce  be  cohdemnM  or  freed.** 

Mod  righteous  doom  1  becaufe  a  rule  revealM 

Is  none  to  thofe  from  whom  it  was  concealed. 

Then  thofe  who  followed  reafon's  di6latcs  right  5 

Liv'd  up,  and  lifted  high  their  natural  light ) 

With  Socrates  may  fee  their  Maker's  face. 

While  thoufand  nibric-martyrs  want  a  place* 

Nor  docs  it  baulk  my  charity,  to  find 
Th'  Egyptian  biHiop  of  another  mind  i 
For  tliough  his  creed  eternal  truth  contains, 
'Tis  hard  for  man  to  doom  to  endlcfs  pains 
All  who  bcliev'd  not  all  his  zeal  required  $ 
Unlcfs  he  firft  could  prove  he  was  infpir'd. 
Then  h  t  us  either  think  he  meant  to  fay 
This  faith,  where  publi/h'd,  was  the  only  way  5 

Or 
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Or  cjfs  coT.zl-adt  that.  Alius  to  cocfuts. 

The  gocxi  old  min,  too  eager  in  difpatey 

Flew  higb  i  and  as  his  cfari^ian  fury  rofe 

DamnM  all  for  berttics  who  durft  oppose. 
Thus  far  my  chanty  diis  path  has  try*d  ; 

A  much  ucflulful,  but  well-meaning  guide: 

Yet  what  they  are,  er'n  thefc  crude  thoughts  were  bred 

By  reading  that  which  better  thou  haft  read. 

Thy  matchlefs  audx^r^s  work :  which  thou^  ipy  fricndy 

By  well  tranflating  better  doft  coimnend : 

Thc^  youthful  hours  which,  of  thy  ccjuals  moft 

In  toys  hare  fquanderM,  or  in  vice  have  loft, 

Tbofe  hours  haft  thou  to  nobler  ufe  employed  ; 

And  die  fcTere  delights  of  truth  enjoyed. 

Witnefs  this  wdghty  book,  in  which  appears 

The  crabbed  toil  of  many  thoughtful  years. 

Spent  by  thy  author,  in  the  iifting  care 

Of  rabbins  old  fophifticated  ware 

From  gold  divine ;  which  he  who  well  can  fort 

May  afterwards  make  algebra  a  fport. 

A  treafure,  which  if  country-curates  buy. 

They  Junius  and  Tremellius  may  defy  : 

Save  pains  in  various  readings,  and  tracflaticns  ; 

And  without  Hebrew  make  rooft  learnM  quotations. 

•  A  work  fo  full  with  various  learning  fraught, 
So  nicely  ponderM,  yet  fo  ftrongly  wrought. 
As  naturc''8  height  and  art's  laft  hand  required  : 
As  much  as  man  could  corapafs,  uninfpir'd. 
Where  we  may  fee  what  errors  have  been  made 
Both  in  the  copycrs  and  tranflators  trade  : 

How 
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How  Jewiih,  Popifli,  interefts  have  prevail'd, 
And  where  infallibility  has  fail'd. 

For  fome,  who  have  his  fecret  meaning  guefsM* 
Have  found  our  author  not  too  much  a  pricft : 
For  fafliion-fake  he  feems  to  have  recourfe 
To  pope,  and  councils,  and  traditions  force : 
But  he  that  old  traditions  could  fubdue. 
Could  not  but  find  the  weaknefs  of  the  new : 
If  fcripture,  though  derived  from  heavenly  birth. 
Has  been  but  carelefsly  preferv'd  on  earth  j 
If  God^s  own.  people,  who  of  God  before 
Knew  what  we  know,  and  had  been  promised  more, 
In  fuller  terms,  of  heaven's  adilling  care. 
And  who  did  neither  time  nor  ftudy  fpare 
To  keep  this  book  untainted,  unperplext. 
Let  in  grofs  errors  to  corrupt  the  text. 
Omitted  paragraphs,  embroird  the  fenfe. 
With  vain  traditions  ftoptthe  gaping  fence, 
Which  every  common  hand  pullM  up  with  eafe  : 
What  fafety  from  fuch  brufhwood- helps  as  thefe  ? 
If  written  words  from  time  are  not  fecur'd. 
How  can  we  think  have  oral  founds  endur'd  ? 
Which  thus  tianfmitted,  if  one  mouth  has  failM, 
Immortal  lyes  on  ages  are  intailM  : 
And  that  fome  fuch  have  been,  is  provM  too  plain  j 
If  we  confider  intereft,  church,  and  gain. 

O  but,  fays  one,  tradition  fct  afide. 
Where  csm  we  hope  for  an  unemng  guide  ? 
For  fince  th'  original  fcripture  has  been  loft, 
All  copies  difagreeing,  maim\l  the  moft, 

•     Or 
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Or  chrlflian  faith  can  have  no  certain  gFoiind* 

Or  truth  in  church-tradition  muft  be  found. 
Such  an  omnircient  church  vre  wiih  indeed ; 

'Twerc  worth  both  Teftannents  ;  caft  in  the  creed : 

But  if  this  mother  be  a  guide  fo  fure, 

As  can  all  doubts  refolvc,  all  truth  fecure. 

Then  her  infallibility,  as  well 

Where  copies  are  corrupt  or  lame,  can  tell ; 

Reftore  loft  canon  with  as  little  pains, 

As  tnily  explicate  what  ftill  remains : 

Which  yet  no  council  dare  pretend  to  do ; 

Unlefs  like  Efdi-as  they  could  write  it  new : 
Strange  confidence  ftill  to  interpret  true, 

Yet  not  be  fure  that  all  they  have  explainM 

Is  in  the  bleft  original  containM. 

More  fafc,  and  much  more  mo<left  'tis,  to  fay 

God  would  not  leave  mankind  without  a  way  : 

And  that  the  fcriptures,  though  not  every  where 

Free  from  corruption,  or  intirc,  or  clear. 

Are  uncorrupt,  fufticlent,  clear,  intire. 

In  all  things  which  our  needful  faith  require. 

If  others  in  the  fame  glafs  better  fee, 

'Tis  for  themfelves  they  look,  but  not  for  me  : 

For  my  falvation  muft  its  dopm  receive, 

Not  from  what  others  but  what  I  believe. 

Muft  all  tradition  then  be  fet  afide  ? 
This  to  affirm,  were  ignorance  or  pride. ' 
Are  there  not  many  points,  fome  needful  fure 
To  faving  forth,  that  fcripture  leaves  obfcure  ? 
Which  every  feft  will  wreft  a  feveral  way. 
For  what  one  fe6l  interprets,  all  fe6ls  may : 
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We  hold,  and  £ay  we  prove  from  fcripture  plain> 
That  Chrift  U  God  ^  the  bold  Socinian 
From  the  fame  fcripture  urges  he 's  but  man. 
Now  what  appeal  can  end  th'  important  fuit  ? 
Both  parts  talk  loudly,  but  the  rule  Is  mute. 

Shall  I  fpeak  plain,  and  in  a  nation  free 
Aifume  an  honeft  layman's  liberty  ? 
I  think,  according  to  my  little  ikill. 
To  my  own  mother-church  fubmitting  ftill^ 
That  many  have  been  favM,  and  many  may, 
Who  never  heard  this  queHion  brought  in  play. 
Th'  unlettered  Chriftian,  who  believes  in  grofs> 
Plods  on  to  heaven  ;  and  ne^'er  is  at  a  lofs  : 
For  the  ftreight-gate  would  be  mads  ftieighter  yet^ 
Were  none  admitted  tliere  but  men  of  wit. 
The  few  by  nature  formed,  with  learning  fraught. 
Born  to  inftru^,  as  others  to  be  taught,- 
Muft  ftudy  well  the  facred  page ;  and  fee 
Which  doftrine,  this  or  that,'  does  beft  agree 
With  the  whole  tenor  of  the  work  divine  : 
And  plainlieft  points  to  heaven's  revealM  defign : 
Which  expoHtion  flows  from  genuine  fenfe : 
And  which  is  forcM  by  wit  and  eloquence. 
Not  that  tradition's  parts  are  ufelefs  here  : 
When  general,  old,  difinterefted,  and  clear  : 
That  ancient  Fathers  thus  expound  the  page. 
Gives  truth  the  reverend  majefty  of  age  : 
Confirms  its  force  by  bideing  every  teft  j 
For  bell  authorities  next  rules,  are  beft. 

And 
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Asd  ft:II  tic  ntarcT  tc  tht  -p^^g  ^*^  g^ 
More  iixp:d«  nt^rr  ucfbirj,  the  waters  Hc-bt. 
Thus  firft  traditions  were  a  prcof  aloce  ; 
Could  we  be  certain  inch  thfy  werr,  to  httamm  : 
But  fince  fonae  fiaws  in  long  defcect  may  be. 
They  n&zke  net  truth,  but  probabifrtr. 
Er'n  Arius  and  Pelagius  durft  prorokc 
To  what  the  cenraries  preceding  (poke. 
Such  difference  is  there  in  an  oft-toM  tale: 
But  truth  by  iti  own  finews  will  prevail. 
Tradition  writtui  therefore  more  commends 
Authority,  than  what  from  roice  defcendt : 
And  this,  as  perfed  as  its  kind  can  b^ 
Rolls  down  to  us  the  iacred  hiftory : 
Which,  from  the  unrverfal  church  receiT*d« 
Is  tryM,  and  after,  for  itfelf  believ'd. 

The  partial  Papi^  would  infer  from  hence 
Their  church,  in  laft  refort,  (hould  judge  the  fenle. 
But  firft  they  would  aflume  wiih  wonderous  art, 
Themfclvcs  to  be  the  whole,  who  arc  but  part 
Of  that  vafl  frame  the  church ;  yet  grant  they  were 
The  handers-down,  can  they  from  thence  infer 
A  right  t^interpret  ?  or  would  they  alone. 
Who  brought  the  prefent,  claim  it  for  their  own  ? 
The  book  *s  a  common  largefs  to  mankind  ; 
Not  more  for  them  than  every  man  defignM : 
The  welcome  news  is  in  the  letter  found  ; 
The  carrier  *s  not  commiflionM  to  expound. 
It  fpeaks  itfelf,  and  what  it  does  contain. 
In  all  things  needful  to  be  known  is  plain. 

Ia 
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In  times  o'ergrown  with  ruft  and  ignorance, 
A  gainful  trade  their  clergy  did  advance  : 
When  want  of  learning  kept  the  laymen  low. 
And  none  but  priefts  were  authorized  to  know  : 
When  what  fmall  knowledge  was,  in  them  did  dwell  5 
And  he  a  God  who  could  but  read  and  fpell ; 
Then  mother  church  did  mightily  prevail : 
She  parceled  out  the  Bible  by  retail : 
But  ftill  expounded  what  flie  fold  or  gave  ; 
To  keep  it  in  her  power  to  damn  and  fave  t 
Scripture  was  fcarce,  and,  as  the  market  went. 
Poor  laymen  took  falvation  on  content ; 
As  needy  men  take  money  good  or  bad  : 
God's  word  they  had  not,  but  the  prieft's  they  had. 
Yet  whatever  falfc  conveyances  they  made. 
The  lawyer  ftill  was  certain  to  be  paid. 
In  thofe  dark  times  they  leamM  their  knack  fo  well. 
That  by  long  ufe  they  grew  infallible  : 
At  laft  a  knowing  age  began  t'  enquire 
If  they  the  book,  or  that  did  them  infpire : 
And  making  narrower  fearch  they  found,  though  late. 
That  what  they  thought  the  prieft's,  was  their  eftate : 
Taught  by  the  will  produced,  the  written  word. 
How  long  they  had  been  cheated  on  record. 
Then  every  man  who  faw  the  title  fair, 
Claim'd  a  child's  part,  and  put  in  for  a  (hare  : 
Confulted  foberly  his  private  good  ; 
And  fav'd  himfelf  as  cheap  as  e'er  he  could. 

'Tis  true,  my  friend^  and  far  be  flattery  hence, 
This  good  had  full  as  bad  a  confequence : 

Vol.  I.  S  The 
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The  book  thus  put  in  eyery  vulgar  hand, 

Which  each  prefura'd  he  beft  cculd  underftand. 

The  comnnon  rule  was  made  the  conunon  prey  j 

And  at  the  mercy  of  the  rabble  lay. 

The  tender  page  with  homy  fifts  was  gall'd  ; 

And  he  was  gifted  moft  that  loudeft  baulM  : 

The  fpirit  gave  the  do^loral  degree  : 

And  every  member  of  a  company 

Was  of  his  trade,  and  of  the  Bible  free. 

Plain  truths  enough  for  needful  ufe  they  found  $ 

But  men  would  ftill  be  itching  to  expound  : 

Each  was  ambitions  of  th*  obfcureft  place, 

No  meafure  ta'en  from  knowledge,  all  from  grace. 

Study  and  pains  were  now  no  more  their  care  5 

Texts  were  explainM  by  fafting  and  by  prayer  : 

This  was  the  fruit  the  private  fpirit  brought ; 

OccafionM  by  great  zeal  and  little  thought. 

While  crouds  unlearned,  with  rude  devotion  warm. 

About  the  facred  viands  buz  and  fwarm. 

The  fly-blown  text  creates  a  crawling  brood  ; 

And  turns  to  maggots  what  was  meant  for  food. 

A  thoufand  daily  fefcls  rife  up  and  die  5 

A  thoufand  more  the  perifh'd  race  fupply  : 

So  all  we  make  of  heaven's  difcover'd  will,' 

Is  not  to  have  it,  or  to  ufe  it  ill. 

Tlie  datip;cr*8  much  the  fame  ;  on  fevei-al  (helves 

If  otliLis  wreck  us,  or  we  wreck  ourfelves. 

"VVirat  then  remains,  but,  waving  each  extremCj 
The  tides  of  ignorance  and  pride  to  (tern  ? 


Nef- 
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Neither  Co  rich  a  treafure  to  forego ; 

Nor  pix)iidly  feek  beyond  our  power  to  know : 

Fiuih  is  not  built  on  difquifitions  vain  j 

The  things  we  muft  believe  are  few  and  plain  : 

But,  fmce  men  will  believe  more  than  they  need. 

And  every  man  will  make  himfelf  a  creed. 

In  doubtful  quellions  ''tis  the  fafeft  way 

To  learn  what  unfufpefted  ancients  fay : 

For  'tis  not  likely  we  ftiould  higher  foar 

In  fearch  of  heaven,  than  all  the  church  before  : 

Nor  can  we  be  deceivM,  unlefs  we  fee 

The  fcripture  and  the  fathers  difagree. 

If  after  all  they  ftand  fufpeaed  ftill, 

For  no  man's  faith  depends  upon  his  will  $ 

'Tis  fome  relief,  that  points  not  clearly  known 

Without  much  hazard  may  be  let  alone  i 

And,  after  hearing  what  our  church  can  fay. 

If  ilill  our  reafon  runs  another  way. 

That  private  reafon  *tis  more  juft  to  curb. 

Than  by  difputes  the  public  peace  difturb. 

For  points  obfcure  are  of  fmall  ufe  to  learn  : 

But  common  quiet  is  mankind's  concern. 

Thus  have  I  made  my  own  opinions  clear : 
Yet  neither  praife  expcft,  nor  cenfure  fer.r  : 
And  this  unpolifh'd  rugged  verfe  I  chofe ; 
As  fitted  for  difcourfe,  and  neareft  profe  : 
For  while  from  facred  truth  I  do  not  fwerve, 
Tom  Sternhold's  or  Tom  Shadweirs  rhymes  will  fsrve. 


THE 
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THE  ART  OF  POETRY. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

'TpHIS  tranflation  of  monficur  Boileau*s  Art  of 
-*•  Poetry  was  made  in  the  year  1680,  by  Sir  Wil- 
liam Soame  of  Suffolk,  Baronet ;  who  being  very  inti- 
mately acquainted  with  Mr.  Dryden,  deiired  his  revi- 
fal  of  it.  I  Taw  the  manufcript  lie  in  Mr.  Dryden*a 
hands  for  above  (ix  months,  who  made  very  confider- 
able  alterations  in  it,  particularly  the  beginning  of  the 
fourth  Canto  :  and  it  being  his'  opinion  that  it  would 
be  better  to  apply  the  poem  to  Englifh  writers,  than 
keep  to  the  French  names,  as  it  was  firft  tranflated. 
Sir  William  defircd  he  would  take  the  pains  to  make 
that  alteration  ;  and  accordingly  that  was  entirely  done 
by  Mr.  Di-yden. 

The  poem  was  firft  publiftied  in  the  year  1683  j  Sir 
William  was  after  fent  ambaflador  to  Conftantinople, 
in  the  reign  of  king  James,  but  died  in  the  voyage. 

J.   TONSON. 

CANTO        I. 

TJ  A  S  H  author,  'tis  a  vain  prcfumptuous  crime, 
"*'^  To  undertake  the  facreci  art  of  rhyme  j 
if  at  thy  birth  the  ftars  that  rul'd  thy  fenfe 
Shone  not  with  a  poetic  influence ; 

5  In 
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In  thy  ftrait  genius  thou  wilt  dill  be  bound. 
Find  Phoebus  deaf,  and  Pegafus  unfouod. 

You  then  that  burn  with  the  defire  to  try 
The  dangerous  courfe  of  charming  poetry  5 
Forbear  in  fruitlefs  verfe  to  lofe  your  time. 
Or  take  for  genius  the  defue  of  rhyme  : 
Fear  the  allurements  of  a  fpecious  bait, 
And  well  confider  your  own  force  and  weight. 

Nature  abounds  in  wits  of  every  kind,. 
And  for  each  author  can  a  talent  find  : 
One  may  in  verfe  defcribe  an  amorous  flame. 

Another  fharpen  a  (hort  epigram  : 

Waller  a  hero's  mighty  a6ls  extol, 
Spenfer  Cing  Rofalind  in  paftoral : 

Bat  authors  that  themfelves  too  much  efteem, 

Lofe  their  own  genius,  and  miflake  their  theme  5 

Thus  in  times  paft  Dubaitas  vainly  writ. 

Allaying  facred  truth  with  trifling  wit. 

Impertinently,  and  without  delight, 

Defcrib'd  the  Ifraelites  triumphant  flight. 

And  following  Mofes  o'er  the  fandy  plain, 

Perifh'd  with  Pharaoh  in  th'  Arabian  main. 
Whatever  you  write  of  pleafant  or  fublime. 

Always  let  fenfe  accompany  your  rhyme :   ♦ 

Falfely  they  feem  each  other  to  oppofe  ; 

Rhyme  muft  be  made  with  rcafon's  laws  to  clofe ; 

And  when  to  conquer  her  you  bend  your  force. 

The  mind  will  triumph  in  the  noble  courfe  ; 

To  reafon's  yoke  fhe  quickly  will  incline. 

Which,  far  from  h\jrtijig,  renders  her  divine  : 

S  3  But 
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But  if  ncglc£teti  will  as  caCly  ftray, 
And  mafter  rcafon  which  (he  fliouid  obey. 
Love  reafoR  then  ;  and  let  whatever  you  write 
Borrow  from  her  its  beauty,  force,  and  light. 
Moft  writers  mounted  on  a  refly  Mufe, 
Extravagant  and  fenfelefs  objefls  chufe ; 
They  think  they  err,  if  in  their  verfe  they  fall 
On  any  thought  that  "s  plain  or  natural : 
Fly  this  excefs  ;  and  let  Italians  be 
Vain  authors  of  falfe  glittering  poetry. 
All  ought  to  aim  at  fenfe  $  but  moft  in  vain 
Strive  the  hard  pafs  and  flippery  path  to  gain  : 
You  drown,  if  to  the  right  or  left  you  ftray  ; 
Reafon  to  go  has  often  but  one  way. 
Sometimes  an  author,  fond  of  his  own  thought, 
Purfues  its  objefl  till  it's  over- wrought  : 
If  he  defcrlbes  a  houfe,  he  fhews  the  face, 
And  after  walks  you  round  from  place  to  place  ; 
Here  is  a  vifta,  there  the  doors  unfold. 
Balconies  here  are  balluftred  with  gold  ; 
Then  counts  the  rounds  and  ovals  in  the  halls, 
*  **  The  feftoons,  freezes,  and  the  aftragals  :*' 
Tir'd  with  his  tedious  pomp,  away  I  run. 
And  fkip  o'er  twenty  pages  to  be  gone. 
Of  fuch  defcrlptions  the  vain  folly  fee. 
And  fhvm  their  barren  fiiperfluity. 
All  that  is  ncedlefs  carefully  avoid  ; 
The  mind  once  fitlsfyM  is  quickly  cloy'd  : 
He  cannot  write  wlio  knows  not  to  give  o'er ; 
To  mend  one  fault,  he  makes  a  hundred  more  : 
5 
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A  verfe  was  weak,  you  turn  it,  much  too  (Irongy 
And  grow  obfcure  for  fear  you  (hould  be  long. 
Some  are  not  gaudy,  but  are  flat  and  dry  5 
Not  to  be  low,  another  foars  too  high. 
Would  you  of  every  one  deferve  the  praife  ? 
In  writing,  vary  your  difcourfe  and  phrafe  5 
A  frozen  ftyle  that  neither  ebbs  nor  flows, 
Inftead  of  pleailng,  makes  us  gape  and  doze. 
Thofe  tedious  authors  are  efteem^d  by  none 
Who  tire  us,  humming  the  fame  heavy  tone, 
Happy  who  in  his  verfe  can  gently  fteer. 
From  grave  to  light ;  from  pleafant  to  fevere ; 
His  works  will  be  admir'd  where-ever  found. 
And  oft  with  buyers  will  be  compafs'd  round. 
In  all  you  write,  be  neither  low  nor  vile  : 
The  meaneft  theme  may  have  a  proper  ftyle. 

The  dull  burlefque  appeared  with  impudence. 
And  pleased  by  novelty  in  fpite  of  fenfe. 
All,  except  trivial  points,  grew  out  of  date  j 
Parnaflus  fpokc  the  cant  of  Billingfgate  : 
Boundlefs  and  mad,  diforder'd  rhyme  was  feen  : 
Difguis'd  Apollo  changed  to  Harlequin.  , 

This  plague,  which  firft  in  country  towns  began. 
Cities  and  kingdoms  quickly  over-ran ; 
The  dulleft  fcribblers  fome  admirers  found. 
And  the  Mock  Tempeft  was  a  while  renown'd  : 
But  this  low  ftuiF  the  town  at  laft  defpisM, 
An^l  IcornM  the  folly  tlint  they  once  had  priz'd  j 
Diftingiiifh'd  dull  from  natural  and  plain, 
And  left  the  villnges  to  Fleckno*8  reign. 

S  4  Let 
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I^t  not  Co  mean  a  llylc  your  Mufe  dcbaie  ; 
But  Icam  from  Butler  the  buffooning  grace : 
And  let  burielque  in  ballads  be  employM  ; 
Yet  ncify  bombaft  carefully  avoid'. 
Nor  think  to  raife,  though  on  Pharfalia^s  plain, 
**  Millions  of  mourning  mountains  of  the  flain;^ 
Nor  with  Dubartas  bridle  up  the  floods. 
And  perriwig  with  wool  the  baldpate  woods. 
Chufe  a  }uft  ftyle  ;  be  grave  without  conftraint. 
Great  without  pride,  and  lovely  without  paint: 
Write  what  your  reader  may  be  pleased  to  hear  j 
And  for  the  mcafure  have  a  careful  ear. 
On  eafy  numbers  fix  your  happy  choice : 
Of  jarring  founds  avoid  the  odious  noifc  : 
The  fulleft  vcrfe  and  the  moft  laboured  fenfe, 
Difpleafe  us,  if  the  ear  once  take  offence. 
Our  ancient  verfc,  as  homely  as  the  times, 
Was  rude,  unmcafufd,  only  tagg'd  with  rhymes  5 
Number  and  cadence  that  have  fince  been  fhown. 
To  thofc  unpoliflrd  writers  were  unknown. 
Fairfax  was  he,  who,  in  that  darker  age. 
By  his  jul^  rules  rcitrain'd  poetic  rage; 
Spriidr  tlid  next  in  pal^orals  excel, 
And  tAUijht  the  nobler  art  of  writing  well : 
'l\»  ihiolvr  rules  the  ihnra  did  rcftrain, 
A»ul  fvMin  \  kW  pvvtry  a  richer  vein, 
riwn  P.\vvi\ani  c^JW?!  who,  with  a  new-found  art, 
i'N:ii\v;'d  .vlL  tlvilM  ,;!!»  auvl  had  hi-?  wiy  apart ; 
His  h.tac^"^  Nl^^tV  .\\\  otVi^  vUvl  vK  ';su\ 
'  nJ  ihov^ht  u\  li;u;^uA  t\>  btar  o»  cli;  ?ii:e. 

Till 
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Till  the  fharp-fighted  critics  of  tiie  times 

In  their  Mock-Gondibert  exposM  his  rhymes; 

The  laurels  he  pretended  did  refufe, 

And  dafliM  the  hopes  of  his  afpiring  Mufe. 

This  headftrong  writer  falling  from  on  high. 

Made  following  authors  take  lefs  liberty. 

Waller  came  lall,  but  was  the  firlt  whofe  art, 

Juft  weight  and  meafure  did  to  vcrCc  impart ; 

That  of  a  well-placM  word  could  teach  the  force. 

And  fhew'd  for  poetry  a  nobler  courfe  : 

His  happy  genius  did  our  tongue  refine. 

And  eafy  words  with  pleafmg  numbers  join  : 

His  verfes  to  good  method  did  apply, 

And  chang'd  hard  difcord  to  foft  harmony. 

All  ownM  his  laws  ;  which,  long  approved  and  try'd. 

To  prefent  authors  now  may  be  a  guide. 

Tread  boldly  in  his  fteps,  fecure  from  fear. 

And  be,  like  him,  in  Jrour  expreflions  clear. 

If  in  your  verfe  you  drag,  and  fenfe  delay. 

My  patience  tires,  my  fancy  goes  afti*ay  5 

And  from  your  vain  difcourfe  I  turn  my  mind. 

Nor  fcarch  an  author  troublefome  to  find. 

There  is  a  kind  of  writer  pleas'd  with  found, 

Whofe  fuftian  head  with  clouds  is  compafs'd  round. 

No  reafon  can  difperfe  them  witji  its  light  : 

Learn  then  to  think  ere  yon  pretend  to  write. 

As  your  idc-a's  clear,  or  elf;:;  obfcure, 

Th'  exprcfiion  follows  perfcft  or  impure  : 

What  we  conceive  with  eafe  wc  can  exprefs  j 

Words  to  ihc  notions  flow  with  readinefs. 

Ob- 
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Obfcrve  the  language  well  in  all  you  write, 
And  fwei've  not  from  it  in  your  loftieft  flight. 
The  fmootheft  verfc  and  the  exafteft  fenfe 
Difpleafe  us,  if  ill  Englifh  give  offence  : 
A  barbarous  phrafe  no  reader  can  approve  j 
Nor  bombaft,  noife,  or  affectation  love. 
In  fhort,  without  pui-e  language,  what  you  write 
Can  never  yield  us  profit  or  delight. 
Take  time  for  thinking;  never  work  in  hafte  ; 
And  value  not  yourfelf  for  writing  faft. 
A  rapid  poem,  with  fuch  fury  writ. 
Shews  want  of  judgment,  not  abounding  wit. 
More  pleas'd  we  are  to  fee  a  river  lead 
His  gentle  ftreams  along  a  flowery  mead, 
Than  from  high  banks  to  hear  loud  torrents  roar. 
With  foamy  watqrs  on  a  muddy  Ihore. 
Gently  make  hafte,  of  labour  not  afraid  : 
A  hundred  times  confidcr  what  you  've  faid  : 
Polifh,  repolifh,  every  colour  lay. 
And  fometimes  add,  but  oftencr  take  away. 
'Tis  not  enough  when  fwarming  faults  are  writ. 
That  here  and  there  are  fcatter'd  fparks  of  wit ; 
Each  objeft  muft  be  fixM  in  the  due  place. 
And  differing  parts  have  correfponding  grace  3 
Till,  by  a  curious  art  difposM,  we  find 
One  perfect  whole,  of  all  the  pieces  joinM. 
Keep  to  your  fubjc6l  clofc  in  all  you  fay  j 
Nor  for  a  founding  ftfntence  ever  ftray. 
The  public  cenfure  for  your  writings  fear. 
And  to  yourfelf  be  critic  moft  fevere. 


Fan- 
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Fantaftlc  wits  their  darling  follies  love  ; 

But  find  you  faithful  friends  that  will  approve. 

That  on  your  works  may  look  with  careful  eyes. 

And  of  your  faults  be  zealous  enemies  : 

Lay  by  an  author's  pride  and  vanity. 

And  from  a  friend  a  flatterer  defcry. 

Who  feems  to  like,  but  means  not  what  he  fays  j 

Embrace  true  counfel,  but  fufpcft  falfe  praife. 

A  fycophant  will  every  thing  admire  : 

Each  verfe,  each  fentence,  fets  his  foul  on  fire : 

All  is  divine  !  there's  not  a  word  amifs  ! 

He  (hakes  with  joy,  and  weeps  with  tendernefs. 

He  overpowers  you  with  his  mighty  praife. 

Truth  never  moves  in  thofe  impetuous  ways  : 

A  faithful  friend  is  careful  of  your  fame. 

And  freely  will  your  heedlefs  errors  blame  j 

He  cannot  pardon  a  negleded  line. 

But  verfe  to  rule  and  order  will  confine. 

Reprove  of  words  the  too-affefted  found  5 

Here  the  fenfe  flags,  and  your  expreflion's  round. 

Your  fancy  tires,  and  your  difcourfe  grows  vain. 

Your  terms  improper,  make  them  juft  and  plain. 

Thus  'lis  a  faithful  friend  will  freedom  ufe  ; 

But  authors,  partial  to  their  darling  Mufe, 

Think  to  prote6l  it  they  have  jufl:  pretence. 

And  at  your  friendly  counfel  take  offence. 

Said  you  of  this,  that  the  cxprelfion's  flat  ? 

Your  fci-vant,  fir,  you  muft  excufe  me  that, 

He  anfvvcrs  you.     This  word  has  here  no  grace. 

Pray  leave  it  out :  That,  fir,'8  the  propereft  place. 


This 
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This  turn  I  like  net :  'Tis  approved  by  all. 
Thus,  refolute  not  from  one  fault  to  fall, 
If  there 's  a  fyllable  of  which  you  doubt, 
'Tis  a  fure  reafon  not  to  blot  it  out. 
Yet  ftill  he  fays  you  may  his  faults  confute. 
And  over  him  your  power  is  ablblute  : 
But  of  his  feign'd  humility  take  heed ; 
'Tis  a  bait  laid  to  make  you  hear  him  read. 
And  when  he  leaves  you  happy  in  his  Mufe, 
Reftlefs  he  nms  fome  other  to  abufe, 
And  often  finds  ;  for  in  our  fcribbling  limes 
No  fool  can  want  a  fot  to  praife  his  rhymes  : 
The  fiattcft  work  has  ever  in  the  court 
Met  with  fome  zealous  afs  for  its  fupport : 
And  in  all  times  a  forward  fcribbling  fop 
Has  found  fome  greater  fool  to  cry  him  up. 

CANTO        II. 

PASTORAL. 

A  S  a  fair  nymph,  when  rifing  from  her  bed, 
•^^  With  fparkling  diamonds  dreffes  not  her  head. 
But,  without  gold,  or  pearl,  or  coftly  fcents, 
Gathers  from  neighbouring  fields  her  ornaments  : 
Such,  lovely  in  its  drefs,  but  plain  withal. 
Ought  to  appear  a  perfe6l  Paftoral : 
Its  humble  method  nothing  has  of  fierce. 
But,  hates  the  rattling  of  a  lofty  verfe  : 
There  native  beauty  pleafes,  and  excites, 
And  sever  with  harih  founds  the  ear  affrights. 

But 
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But  in  this  ftyle  a  poet  often  fpent, 
In  rage  throws  by  his  rural  inftrument, 
And  vainly,  when  diforder'd  thoughts  abound, 
Amidft  the  Eclogue  makes  the  trumpet  found  : 
Pan  flies  ^larm'd  into  the  neighbouring  woods^ 
And  frighted  nymphs  dive  down  into  the  floods. 
Opposed  to  this  another,  low  in  ftyie. 
Makes  fhepherds  fpeak  a  language  bafe  and  vile : 
His  writings,  flat  and  heavy,  without  found,      ,   , 
Killing  the  earth,  and  creeping  on  the  ground  j 
You'd  fwear  that  Randal,  in  his  ruftic  flrains. 
Again  was  quavering  to  the  countiy  fwains. 
And  changing,  without  care  of  found  or  drefs, 
Strephon  and  Phyllis,  into  Tom  and  Befs. 
'Twixt  thefe  extremes  'tis  hard  to  keep  the  right ; 
For  guides  take  Virgil,  and  read  Theocrite: 
Be  their  juft  writing,  by  the  Gods  infpir'd,    * 
Your  conftant  pattern  praftis'd  and  admir'd. 
By  them  alone  yon  '11  eafily  comprehend 
How  poets,  without  (ha me,  may  condefcend 
To  fmg  of  gardens,  fields,  of  flowers,  and  fruit. 
To  flir  up  fliepherds,  and  to  tune  the  flute ; 
Of  love's  rewards  to  tell  the  happy  hour. 
Daphne  a  tree,  Narciflus  made  a  flower. 
And  by  what  means  the  Eclogue  yet  has  power 
To  make  the  woods  worthy  a  conqueror  : 
This  of  their  writings  is  the  grace  and  flight  5 
Their  rifings  lofty,  yet  not  out  of  fight. 

ELEGY. 
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ELEGY. 

The  Elegy,  that  loves  a  moui-nful  ftylc. 
With  unbound  hair  weeps  at  a  funeral  pile ; 
It  paints  the  lover's  torments  and  delights, 
A  mifbrefs  flatters,  threatens,  and  invites: 
But  well  thefe  raptures  if  you  '11  make  us  fee. 
You  muft  know  love  as  well  as  poetry. 
I  hate  thofe  lukewarm  authors,  whofe  forc'd  fire 
In  a  cold  ftyle  defcribes  a  hot  detire, 
That  figh  by  rule,  and  raging  in  cold  blood 
Their  fluggiih  Mufe  whip  to  an  amorous  mood  t 
Their  tranfports  feign'd  appear  but  flat  and  vain  ; 
They  al^vays  figh,  and  always  hug  their  chain. 
Adore  their  prifon,  and  their  fufFerings  blefs. 
Make  fenfe  and  reafon  quarrel  as  they  pleafe. 
'Twas  not  of  old  in  this  affefled  tone, 
That  fmooth  Tibullus  made  his  amorous  moan  ; 
Nor  Ovid,  when,  inftiufted  from  above. 
By  nature's  Riles  he  taught  the  art  of  love. 
The  heart  in  Elegies  forms  the  difcourfe. 

ODE. 

The  Ode  is  bolder,  and  has  greater  force. 
Mounting  to  heaven  in  her  ambitious  flight,     • 
Amongft  the  Gods  and  heroes  takes  delight  j 
Of  Pifa's  wreftlers  tells  the  fmewy  force. 
And  fings  the  dufty  conqueror's  glorious  courfe  : 
To  Simo's  ftreams  does  fierce  Achilles  bring, 
And  makes  the  Ganges  bow  to  Britain's  king. 

Sometimes 
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Sometimes  (he  flies  liice  an  induftrious  bee, 
And  robs  the  flowers  by  nature's  chemiftry, 
Defcribes  the  fhepherd's  dances,  feafts,  and  blifs, 
And  boafts  from  Phyllis  to  furprize  a  kifs. 
When  gently  flie  refifts  with  feignM  remorfe. 
That  what  flie  grants  may  feem  to  be  by  force : 
Her  generous  ftyle  at  random  oft  will  part. 
And  by  a  brave  difordcr  fliows  her  art. 
Unlike  thofe  fearful  poets,  whofe  cold  rhyme 
In  all  their  i*aptu res  keeps  exafteft  time. 
That  fing  th'  illuftrious  hero's  mighty  praife 
(Lean  writers  !)  by  the  terms  of  weeks  and  days  j 
And  dare  not  from  leaft  circumftances  part, 
But  take  all  towns  by  ftrifteft  rules  of  art ; 
Apollo  drives  thofe  fops  from  his  abode  ; 
And  fome  have  faid  that  once  the  humorous  god 
Refolving  all  fuch  fcribblers  to  confound. 
For  the  fliort  Sonnet  ordered  this  ftrift  bound  ; 
Set  rules  for  the  juft  meafure,  and  the  time. 
The  eafy  running  and  alternate  rhyme  5 
But,  above  all,  thofe  licences  denyM 
Which  in  thefe  writings  the  lame  fenfe  fupplyM ; 
Forbad  an  ufelcfs  line  fliould  find  a  place, 
Or  a  repeated  word  appear  with  grace. 
A  faultlefs  Sonnet,  finifh'd  thus,  would  be 
Worth  tedious  volumes  of  loofe  poetry. 
A  hundred  fcribbling  authors  without  ground. 
Believe  they  have  this  only  phoenix  found  ; 
When  yet  th*  exafteft  fcarce  have  twa  or  three. 
Among  whole  tomes  from  faults  and  cenfure  free. 
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The  reft  but  little  read,  regarded  lefs, 
Are  ihoverd  to  the  paftry  from  the  prcfs. 
Clofing  the  fenfe  within  the  meafur'd  time, 
'Tis  hard  to  fit  the  reafon  to  the  rhyme. 

j:    P    I    G    R    A    M. 

The  Epigram,  with  little  art  composed, 
Is  one  good  fentence  in  a  diftich  closM. 
Thefe  points,  that  by  Italians  firft  were  priz'd. 
Our  ancient  authors  knew  not,  or  defpis'd  ; 
The  vulgar,  dazzled  with  their  glaring  light, 
To  their  falfe  pleafures  quickly  they  invite  j 
But  public  favour  fo  increased  their  pride. 
They  overwhelmed  Parnaffus  with  their  tide. 
The  Madrigal  at  firft  was  overcome, 
And  the  proud  Sonnet  fell  by  the  fame  doom  j 
With  thefe  grave  Tragedy  adorn'd  her  flights. 
And  mournful  Elegy  her  funeral  rites  : 
A  hero  never  fail'd  them  on  the  ftage. 
Without  his  point  a  lover  durft  not  rage  ; 
The  amorous  fhepherds  took  more  care  to  prove 
True  to  his  point,  than  faithful  to  their  love. 
Each  word  like  Janus  had  a  double  face  : 
And  profe,  as  well  as  verfe,  allow'd  it  place  : 
The  lawyer  with  conceits  adornM  his  fpeech. 
The  parfon  without  quibbling  could  not  preach. 
At  laft  affronted  reafon  lookM  about, 
And  from  all  ferious  matters  (hut  them  out : 
Declared  that  none  (hould  ufe  them  without  (hame. 
Except  a  fcattering  in  the  Epigram ; 

Provided 
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Provided  that  by  art,  and  in  due  time. 

They  tumM  upon  the  thought,  and  not  the  thyme. 

Thus  in  all  parts  diforders  did  abate  t 

Yet  quibblers  in  the  court  had  leave  to  prate  t 

Infipid  jefters,  and  unpleaiant  foolt» 

A  corporation  of  dull  punning  drolls. 

*Tis  not,  but  that  fometimet  a  deztiout  Mufe  , 

May  with  advantage  a  tmnM  ienfe  abuie. 

And  on  a  word  may  trifle  with  addreft  i 

But  above  all  avoid  die  fond  exceft  | 

And  think  not,  when  yow  verfe  and  ienie  an  lame^ 

With  a  dull  point  to  tag  your  Epigram* 

Each  poem  his  perfe^lion  has  apart )       ^ 
The  Briti(h  round  in  plainnefs  fliowt  hit  art.   - 
The  Ballad,  though  the  pride  cif  ancient  time, 
Has  often  nothing  but  hit  humorous  rhyme ; 
The  Madrigal  may  fofter  paifions  move. 
And  breathe  the  tender  ecliafies  of  iovt, 
Defire  to  (how  itfclf,  and  not  to  wrong, 
ArmM  Virtue  firft  with  Satire  in  its  tongue. 

SATIRE. 

Lucilius  was  the  man  who,  bravely  bold. 
To  Roman  vices  did  this  mirror  hold, 
Protefled  humble  goodnefs  from  reproach, 
ShowM  worth  on  foot,  and  rafcals  in  the  coach. 
Horace  his  pleaHng  wit  to  this  did  add, 
And  none  uncenfur'd  could  be  fool  or  mad  : 
Unhappy  was  that  wretch,  whofe  name  might  be 
Squai'M  to  the  rules  of  their  iharp  poetry. 

Vol.  I.  T  ¥tx&oi 


AiT.t'i  /vrer^t  ^  Ifancd  m  ;!lkue  rusEi  caoiii  ok^ 
7'm-  r'i  *''rrj.i'  rr::*A4  fVvwigtL  kil  aia  jzccbzs  Auk^ 

Or  *>.*?  >/•  r*ikds  lii-jd  a 

T>  *?«  tsT7.  TzriE.t  to  I 

Or  Romr.  «5£e  an  <i'mifri  'aaiusi  htsm%^ 

AtjS  yia7A\  1st.  «Mifff«6  nekia^  firaia  dK  jfens 

In  i':'*  rjt  -nrn'ci  ffon  %  BooLe  £ic ; 

To  f  vJ^enr  i:ich  a  aahier  dKm  4kne. 

CKrKfT  aJoney  £z*d  oa  tikis  sbtad  hry, 

Tv/  >>5p^,  if  t!ic  irttdaa  ci  ii*  i*ra« 

05*r,.d*:!  fK<  l}^  r:5t*yid  of  clu  tJrsei. 

TTie  Lii'^n  wr.tert  decitCT  n^£«  ; 

Btit  mrAtm  aT;.!Vyri  cbal^ge  ocr  refpec, 

Ar^  at  ;ra:TK/:r5  wntitg*  take  otfmce. 

If  <«e3in  expcefliofi  corer  not  the  fens. 

I  l/yre  (hirp  Satire,  from  obfcencDei's  free  ; 

Not  impudence  that  preaches  modetty  : 

Our  Englifhy  who  in  malice  nerer  fail. 

Hence  in  lampoons  and  libels  learn  to  rail ; 

Heafint  detradion,  that  by  fingicg  goes 

From  mouth  to  month,  and  as  it  marches  grows  : 

Our  freedom  in  our  poetry  we  fee. 

That  child  of  joy  b^;ot  by  liberty. 

5  Ittt, 
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But,  vain  blafphemer,  tremble  when  you  chufe 

God  for  the  fubje^l  of  your  impious  Mufe  i 

At  lad,  thofe  jefts  which  libertines  invent. 

Bring  the  lewd  author  to  juft  punjihroent, 

£v*n  in  a  fong  there  muft  be  art  and  fenfe  $ 

Yet  fometimes  we  have  feen  that  wine,  or  chance. 

Have  warm'd  cold  brains,  and  given  dull  writers  mettle^ 

And  fui-nilh'd  out  a  fcene  for  Mr.  Settle. 

But  for  one  lucky  hit,  that  made  thee  pleafe. 

Let  not  tliy  folly  grow  to  a  difeafe. 

Nor  think  thyfelf  a  wit ;  for  in  our  age 

If  a  warm  fancy  does  fome  fop  engage, 

He  neither  eats  nor  deeps  till  he  has  wiit. 

But  plagues  the  world  with  his  adulterate  wit. 

Nay  "'tis  a  wonder,  if  in  his  dire  rage. 

He  prints  not  his  dull  follies  for  the  ftagej 

And  in  the  front  of  all  his  fenfelefs  plays. 

Makes  David  Logan  crown  his  head  with  bayes. 

CANTO      III. 
TRAGEDY. 

np  H  E  R  E's  not  a  monfter  bred  beneath  the  flcy 
-■^     But,  well-difposM  by  art,  may  pleafe  the  eye : 
A  curious  workman,  by  his  ikill  divine, 
From  an  ill  oh]eSi  makes  a  good  deiign. 
Thus,  to  delight  us,  Tragedy,  in  tears 
For  Oedipus,  provokes  our  hopes  and  fears : 
For  parricide  Oreftes  alks  relief  j 
And  to  encreafe  our  pleafure  caufcs  grief. 

T  »  You 


kl 
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A  Spanifh  poet  may  with  good  event. 

In  one's  day's  fpace  whole  ages  rcprefent  j 

There  oft  the  hero  of  a  wandering  llage 

Begins  a  child,  and  ends  the  play  of  ages 

But  we  that  are  by  reafon's  rules  conHn'd, 

Will,  that  with  art  the  poem  be  defign'd. 

That  unity  of  aftion,  time,  and  place. 

Keep  the  ftage  full,  and  all  our  labours  grace. 

Write  not  what  cannot  be  with  eafe  conceiv'd  j 

Some  truths  may  be  too  ftrong  to  be  believ'd. 

A  foolifh  wonder  cannot  entertain  : 

My  mind  's  not  mov'd  if  your  difcourfe  be  vain. 

You  may  relate  what  would  offend  the  eye ; 

Seeing,  indeed,  would  better  fatisfy  ; 

But  there  are  obje6ls  that  a  curious  art 

Hides  from  the  eyes,  yet  offers  to  the  heart. 

The  mind  is  moft  agreeably  furpris'd. 

When  a  well-woven  fubje6l,  long  difguis'd. 

You  on  a  fudden  artfully  unfold. 

And  give  the  whole  another  face  and  mould. 

At  firft  the  Tragedy  was  void  of  art  j 

A  fong  5  where  each  man  danc'd  and  fung  his  part. 

And  of  God  Bacchus  roaring  out  the  praife. 

Sought  a  good  vintage  for  their  jolly  days  : 

Then  wine  and  joy  were  feen  in  each  man's  eyes, 

And  a  fat  goat  was  the  beft  finger's  prize. 

Thefpis  was  fini,  who,  all  bcfmear'd  with  fee, 

Began  this  plcafurc  for  pofterlty  : 

And  with  his  carted  a^lors,  and  a  fong, 

Amus'd  the  people  as  he  pafs'd  along. 

T  3  '^^'^x. 
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Next  ^fchylus  the  different  pcrfons  plac'd. 
And  with  a  better  maik  his  players  gracM  : 
Upon  a  theatre  his  verfe  exprefs'd, 
And  (how'd  his  hero  with  a  bufkin  drefs'd. 
Then  Sophocles,  the  genius  of  his  age. 
Increased  the  pomp  and  beauty  of  the  ftage. 
Engaged  the  chorus  fong  in  every  part. 
And  poliihM  rugged  verfe  by  rules  of  art : 
He  in  the  Greek  did  thofe  perfections  gain. 
Which  the  weak  Latin  never  could  attain. 
Our  pious  fathers,  in  their  prieft-rid  age. 
As  impious  and  prophane,  abhorred  the  ftage  t 
A  troop  of  filly  pilgrims,  as  *tis  faid, 
Foolifhly  zealous,  fcandaloufly  playM, 
Inflead  of  heroes,  and  of  lovers  complaints. 
The  angels,  God,    the  virgin,  and  the  faints. 
At  laft,  right  reafon  did  his  laws  reveal. 
And  fhowM  the  folly  of  their  ill-plac'd  zeal, 
Silenc'd  thofe  nonconforraifls  of  the  age. 
And  raisM  the  lawful  heroes  of  the  flage : 
Only  th'  Athenian  mafk  was  laid  afide. 
And  chorus  by  the  mufic  was  fupply'd. 
Ingenious  love,  inventive  in  new  arts. 
Mingled  in  plays,  and  quickly  touch'd  our  hearts  : 
This  pafTion  never  could  refiflance  find. 
But  knows  the  fhorteft  paffage  to  the  mind. 
Paint  then,  I  'm  pleasM  my  hero  be  in  love; 
But  let  him  not  like  a  tame  fhepherd  move ; 
Let  not  Achilles  be  like  Thyrfis  feen, 
Or  for  a  Cyrus  fhow  an  Art*    en  j 

That 
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That  (Iniggling  oft  his  pafllons  we  may  find, 
^he  frailty,  not  the  virtue  of  his  mind. 
Of  romance  heroes  fliun  the  low  defign  { 
Yet  to  great  hearts  fome  human  frailties  join  t 
Achilles  mufl  with  Homer^s  heat  engage  ; 
For  an  afifront  I*m  pleasM  to  fee  him  rage. 
Thofe  little  failings  in  your  heroes  heart 
Show  that  of  man. and  nature  he  has  part : 
To  leave  known  rules  you  cannot  be  allowM  ; 
Make  Agamemnon  covetous  and  proud, 
^neas  in  religious  rites  auftere. 
Keep  to  each  man  his  proper  chara£ler. 
Of  countries  and  of  times  the  humours  know ; 
From  different  climates  different  cufloms  grows 
And  ftrive  to  fhun  their  fault  who  vainly  drefs 
An  antique  hero  like  fome  modern  afs  $ 
Who  make  old  Romans  like  our  Englifh  move. 
Show  Cato  fparkiih,  or  make  Brutus  love. 
In  a  romance  thofe  errors  are  excusM  : 
There  'tis  enough  that,  reading,  we  Ve  amus'd  1 
Rule^too  fevere  would  there  be  ufelefs  found  | 
But  the  ilri6l  fcene  mud  have  a  jufter  bound  t 
Exa6l  decorum  we  muft  always  find. 
If  then  you  form  fome  hero  in  your  mind. 
Be  fure  your  image  with  itfelf  agree  ; 
For  wKat  he  firft  appears,  he  ftiil  muft  be. 
Affe^lc'd  wits  will  naturally  incline 
To  paint  their  figures  by  their  own  defign  t 
Your  bully  poets,  bully  heroes  write  : 
Chapman  in  Buffy  d'Ambois  took  delight. 
And  thought  pejfe(5lion  was  to  Viuff  2ly\<\  fv^t. 
/  T  4  ^"^1 
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Wife  nature  by  variety  does  pleafe  ; 
Cloath  differing  pailions  in  a  differing  drefs  i 
Bold  anger,  in  rough  haughty  words  appears } 
Sorrow  ishun^ble,  and  diifolves  in  tears. 
Make  not  your  Hecuba  with  fury  rage, 
And  fhow  a  ranting  grief  upon  the  (lage  ; 
Or  tell  in  vain  how  the  rough  Tanais  bore 
His  fevenfold  waters  to  the  Euxine  (hore  : 
Thefe  fwoln  expreflions,  this  affefled  noife, 
Shows  like  fome  pedant  that  declaims  to  boys. 
In  forrow  you  muft  fofter  methods  keep  ; 
And,  to  excite  our  tears,  yourfelf  muft  weep. 
Thofe  noify  words  with  which  ill  plays  abound, 
Come  not  from  hearts  that  are  in  fadnefs  drownM. 

The  theatre  for  a  young  poet's  rhymes 
Is  a  bold  venture  in  our  knowing  times  : 
An  author  cannot  eafily  purchafe  fame  -, 
Critics  are  always  apt  to  hifs,  and  blame : 
You  may  be  judged  by  every  afs  in  town, 
The  privilege  is  bQught  for  half  a  crown. 
To  pleafe,  you  muft  a  hundred  changes  try ;        * 
Sometimes  be  humble,  then  muft  foar  on  high : 
In  noble  thoughts  muft  every  where  abound. 
Be  cafy,  pleafant,  folid,  and  profound : 
To  thefe  you  muft  furprifing  touches  join. 
And  lliow  us  a  new  wonder  in  each  line : 
That  all,  in  a  juft  method  well-defign'd. 
May  leave  a  ftrong  imprefiion  in  the  mind. 
Thefe  are  the  arts  that  tragedy  maintain  ;  » 


Th  e 
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TheEPIC. 

But  the  Heroic  claims  a  loftier  ftrain. 

In  the  narration  of  fome  great  defign. 

Invention,  art,  and  fable,  all  muft  join  : 

Here  fk6iion  muft  employ  its  utmoft  grace  j 

All  muft  aflume  a  body,  mind^  and  fact : 

Each  virtue  a  divinity  is  feen  ; 

Prudence  is  Pallas,  beauty  Paphos'  queen. 

'Tis  not  a  c>oud  from  whence  fwift  lightnings  fly; 

But  Jupiter,  that  thunders  from  the  fky  : 

Nor  a  rough  ftorm  that  gives  the  failor  pain  j 

But  angry  Neptune  plowing  up  the  main  ; 

Echo  *s  no  more  an  empty  airy  found ; 

But  a  fair  nymph  that  weeps  her  lover  drown*d. 

Thus  in  the  endlefs  treafure  of  his  mind. 

The  poet  does  a  thoufand  figures  find, 

Around  the  work  his  ornaments  he  pours. 

And  ftrows  with  lavifli  hand  his  opening  flowers, 

'Tis  not  a  wonder  if  a  tempeft  bore 

The  Trojan  fleet  againft  the  Libyan  (hore ; 

From  fiithlcls  fortune  this  is  no  furprize. 

For  every  day  'tis  common  to  our  eyes  5 

But  angry  Juno,  that  (he  might  deftroy. 

And  overwhelm  the  reft  of  ruinM  Troy  : 

That  /Eolus  with  the  fierce  f^odciefs  join'd. 

Opened  the  hollow  pi  lions  of  the  wind  ; 

Till  angry  Neptune  looking  o'er  the  main. 

Rebukes  the  tempeft,  caiins  the  waves  again. 

Their  vefTcis  from  the  dangerous  quickfands  ftcers ; 

Thcfe  are  the  firings  that  move  our  hopes  and  fears  \ 
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Without  thefe  ornaments  before  our  eyes, 
Th'  unfinew'd  poem  languifhes  and  dies  : 
Your  poet  in  his  art  will  always  fail. 
And  tell  you  but  a  dull  infipid  tale. 
In  vain  have  our  miftaken  authors  try'd 
To  lay  thefe  ancient  ornaments  afide, 
Thinking  our  God,  and  prophets  that  he  fent^ 
Might  aft  like  thofe  the  poets  did  invent, 
To  fright  poor  readers  in  each  line  with  hell. 
And  talk  of  Satan,  Afhtaroth,  and  Bel ; 
The  myfteries  which  Chridtans  mud:  believe, 
Difdain  fuch  fhifting  pageants  to  receive  : 
The  gofpel  offers  nothing  to  our  thoughts 
But  penitence,  or  puniihment  for  faults ; 
And  mingling  falfehoods  with  thofe  myfteries. 
Would  make  our  facred  truths  appear  like  lies. 
BeHdes,  what  pleafure  can  it  be  to  hear 
The  bowlings  of  repining  Lucifer, 
Whofe  rage  at  your  imaginM  hero  flies. 
And  oft  with  God  himfelf  diiputes  the  prize  ? 
Taflb  you  Ml  fay  has  done  it  with  applaufe  ? 
It  is  not  here  I  mean  to  judge  his  caufe  : 
Yet  though  our  age  has  fo  extoH'd  his  name, 
His  works  had  never  gainM  immortal  fame. 
If  holy  Godfrey  in  his  ecftafies 
Had  only  conquered  Satan  on  his  knees  ; 
If  Tancred  and  Armida's  pleafmg  form 
Did  not  his  melancholy  theme  adorn. 
'Tis  not,  that  chriftian  poems  ought  to  be 
F'ilVd  with  the  fiftions  of  idolatry  j 
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But  in  a  common  fabjeft  to  reject 

The  gods,  and  headien  ornaments  negle5^  ; 

To  banifli  Tritons  who  the  Teas  invade. 

To  take  Pan*s  whiftle,  or  the  Fates  degrade. 

To  hinder  Charon  in  his  leaky  boat 

To  pafs  the  ihepherd  with  the  man  of  note. 

Is  with  vain  fcruples  to  difturb  your  mind. 

And  fearch  perfection  you  can  never  find  s 

As  well  they  may  forbid  us  to  prefent 

Prudence  or  Juftice  for  an  ornament. 

To  paint  old  Janus  with  his  front  of  brafs. 

And  take  from  Time  his  fcythe,  his  wings  and  glafs. 

And  every  where,  as  'twere  idolatry, 

Banilh  defcriptions  from  our  poetry. 

Leave  them  their  pious  follies  to  purfue  ; 

But  let  our  reafon  fuch  vain  fears  fubdue  : 

And  let  us  not,  amongft  our  vanities. 

Of  the  true  God  create  a  God  of  lies. 

In  fable  we  a  thoufand  pleafures  fee. 

And  the  fmootb  names  feem  made  for  poetry  | 

As  Heftor,  Alexander,  Helen,  Phyllis, 

Ulyffes,  Agamemnon,  and  Achilles  : 

In  iuch  a  crowd,  the  poet  were  to  blame 

To  chufe  king  Chilperic  for  his  hero's  name. 

Sometimes  the  name  being  well  or  ill  apply'd, 

Will  the  whole  fortune  of  your  work  decide. 

Would  you  your  reader  never  fhould  be  tir'd  f 

Chufe  fome  great  hero,  fit  to  be  admir'd  j 

In  co'.irage  fignal,  and  in  virtue  brigh^, 

Let  e'en  his  very  failings  give  delig^^* 
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Let  his  great  a6lions  our  attention  bind, 

Like  Caefar,  or  like  Scipio,  frame  his  mind. 

And  not  like  Oedipus  his  pcrjur'd  race  5 

A  com moa  "conqueror  is  a  theme  too  bafe. 

Chufe  not  your  tale  of  accidents  too  full ; 

Too  much  variety  may  make  it  dull : 

Achilles'  rage  alone,  when  wrought  with  Ikill, 

Abundantly  does  a  whole  Iliad  fill. 

Be  your  narrations  lively,  fhort,  and  fmart; 

In  your  defcriptions  (how  your  nobleft  art : 

There  "tls  your  poetry  may  be  employ'd  : 

Yet  you  mud  trivial  accidents  avoid. 

Nor  imitate  that  fool,  who,  to  defcribe 

The  wondrous  marches  of  the  chofen  tiibe, 

Plac'd  on  the  fides  to  fee  their  armies  pafs. 

The  fifhes  ftaring  though  thejiquid  glafs  5 

DefcribM  a  child,  who,  with  his  little  hand. 

Picked  up  the  fhining  pebbles  from  the  fand. 

Such  obje6ls  are  too  mean  to  ftay  our  fight  j 

Allow  your  work  a  juft  and  nobler  flight. 

Be  your  beginning  plain  j  and  take  good  heed 

Too  foon  you  mount  not  on  the  airy  fteed  j 

Nor  tell  your  reader  in  a  thundering  verfe, 

*'  I  fing  the  conqueror  of  the  univerfe.'* 

What  can  an  author  after  this  produce  ? 

The  labouring  mountain  muft  bring  forth  a  mcufe. 

Much  better  are  we  pleas'd  with  his  addrefs, 

Who,  v/ithout  makincj  fuch  vaft  prornlfcs. 

Says,  in  an  eafier  ftyle  and  plainer  fenfe, 

'^  I  fing  the  combats  of  that  pious  prince 

"  Wh 
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•*  Who  from  the  Phrygian  coaft  his  armies  bore, 
**  And  landed  firft  on  the  Laviniato  fliore." 
His  opening  Mufe  fets  not  the  world  on  fire. 
And  yet  performs  more  than  we  can  require  : 
Quickly  you  '11  hear  him  celebrate  the  fame 
And  future  glory  of  the  Roman  name ; 
-Of  Styx  and  Acheron  defcribe  the  floods. 
And  Caefar's  wandering  in  th*  Elyiian  woods  : 
With  figures  numberlefs  his  ftory  grace,  ' 

And  every  thing  in  beauteous  colours  trace. 
At  once  you  may  be  pleafing  and  fublime  : 
I  hate  a  heavy  melancholy  rh)Tne  : 
I'd  rather  read  Orlando's  comic  tale. 
Than  a  dull  author  always  ftifF  and  fble. 
Who  thinks  himfelf  difhonourM  in  his  ilyle. 
If  on  his  works  the  Graces  do  but  fmile.  ^ 

'Tis  faid,  that  Homer,  matchlefs  in  his  art. 
Stole  Venus'  girdle  to  engage  the  heart : 
His  works  indeed  vaft  treafures  do  unfold. 
And  whatfoe'er  he  touches  turns  to  gold  : 
All  in  his  hands  new  beauty  does  acquire  ; 
He  always  pleafes,  and  can  never  tire. 
A  happy  warmth  he  every  where  may  boaft  j 
Nor  is  he  in  too  long  digreflions  lofl ; 
His  verfes  without  rule  a  method  find. 
And  of  themfelves  appear  in  order  join'd  : 
All  without  trouble  anfwcrs  his  intent ; 
Each  fyllable  is  tending  to  th'  event. 
Let  his  example  your  endeavours  raife  : 
To  love  his  writings  is  a  kind  of  praife. 
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Wlfdom  and  virtue,  honour,  wit,  and  fenfe. 
Were  fubje^l  to  buffooning  infolence  : 
Poets  were  publicly  approvM,  and  fought. 
That  vice  extoll'd,  and  virtue  fet  at  nought ! 
A  Socrates  himfelf,  in  that  loofe  age, 
Was  made  the  paftlme  of  a  fcoffing  ftage* 
At  laft  the  public  took  in  hand  the  caufe. 
And  curM  this  madnefs  by  the  power  of  laws  $ 
Forbad  at  any  time,  or  any  place, 
To  name  the  perfon,  or  defcribe  the  face* 
The  ftage  its  ancient  fury  thus  let  fall^ 
And  comedy  diverted  without  gall : 
By  mild  reproofs  recovered  minds  difeasM^ 
And  fpaiing  perfons  innocently  pleasM. 
Each  one  was  nicely  fhewn  in  this  new  glafsy 
And  fmiJM  to  think  he  was  not  meant  the  afs  : 
A  mifer  oft  would  laugh  at  firft,  to  find 
A  faithful  draught  of  his  own  fordid  mind  5 
And  fops  were  with  fuch  care  and  cunning  writ, 
I  They  likM  the  piece  for  which  themfelves  did  fit^ 

You  then  that  would  the  comic  laurels  wear, 
I  To  ftudy  nature  be  your  only  care : 
Whoever  knows  roan,  and  by  a  curious  art 
>  Difcems  the  hidden  fecrets  of  the  heart  i 
,  He  who  obferves,  and  naturally  can  paint 
i  The  jealous  fool,  the  fawning  fycophant, 
A  fober  wit,  an  enterprifmg  afs, 
A  humorous  Otter,  or  a  Hudibras  ; 
May  fafely  in  thofe  noble  lifts  engage. 
And  make  them  a^  and  ipeak  upon  the  ftage. 
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Strive  to  be  natural  in  all  you  write, 

And  paint  with  colours  that  may  pleafe  the  fight. 

Nature  in  various  figures  does  abound  ; 

And  in  each  mind  are  different  humours  found  t 

A  glance,  a  touch,  difcovers  to  the  wife  ; 

But  every  man  has  not  difcerning  eyes. 

All-changing  time  does  alfo  change  the  mmd  j 

And  different  ages  different  pleafures  find  : 

Youth,  hot  and  furious,  cannot  brook  delay. 

By  flattering  vice  is  cafily  led  away  ; 

Vain  in  difcourfc,  inconftant  in  defire, 

In  cenfure,  rafh  ;  in  pleafures,  all  on  fire. 

The  manly  age  does  fteadier  thoughts  enjoy  ; 

Power  and  ambition  do  his  foul  employ : 

Againfl  the  turns  of  fate  he  fets  his  mind  | 

And  by  the  paft  the  future  hopes  to  find. 

Decrepit  age  ftill  adding  to  his  ftores. 

For  others  heaps  the  treafure  he  adores. 

In  all  his  a£lions  keeps  a  frozen  pace ; 

Paft  times  extols,  the  prefent  to  dcbafe  : 

Incapable  of  pleafures  youth  abufe, 

In  others  blames  what  age  does  him  refufe. 

Your  a6lor8  muft  by  reafon  be  controPd  ; 

Let  young  men  fpeak  like  young,  old  men  like  old  : 

Obferve  the  town,  and  ftudy  well  the  court : 

For  thither  various  charafters  refort : 

Thus  'twas  great  Jonfon  purchas'd  his  renown. 

And  in  his  art  had  born  away  the  crown ; 

If,  lefs  deflrous  of  the  people's  praife, 

He  had  not  with  low  farce  debased  his  plays; 

Mix'ni 
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Mixing  dull  buffbonry  with  wit  refined. 
And  Harlequin  with  noble  Terence  joined. 
When  in  the  Fox  I  fee  the  tortoife  hift, 
I  lofe  the  author  of  the  Alchemift. 
The  comic  wit,  bom  with  a  fmiling  air^ 
Muft  tragic  grief  and  pompous  verfc  forbear  ; 
Yet  may  he  not,  as  on  a  market-place. 
With  baudy  jefts  amufe  the  populace  : 
With  well-bred  converfation  you  muft  pleafe. 
And  your  intrigue  unravcPd  be  with  eafe  : 
Your  aftion  ftill  (hould  reafon's  rules  obey,  ^ 
Nor  in  an  empty  fcene  may  lofe  its  way. 
Your  humble  ftylc  muft  fometimes  gently  rife  j 
And  your  difcourfe  fententious  be,  and  wife : 
The  paflions  muft  to  nature  be  confined  j 
And  fcenes  to  fcenes  with  artful  weaving  join'd. 
Your  wit  muft  not  unfeafonably  play  ; 
But  follow  bus'nefs,  never  lead  the  way. 
Obferve  how  Terence  does  this  error  ftiun  ; 
A  careful  father  chides  his  amorous  fon  : 
Then  fee  that  fon,  whom  no  advice  can  move. 
Forget  thofe  orders,  and  purfue  his  love : 
'Tis  not  a  well-drawn  piflure  we  difcover: 
'Tis  a  true  fon,  a  father,  and  a  lover. 
I  like  an  author  that  reforms  the  age; 
And  keeps  the  right  decorum  of  the  ftage ; 
That  always  pleafes  by  juft  reafon*s  rule  : 
But  for  a  tedious  droll,  a  quibbling  fool. 
Who  with  low  naufeous  baudry  fills  his  plays ; 
I^t  him  be  gone,  and  on  two  treflels  raiie 

Vol.  L  U  ^-^^^ 
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Some  Smith  field  ftage,  wliere  he  may  aft  his  pranks^. 
And  make  Jack-Puddings Tpeak  to  mountebanks. 

CANTO      IV. 

T  N  Florence  dwelt  a  doftor  of  renown, 
•*•   The  foourge  of  God,  and  tenor  of  the  town. 
Who  all  the  cant  of  phyfic  had  by  heart, 
And  never  murderM  but  by  rules  of  art. 
The  public  mifchief  was  his  private  gain  ; 
Children  their  flaughtef  d  parents  fought  in  vain  : 
A  brother  here  his  poifon'd  brother  v/ept ; 
Some  bloodlefs  dy'd,  and  fome  by  opium  flept. 
Colds,  at  his  prefence,  would  to  frenzies  turn  ; 
And  agues,  like  malignant  fevers,  bum. 
Hated,  at  laft,  his  praflice  gives  him  o'er? 
One  friend,  unkillM  by  diiigs,  of  all  his  ftore. 
In  his  new  country-houfe  affords  him  place  j 
*Twas  a  rich  abbot,  and  a  building  afs  : 
Here  firft  the  do6lor's  talent  came  in  play. 
He  feems  infpir'd,  and  talks  like  Wren  or  May  ; 
Of  this  new  portico  condemns  the  face, 
And  turns  the  entrance  to  a  better  place  3 
Defigns  the  ftair-cafe  at  the  other  end, 
His  friend  approves,  does  for  his  mafon  fend. 
He  comes  ;  the  doftor's  arguments  prevail. 
In  (hort,  to  finifh  this  our  humorous  tale. 
He  Galen's  dangerous  fcience  does  rejeft. 
And  from  ill  doftor  turns  good  architeft. 
In  this  example  we  may  have  our  part  : 
Rather  be  mafon,  'tis  a  ufeful  art! 

Thai 
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Than  a  dull  poet ;  for  that  trade  accurft. 

Admits  no  mean  betwixt  t))e  beft  and  worft. 

In  other  fciences,  without  difgrace, 

A  candidate  may  fill  a  fecond  place  j 

But  poetry  no  medium  can  admit. 

No  reader  fuifers  an  indifferent  wit: 

The  ruinM  ftationei-s  againft  him  haul. 

And  Herringham  degrades  him  from  his  flail. 

Burlefque,  at  leaft»  our  laughter  may  excite  : 

But  a  cold  writer  never  can  delight. 

The  Coimter- Scuffle  has  more  wit  and  art. 

Than  the  ftiff  formal  flyle  of  Gondibert. 

Be  not  afFe£led  with  that  empty  praife 

Which  your  vain  flatterers  will  fometimes  raiiie. 

And  when  you  read,  with  ecflafy  will  fay, 

«*  The  finifhM  piece !  the  admirable  play  !'' 

Which,  when  exposM  to  cenfure  and  to  light. 

Cannot  endure  a  critic's  piercing  fight. 

A  hundred  authors  fates  have  been  foretold^ 

And  Shadweirs  works  are  printed,  but  not  fold. 

Hear  all  the  world;  conilder  every  thought  j 

A  fool  by  chance  may  flumble  on  a  fault : 

Yet,  when  Apollo  does  your  Mufe  infpire. 

Be  not  impatient  to  expofe  your  fire ; 

Nor  imitate  the  Settles  of  our  times, 

Thofe  tuneful  readers  of  their  own  dull  rhymes. 

Who  feixe  on  all  th'  acquaintance  they  can  meet, 

And  flop  the  paf&ngers  that  walk  the  flreet : 

There  is  no  fanftuary  you  can  chufe 

For  a  defence  from  dieir  purfuing  Mufe. 

U  %  \\^ 
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I  Ve  faid  before,  be  patient  when  they  blame  j 

To  alter  for  the  better,  is  no  fhame. 

Yet  yield  not  to  a  fooPs  impertinence  1 

Sometimes  conceited  fceptics,  void  of  fenfe, 

})y  their  falfe  tafte  condemn  fome  finifli'd  part. 

And  blame  the  nobleft  flights  of  wit  and  art. 

In  vain  their  fond  opinions  you  deride. 

With  their  lovM  folliw  they  are  fatisfy'd  | 

And  their  weak  judgment,  void  of  fenfe  and  light. 

Thinks  nothing  can  efcape  their  feeble  fight : 

Their  dangerous  counfels  do  not  cure, 

To  Aun  the  ftorra,  they  run  your  verfe  i 

And,  thinking  to  efcape  a  rock,  are  < 

Chufe  a  fnre  judge  to  cenfure  what  you  write, 

Whofe  reafon  leads,  and  knowledge  gives  you  light, 

Whofe  fteady  hand  will  prove  your  faithful  g^ide. 

And  touch  the  darling  follies  you  would  hide : 

He,  in  your  doubts,  will  carefully  advi(e. 

And  clear  the  mill  before  your  feeble  eyes. 

'Tis  he-will,  tell  you,  to  what  noble  height 

A  generous  Mufe  may  fometimes  take  her  flight  $ 

When  too  much  fetter'd  with  the  rules  of  art. 

May  from  her  ftri£ler  bounds  and  limits  part : 

But  fuch  a  perfe£l  judge  is  hard  to  fee. 

And  every  rhymer  knows  not  poetry  5 

Nay  fome  there  arc,  for  writing  verfe  extoll'd. 

Who  know  not  Ltican's  drofs  from  Virgil's  gold. 

Would  you  in  this  great  art  acquii-e  renown  ? 
Authors,  obferve  the  rules  I  here  lay  down. 

In 
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ffi  prudent  Icflbns  every  where  abound  j 

With  pleafant  join  the  ufcful  and  the  found  : 

A  fober  reader  a  vain  tale  will  flight  5 

He  feeks  as  well  inftru^on  as  delight. 

Xet  all  your  thoughts  to  virtue  be  confinM» 

Still  offering  nobler  figures  to  our  luind  ; 

I  like  not  thofe  loole  writers,  who  employ 

Their  guilty  Mufe,  good  manners  to  deftroy  j 

Who  with  falifc  colours  ftill  deceive  our  eyes. 

And  (how  us  vice  drefs'd  in  a  fair  difguife. 

Yet  do  I  not  their  Allien  Mufe  approve, 

Who  from  all  modeft  writings  banifh  love  j 

That  {trip  the  play-houfe  of  its  chief  intrigue^ 

And  make  9  murderer  of  Roderigue  : 

The  lighted  love,  if  decently  expreft, 

Will  raife  no  vicious  motions  in  our  breaft. 

Dido  in  vain  may  weep,  and  aflc  relief; 

I  blame  her  folly,  whilft  I  (hare  her  grief. 

A  virtuous  author,  in  his  charming  art. 

To  pleafe  the  fenfe  needs  not  corrupt  the  heart : 

His  heat  will  never  caufe  a  guilty  fire  : 

To  follow  virtue  then  be  your  defire. 

In  vain  your  art  and  vigour  are  expreft  ; 

Th*  obfcene  exprefiion  fliows  th*  infe^led  breaft. 

But  above  all  bafe  jealoufies  avoid. 

In  which  detra6ling  poets  are  employ 'd. 

A  noble  wit  dares  liberally  cojnmend  ; 

And  fcorns  to  grudge  at  his  deferving  friend. 

Bafe  rivals,  who  true  wit  and  merit  hate. 

Caballing  ftill  againft  it  with  the  great, 

U  3  ^^v- 
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Walicioufly  ai'pire  to  gain  renown. 
By  ftanding  up,  and  polling  others  down. 
Never  debafe  yourfclf  by  treacherous  ways. 
Nor  by  fuch  ab)ed  methods  feek  for  praife  : 
Let  not  your  only  bufinefs  be  to  write ; 
Be  virtuous,  jufty  and  in  your  friends  delight. 
*Tis  not  enough  your  poems  be  adroir'd  j 
But  ftrive  your  converfation  be  deiirM : 
Write  for  immortal  fame ;  nor  ever  chufe 
Gold  for  the  objc£l  of  a  generous  Mufe. 
I  know  a  noble  wit  may,  without  crime. 
Receive  a  lawful  tribute  for  his  time  : 
Yet  I  abhor  thofe  writers,  who  delpife 
Their  honour  j  and  alone  their  profits  prize ; 
Who  their  Apollo  bafely  will  degrade. 
And  of  a  noble  fciencc  make  a  trade. 
Before  kind  reafon  did  her  light  difplay. 
And  government  taught  mortals  to  obey, 
Men,  like  wild  beads,  did  nature's  laws  purfue. 
They  fed  on  herbs,  and  drink  from  rivers  drew  j 
Their  brutal  force,  on  luft  and  rapine  bent, 
Comniiltcd  murder  without  punifhment : 
Rcafun  at  laft,  by  her  all-conquering  arts, 
RcducM  thcfe  favages,  and  tunM  their  hearts  ; 
Mankind  from  bogs,  and  woods,  and  caverns  calls. 
And  towns  and  cities  fortifies  with  walls  : 
Thus  fear  of  juftice  made  proud  rapine  ccafe. 
And  (hcltcr'd  innocence  by  laws  and  peacrt 
Thcfc  benefits  from  poets  we  rcceivM, 

Dce  arc  raisM  thofe  fi6lions  fmce  belicvM. 

TKat 
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That  Orpheus>  by  his  (oh  harmonious  ftrainsy 

Tam'd  the  fierce  tigers  of  the  Thracian  plsuns  i 

Amphion's  notes,  by  their  melodious  powcrsy 

Drew  rocks  and  woods,  and  raised  the  Theban  towers  s 

Thefe  miracles  from  numbers  did  arife  : 

Since  which,^  in  verie  heaven  taught  his  myfierieSy 

And  by  a  prieft,  pofTefs^d  with  rage  divine, 

Apollo  fpoke  from  hi^  prophetic  ihrine. 

Sctbn  after  Homer  the  old  heroes  praised. 

And  noble  minds  by  great  examples  raisM  $ 

Tlien  Hefiod  did  his  Grecian  fWains  incline 

To  till  the  fields,  and  prune  the  bounteous  vin^ 

Thus  ufeful  rules  were  by  the  poets  aid. 

In  eafy  numbers  to  rude  men  conveyM, 

And  pleafmgly  their  precepts  did  impart  $ 

Fii*ft  charmM  the  ear,  and  then  engaged  the  heart : 

The  Mules  thus  their  reputation  rais'd, 

And  with  juft  gratitude  in  Greece  were  praisM. 

With  pleafure  mortals  did  their  wonders  fee. 

And  facrificM  to  their  divinity ; 

But  want,  at  laft,  bafe  Aattery  entertained. 

And  old  Parnaffus  with  this  vice  was  ftainM  t 

Defire  of  gain  dazzling  the  poets  eyes, 

Their  works  were  filPd  with  fulfome  flatteries. 

Thus  needy  wits  a  vile  revenue  made, 

And  verfe  became  a  mercenary  trade. 

Debale  not  with  fo  mean  a  vice  thy  art : 

If  gold  muft  be  the  idol  of  thy  heart. 

Fly,  fly  ih'  unfruitful  Heliconian  (Irand, 

Thofc  ftrcams  are  not  inrich'd  with  golden  fand  : 

U  4  QiwaX 
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Great  wits,  as  well  as  warriors,  only  gain 
Laurels  and  honours  for  their  toil  and  pain  : 
But  what  ?  an  author  cannot  live  on  fame. 
Or  pay  a  reckoning  with  a  lofty  name  x 
A  poet  to  whom  fortune  is  unkind, 
Who  when  he  goes  to  bed  has  hardly  din*d  ; 
Takes  little  pleafure  in  PamafTus*  dreams^ 
Or  relifhes  the  Heliconian  (breams. 
Horace  had  eafe  and  plenty  when  he  writ. 
And,  free  from  cares  for  money  or  for  meat. 
Did  not  expeti  his  dinner  from  his  wit. 
'Tis  true  5  but  verfe  is  cherifliM  by  the  great. 
And  now  none  famifli  who  deienre  to  eat : 
What  can  we  fear,  when  virtue,  arts,  and  fenfe. 
Receive  the  ftars  propitious  influence  ; 
When  a  (harp-fighted  prince,  by  early  grants. 
Rewards  your  merits,  and  prevents  your  wants  ? 
Sing  then  his  glory,  celebrate  his  fame ; 
Your  nobleft  theme  is  his  immortal  name. 
Let  mighty  Spenfer  raife  his  reverend  head, 
Cowley  and  Denham  ftart  up  from  the  dead ; 
Waller  his  age  renew,  and  offerings  bring. 
Our  monarch's  praife  let  bright-eyM  virgins  fing  ; 
Let  Dryden  with  new  rules  our  ftage  reHne, 
And  his  great  models  form  by  this  defign  : 
But  where 's  a  fecond  Virgil,  to  rehearfe 
Our  hero's  glories  in  his  epic  verfc  ? 
What  Orpheus  fmg  his  triumphs  o'er  the  main, 
And  make  the  hills  and  forefts  move  again  j 
Shew  his  bold  fleet  on  the  Batavian  (hore, 
And  Holland  trembling  as  his  cannons  roar  j 
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Paint  Europe's  balance  in  his  fteady  hand, 

Whilft  the  two  worlds  in  expectation  ftand 

Of  peace  or  war,  that  wait  on  his  command  ? 

But  as  I  fpeak  new  glories  ftrike  my^yes. 

Glories,  which  heaven  itfelf  does  give,  and  prixe, 

Bleffings  of  peace  j  that  with  their  milder  rays 

Adorn  his  reign^  and  bring  Saturnian  days  t 

Now  let  rebellion,  difcord,  vice,  and  rage. 

That  have  in  patriots  forms  debauchM  our  age* 

Vaniih  with  all  the  minifters  of  hell : 

His  rays  their  poiibnous  vapours  (hall  difpel  x 

'Tis  he  alone  our  fafety  did  create,  f 

His  own  firm  foul  fecur*d  the  nation^s  fate,  > 

Opposed  to  all  the  Bout' feu's  of  the  ft^e,  ^ 

Authors,  for  him  your  great  endeavours  raife  j 

.The  loftiell  numbers  will  but  reach  his  praife. 

For  me,  whofe  verfe  in  fatire  has  been  bred. 

And  never  durft  heroic  meafures  tread  j 

Yet  you  (hall  fee  me,  in  that  famous  field. 

With  eyes  and  voice,  my  beft  afilfiance  yield  : 

Offer  your  leiTons,  that  my  infant  Mufe 

Learnt,  when  fhe  Horace  for  her  guide  did  chufc : 

Second  your  zeal  with  wifhcs,  heart,  and  eyes, 

And  afar  off  hold  up  the  glorious  prize. 

But  pardon  too,  if,  zealous  for  the  right, 

A  ftri£l  obferver  of  each  ncibh  fli^]:ht, 

From  the  fine  gold  I  feparale  the  alby. 

And  (how  how  hafty  writers  fometimes  ftray  : 

Apter  t )  blame,  than  knowing  how  to  mend  j 

A  fharp,  but  yet  a  neceflary  friend. 


'Tp  H  U  S  long  my  gncf  his  Icqjt  me  damb  : 
-*•    Sure  there's  a  lethargy  in  mighty  woe. 
Tears  ftand  congeaPd,  and  cannot  flow  ; 

And  the  (ad  foul  retires  into  her  inmcft  room : 

Tears,  for  a  ftroke  forcfeen,  afford  relief  j 
But,  unprovided  for  a  fudden  blow. 
Like  Niobe  we  marble  grow  ; 
And  petrify  with  grief. 

Our  Briti/h  heaven  was  all  ferene. 
No  threatening  cloud  was  nigh. 
Not  the  leaft  wrinkle  to  deform  the  fky  5 
We  livM  as  unconcernM  and  happily 

As  the  firft  age  in  nature's  golden  fcene ; 
Supine  amidft  our  flowing  flore. 

We  flcpt  fecurely,  and  we  dreamt  of  more : 
When  fuddenly  the  thunder-clap  was  heard. 
It  took  us  unpreparM  and  out  of  guard. 
Already  loft  before  we  fear'd. 
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The  tempeft  rofe ; 

An  unexpefled  burfl:  of  woes  : 
With  fcarce  a  breathing  fpace  betwixt. 
This  now  becalmed,  and  perifhing  the  next. 
As  if  great  Atlas  from  his  height 
Should  fink  beneath  his  heavenly  weight. 
And  with  a  mighty  flaw,  the  flaming  wall 

As  once  it  fliall. 
Should  gape  immenfe,  and  nifliing  down,  overwhelm 

this  nether  ball ; 
So  fwift  and  fo  furprifing  was  our  fear  : 
Our  Atlas  fell  indeed ;  but  Hercules  was  near. 

ir. 

His  pious  brother,  Aire  the  beft 
Who  ever  bore  that  name. 

Was  newly  rifen  from  his  reft. 
And,  with  a  fei-yent  flame, 

His  ufual  morning  vows  had  juft  addreft 
For  his  dear  fovereign's  health  ; 
And  hopM  to  have  them  heard. 
In  long  increafe  of  years, 
In  honour,  fime,  and  wealth  : 
Guiltlefs  of  greatnefs  thus  he  always  pray'd. 
Nor  knew  nor  wilhM  thofe  vows  he  made. 
On  his  own  head  fliould  be  repay'd. 

Soon  a.^  th'  ill-omen'd  rumour  rcach'd  his  ear, 
III  news  IS  wingM  with  fate,  and  flies  apace. 
Who  can  difcribc  th'  amazement  of  his  face  t 

Horror  in  all  his  pomp  was  there. 

Mute  and  magnificent  without  a  tear  t 

And  then  the  hero  firft  was  feen  to  fear. 


yjo         i;KYDric  f    r  or  MIL 

App^j£'-:iiuir  ETcaaDcfc  saei  is-a  -w-ja  isc  i 
Of  p^wtT  arc  f uuirt  £a3£ j 

Ajt4v'4  w  f  'C  tiic  Eaoamfuj  rcom,  bt  »r 

A  wild  «^:5j?«crJon,  loid  cf  xwc^ 
A«4  jrWtj«ry  trr  '*/  Mr  H^ysndtd  \re  2  law. 

Oo^'c  )<a3gt^  God'^  aixiiErtal,  lar 

A  kakhtfn  )tirxip  of  fiicred  clar. 

An  jnaa^  now  cf  dcatb. 
Arnioft  hh  lad  attffldnntf  ^sn^acs  and  ciics. 
The  Jine«  </f  that  ador'd  forgfring  face, 
Dift'yrfei  fiom  iV-ir  native  gJ'sce  ; 
A'i  iro'n  fr-irtiher  dt  on  hU  msjeitic  c^-cs. 
7  /;<!  p«ou«  '^.ukjf*— For1*tar,  audacious  Mule ! 
No  *trrr#*  thy  ftt^/.t  art  can  uic 
Aft  able  to  a^lom  fo  vaft  a  woe  s 
'J  he  gritf  of  ail  t!ic  reft  like  fubjeft-gricf  did  (how, 

lli«  like  a  fovereign  did  tranfcend  ; 
No  wiTft,  DO  brother,  fuch  a  grief  could  know. 
Nor  any  came  but  friend. 
III. 
O  v'ondrotis  rhsne^es  cf  a  fatal  feme, 
fitill  varyinp;  to  the  laft  ! 
IfL'aven,  though  it«  hard  decree  was-paft, 
Scord  pointing  to  a  grac-ious  turn  again  : 
And  deatlre  uplifted  arm  anrftcd  in  its  hafte. 

Hearen 
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Heaven  half  repented  of  the  doom. 
And  almoft  griev'd  it  had  forefeen. 

What  by  forefiglit  it  willM  eternally  to  come. 
Mercy  above  did  hourly  plead 

For  her  refemblance  here  below  5 
And  mild  forgivenefs  intercede 

To  flop  the  coming  blow. 
New  miracles  approach'd  th'  ethcrial  throne, 
Such  as  his  wondrous  life  had  oft  and  lately  known. 
And  urg'd  that  ftill  they  might  be  (hown. 
On  earth  his  pious  brother  pray'd  and  vow'd. 

Renouncing  greatnefs  at  fo  dear  a  rate, 
Himfelf  defending  what  he  could, 

From  all  the  glories  of  his  f\iture  fate. 
With  him  th'  innumerable  crowd. 
Of  armed  prayers 
Knocked  at  the  gates  of  heaven,  and  knocks  aloud } 

The  firft  well-meaning  rude  petitioners. 
All  for  his  life  afTailM  the  throne. 
All  would  have  bribM  the  ikies  by  offering  up  their  own* 
So  great  a  throng  not  heaven  itfelf  could  bar  j 
*Twas  aimoft  borne  by  force  as  in  the  giants^  war. 
The  prayers  at  lead  for  his  reprieve  were  heard  $ 
His  death,  like  Hezekiah's,  was  deferred  t 
Againft  the  fun  the  (hadow  went  j 
Five  days,  thofe  five  degi-ees,  were  lent 
To  form  our  patience  and  prepare  th'  event. 
The  fecond  caufes  took  the  fwift  command, 
The  medicinal  head,  the  ready  hand. 

All 
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All  eager  to  perform  tbeir  part ; 

AH  but  eternal  doom  was  conquerM  by  thdr  art  s 

Once  more  the  Meeting  ibul  came  back 

T'  inlpire  the  mortal  feune  5 
And  in  the  body  took  a  doubtful  ftand. 

Doubtful  and  hoYeiing  like  cxpiri^  flame. 
That  mounts  and  falls  by  turns,  and  trembles  o*cr  the 
brand. 

IV. 
The  joyful  ihort-liTM  news  foon  fpread  around. 
Took  the  fame  train,  the  fame  impetuous  boimd  : 
The  drooping  town  in  fmiles  again  was  drcft, 
Gladnefs  in  every  face  exprcft. 
Their  eyes  before  their  tongues  confeft. 
Men  met  each  other  with  erefied  look. 
The  fteps  were  higher  that  they-  took. 
Friends  to  congratulate  their  friends  made  hafte  ; 
And  long- inveterate  foes  faluteJ  as  they  paft  : 
Above  the  reft  heroic  James  appearM 
Exalted  more,  becaufe  he  more  had  fearM  : 
His  manly  heart,  whofe  noble  pride 
Was  ftill  above 

DifTembled  hate  or  vamiihM  love. 
Its  more  than  common  tranfport  could  not  hide ; 
But  like  an  eagre  rode  in  triumph  o'er  the  tide. 
Thus,  in  alternate  courfe. 
The  tyrant  paflions,  hope  and  fear. 
Did  in  extremes  appear. 
And  ilaih'd  upon  the  foul  with  equal  force. 

Thus, 
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Thus,  at  half  ebb,  a  rolling  fea 

Returns  and  wins  upon  the  fhore  j 

The  watery  herd,  affrighted  at  the  roar, 

Keft  on  their  fins  a  while,  and  ftay, 

Then  backward  take  their  wondering  way : 

Tlie  prophet  wonders  more  than  theyi 

At  prodigies  but  rarely  feen  before. 

And  cries,  a  king  muft  fall,  or  kingdoms  change  their 

fway. 
Such  were  our  counter-tides  at  land,  and  fo 
Prefaging  of  the  fatal  blow. 
In  their  prodigious  ebb  and  flow. 
The  royal  foul,  that,  like  the  labouring  mooDj 
By  charms  of  art  was  hurried  down, 
Forc'd  with  regret  to  leave  her  native  fphere^ 
Came  but  a  while  on  liking  here  : 
Soon  weary  of  the  painful  ftrife. 
And  made  but  faint  eiTays  of  life  : 
And  evening  light 
Soon  (hut  in  night ; 
A  ftrong  diftemper,  and  a  weak  relief, 
Short  intervals  of  joy,  and  long  returns  of  grief. 

V. 
The  fons  of  art  all  medicines  try'd, 
And  every  noble  remedy  apply'd  j 
With  emulation  each  effay'd 
His  utmoft  fkill,  nay  more,  they  pray'd  : 
Never  was  lofing  game  with  better  conduct  playM. 
Death  never  won  a  (lake  with  greater  toil. 
Nor  ere  was  fate  fo  near  a  foil : 
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But  like  a  forti*efs  on  a  rock, 

Th*  impregnable  difeafe  their  vain  attempts  did  mock  j 

They  niin'd  it  near,  they  batter'd  from  afar 

With  all  the  cannon  of  the  medicinal  war  j 

No  gentle  means  could  be  cflay'd, 

'Twas  beyond  parly  when  the  fiege  was  laid ; 

Th'  extremcft  ways  they  firft  ordain, 

l*refcribing  fuch  intolerable  pain, 

As  none  but  Caefar  could  fullain  : 

Undaunted  Caefar  underwent 

The  malice  of  their  art,  nor  bent 

Beneath  whatever  their  pious  rigour  could  invent : 

In  five  fuch  days  hie  fuffer'd  more 

Than  any  fuffer'd  in  his  reign  before ; 

More,  infinitely  more,  than  he, 

Againft  the  worft  of  rebels,  could  decree, 

A  traitor  or  twice-pardon'd  enemy. 

Now  art  was  tir'd  without  fuccefs. 

No  racks  could  make  the  flubborn  malady  confefs. 

The  vain  infurancers  of  life. 

And  he  who  moft  pcrformM  and  promisM  lefs, 

Ev'n  Short  himfelf  forfook  th'  unequal  ftrife. 

Death  and  defpair  were  in  their  looks. 

No  longer  they  confult  their  memories  or  books  j 

Like  helplefs  friends,  who  view  from  fhore 

The  labouring  fhip,  and  hear  the  tempeft  roar  5 

So  ftood  they  with  their  arms  acrofs  jj 

Not  to  afllft,  but  to  deplore 

Th'  inevitable  lofs. 

5  VI.  Death 


THRENODIA   AUGUSTALIS.     30$ 

vr. 

Death  was  denounc'd ;  that  frightftil  found 
Which  ev'n  the  beft  can  hardly  bear, 
He  took  the  furamons  void  of  fear  j 
And  tmconctfmMly  caft  his  eyes  around  j 
As  if  to  find  and  dare  the  griefly  challenger. 
What  death  could  do  he  lately  tiyM, ' 
When  in  four  days  he  more  than  dy'd. 
Tlie  fame  affurancc  all  his  words  did  grace  s 
The  fame  majeftic  mildnefs  held  its  place: 
Nor  loft  the  monarch  in  his  dying  face. 
Intrepid,  pious,  merciful,  and  brave. 
He  lookM  as  when  he  conquered  and  forgave. 

VII. 
As  if  fome  angel  had  been  fent 
To  lengthen  out  his  government. 
And  to  foretel  as  many  years  again. 
As  he  had  numbered  in  his  happy  reign. 
So  chearfuUy  he  took  the  doom 
Of  his  departing  breath  ; 
Nor  (hrunk  nor  ftept  afide  for  death  : 
But  with  unalter'd  pace  kept  on  5 
Providing  for  events  to  come. 
When  he  refign'd  the  throne. 
Still  he  maintain'd  his  kingly  ftate  5 
And  grew  familiar  with  his  fate. 
Kind,  good,  and  gracious,  to  the  laft. 
On  all  he  lov'd  before  his  dying  beams  he  caft : 
Oh  truly  good,  and  truly  great. 
For  glorious  as  he  rofc  benignly  fo  he  fct ! 

Vol.  I.  X  All 
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All  that  on  earth  he  held  moft  dear. 
He  recommended  to  hi^  care. 
To  whom  both  heaveny 
The  right  had  given 

And  his  own  love  bequeathed  fupreme  command  s 
He  took  and  preft  that  ever-loyal  hand. 
Which  could  in  peace  fecure  his  reign. 
Which  could  in  wars  his  power  maintain. 
That  hand  on  which  no  plighted  vows  were  ever  vain* 
Well,  for  fo  great  a  tnift  he  chofe 
A  prince  who  never  di(bbey*d  : 
Not  when  the  moft  fevere  commands  were  laid ; 
Nor  want,  nor  exile,  with  his  duty  weighM  : 
A  prince  on  whom,  if  heaven  its  eyes  could  clofe. 
The  welfare  of  the  world  it  fafely  might  repofe, 
VIII. 
That  king  who  livM  to  God*s  own  heart. 
Yet  Icfs  ferenely  died  than  he  : 
Charles  left  behind  no  harfli  decree 
For  fchoolmen  with  laborious  art 
To  falve  from  cruelty  : 

Thofe,  for  whom  love  could  no  excufes  firame. 
He  gracioufly  forgot  to  name. 
Thus  far  my  Mufe,  though  rudely,  has  defign'd 
Some  faint  refemblance  of  his  godlike  mind ; 
But  neither  pen  nor  pencil  can  exprefs 
The  parting  brothers"'  tendemefs : 
Though  that 's  a  term  too  mean  and  low  5 
The  bleft  above  a  kinder  word  may  know  s 

5  But 
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But  what  they  did,  and  what  they  fald. 

The  monarch  who  triumphant  went^ 

The  militant  who  ftaid» 

Like  painters,  when  their  heightening  arts  are  fpent^ 

I  cift  into  a  (hade. 

That  all-forgiving  king^ 

The  type  of  him  above. 

That  unexhaufted  fpring 

Of  clemency  and  love ; 

Himfelf  to  his  next  felf  accus'd, 

And  afkM  that  pardon  which  he  ne^er  refused : 

For  faults  not  his,  for  guilt  and  crimes 

Of  godlefs  men,  and  of  rebellious  times  : 

For  an  hard  exile,  kindly  meant,  • 

When  his  ungrateful  country  fent 

Their  bed  Camillus  into  baniihment : 

And  forc'd  their  fovercign's  aft,  they  could  not  his 

con  fent. 
Oh  how  much  rather  had  that  injur'd  chief 
Repeated  all  his  fuflferings  paft  ! 
Than  hear  a  pardon  begg'd  at  laft. 
Which  given  could  give  the  dying  no  reliefs 
He  bent,  he  funk  beneath  his  grief : 
His  dauntlefs  heart  would  fain  have  held 
From  weeping,  but  his  eyes  rebellM. 
T Perhaps  the  godlike  hero  in  his  breaft 
Difdain^d,  or  was  afhamM  to  ihow 
So  weak,  fo  womanifli  a  woe. 

Which  yet  the  brother  and  the  friend  fo  plenteoudy 
confeft. 

X  a  IX.  Amidft 
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IX. 

Amirii^  that  lilent  duywer,  the  royal  mind 
An  Miy  palTage  fonnd. 
And  Idft  id  lacscd  earth  behind : 
Nor  murmuring  ^roan  expretl,  nor  labanringiibiiai^ 
Nor  any  leill  tnmuiraous  breath } 
Calm  %vas  his  lite,  and  quiet  wa»  his  death. 
Soft  as  thole  gentle  xvhiipers  were, 
Ii\  which  th'  Almighty  did  appear. 
By  tite  t^ill  voice  the  prxiphct  knew  him  there. 
That  peace  which  made  thy  pcoiperous  rd^i^  to  ihiB^. 
That  peace  thou  leav'll  to  thy  imperiai  liae. 
That  peace,  oh  happy  Ihade,  be  ever  thine ! 
X 

For  all  thofe  joys  thy  redocation  broughty 
Fr^r  ai!  the  miracles  it  wroughr, 
far  all  the  healing  balm  thy  mercy  pour'd 
Into  the  nation's  bleeding  wound. 
And  care  that  after  kept  it  (bund. 
For  namerous  bleffings  yearly  fhowcr'dy 
And  property  with  plenty  crown'd  j 
For  freedom^  ftill  maintained  alive. 
Freedom  which  in  no  other  land  will  thrive. 
Freedom,  an  Engliih  fubjefk's  fble  prerogative, 
WithoTrt  whofe  charms  even  peace  would  be 
But  a  dull  quiet  ilavery  : 
For  thefe  and  more,  accept  our  pious  praife  ^ 
' Tis  all  the  fnbfidy 
The  prefent  age  can  raife. 
The  reft  is  chargM  on  late  pofterity. 

Pofterity 
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Pofterlty  is  chargM  the  more, 

Bccaufc  the  large  abouading  (lore 

To  them  and  to  their  heirs,  is  ftill  entail'd  by  thee. 

Succcflion  of  a  long  defccnt 

Which  chaftely  in  the  channels  ran. 

And  from  our  demi-gods  began, 

Equal  almoft.to  time  In  its  extent. 

Through  hazards  numberlefs  and  great, 

Thou  haft  derived  this  mighty  blefling  down^ 

And  fixt  the  faireft  gem  that  decks  th'  imperial  crown  : 

Not  fa£lion,  when  it  (hook  thy  regal  feat. 

Not  fenates,  infolently  loud, 

Thofe  echoes  of  a  thoughtlefs  crowd, 
Not  foreign  or  domeftic  treachery. 
Could  warp  ^y  foul  to  their  unjuft  decree. 
So  much  thy  foes  thy  manly  mind  miftook. 
Who  judgM  it  by  the  mildnefs  of  thy  look  : 
Like  a  well-temper'd  fword  it  bent  at  will  j 
But  kept  the  native  toughnefs  of  the  fteel, 
XL 
Be  true,  O  Clio,  to  thy  hero's  name  I 
But  draw  him  ftri£lly  A>, 
That  all  who  view,  the  piece  may  know ; 
He  needs  no  trappings  of  fiflitious  fame : 
The  load  ""s  too  weighty  :  thou  may'ft  chufe 
Some  parts  of  praile,  and  fome  refufe  : 
Write,  that  his  annals  may  be  thought  nwre  laviih  than 

the  Mufe. 
In  fcanty  truth  thou  haft  confined 
The  virtues  of  a  royal  mind. 
Forgiving,  bounteous,  humble,  Juft,  ^xv<i  ^f:\t^^  \ 
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liis  converfation,  wit,  and  parts. 
His  knowledge  in  the  nobleft  ufeful  arts. 
Were  fuch,  dead  authors  could  not  give ; 
But  habitudes  of  thofe  who  live ; 
Who,  lighting  him,  did  greater  lights  receive  : 
He  drained  from  all,  and  all  they  knew ; 
His  apprehenfion  quick,  his  judgement  true : 
That  the  moft  leamM,  with  fhame,  confefs 
His  knowledge  more,  his  i-eading  only  lefs. 
XII. 
Amidft  the  peaceful  triumphs  of  his  reign» 
What  wonder  if  the  kindly  beams  he  ihed  ? 
Reviv'd  the  drooping  arts  again. 
If  fcience  rais'd  her  head. 
And  foft  humanity  that  from  rebellion  fled  f 
Our  ifle,  indeed,  too  fruitful  was  before } 
But  all  uncultivated  lay 
Out  of  the  folar  walk  and  heaven's  high  way  ; 
With  rank  Geneva  weeds  run  o'er, 
And  cockle,  at  the  beft,  amidft  the  com  it  bore  : 
The  royal  hu(bandman  appear'd. 
And  pIoughM,  and  fow'd,  and  till'd, 
The  thorns  he  rooted  out,  the  rubbifli  clear'd. 
And  bleft  th'  obedient  field. 
When  ftrait  a  double  hai*veft  rofe ; 
Such  as  the  fwarthy  Indian  mdws  ; 
Or  happier  climates  near  the  line, 
Or  paradife  manurM  and  dreft  by  hands  divine. 

xin.  As 
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XIII. 
As  when  the  new-born  phoenix  takes  his  way, 
His  rich  paternal  regions  to  furvey, 
Of  airy  choriftcrs  a  numerous  train 
Attend  his  wondrous  progrefs  o'er  the  plain ; 
So,  rifmg  from  his  father''s  urn, 
So  glorious  did  our  Charles  return  5 
Th'  officious  Mufes  came  along, 
A  gay  .harmonious  quire  like  angele  ever  young  t 
The  Mufe  that  mourns  hiisl  now  his  happy  triumph fung, 
£v*n  they  could  thrive  in  his  aufpicious  reign  $ 
And  fuch  a  plenteous  crop  they  bore  ' 

Of  pureft  and  well-winow'd  grain. 
As  Britain  never  knew  before. 
Though  little  was  their  hire,  -and  light  their  gain. 
Yet  fomewhat  to  their  (hare  he  threw ; 
Fed  from  his  hand,  they  fung  and  flew. 
Like  birds  of  paradife  that  liv'd  on  morning  dew. 
Oh  never  let  their  lays  his  name  forget ! 
The  penfion  of  a  prince's  praife  is  great. 
Live  then,  thou  great  encourager  of  arts. 
Live  ever  in  our  thankful  hearts ; 
Live  bleft  above,  almoft  invokM  below  $ 
Live  and  receive  this  pious  vow. 
Our  patron  once,  our  guardian  angel  now. 
Thou  Fabius  of  a  finking  ftate. 
Who  didft  by  wife  delays  divert  our  fate, 
When  faftion  like  a  tempeft  rofc. 
In  death's  moil  hideous  form, 
Then  art  to  rage  thou  didft  oppofe. 
To  weather  out  the  ftorm  : 

X  4  f^-^ 
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Not  quitting  thy  Aipremc  command, 
Thou  hcld'ft  the  rudder  with  a  fteady  hand. 
Till  fafely  on  the  (hore  the  bark  did  land : 
The  bark  that  all  our  blcffiai^  brought^ 
Charged  with  thyfelf  and  James,  a  doubly  royil  fimi|^ 
XIV. 
Oh  frail  eftate  of  human  things. 
And  (lippery  hopes  below ! 
Now  tp  our  coft  your  cmptinefs  we  know : 
For  *tis  a  leflbn  dearly  bought, 
AfFurance  here  is  never  to  be  fought. 
The  bcft,  and  beft-bck>v''d  of  kings. 
And  bcft  deferring  to  be  fo. 
When  fcarce  he  had  efcap'd  the  fatal  blow 
Of  fa^ion  and  confpiracy. 
Death  di.l  his  promised  hopes  deftroy  : 
He  totlM,  he  gainM,  but  liv'd  not  to  enjoy. 
What  mifts  of  Providence  arc  thefe 
Through  which  we  cacnot  fee  ! 
So  faints,  by  fupematural  power  fet  free. 
Are  left  at  laft  in  mart^Tdom  to  die  $ 
Such  is  the  end  of  oft-repeated  miracles. 
Forgive  me,  heaven,  that  impious  thought, 
'Twas  grief  for  Charles,  to  madncfs  wrought. 
That  queftion'd  thy  fupreme  decree  ! 
Thou  didft  his  gracious  reign  prolong, 
£v'n  in  thy  faints  and  angels  wrong, 
His  feilow-citzens  of  immortality  : 
For  twelve  long  years  of  exile  borne. 
Twice  twelve  we  numbered  fince  his  bleft  return : 

So 
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So  ftriaiy  wert  thou  juft  to  pay, 
Ev'n  to  the  driblet  of  a  day. 
Yet  ftill  we  inurmur  and  complain, 
The  quails  and  manna  ihould  no  longer  rain  ^ 
Thofe  curacies  *twa8  needlefs  to  renew ; 
The  cho£sn  flock  has  now  the  promisM  land  in  view« 
XV. 

A  warlike  prince  afcends  the  regal  ftate, 
A  prince  long  exercised  by  fate  : 
Long  may  h^  keep,  though  he  obtains  it  late ! 
Heroes  in  heaven's  peculiar  mold  are  caft. 
They  and  their  poets  ai*e  not  form*d  in  hafte  ; 
Man  was  the  firll  in  God's  defign,  and  man  was  made 

the  laft. 
Falfe  heroes,  made  by  flattery  fo, 
Heaven  can  ftrike  out,  like  fparkles,  at  a  blow; 
But  ere  a  prince  is  to  pcrfeftion  brought. 
He  cods  Omnipotence  a  fecond  thought. 
With  toil  and  fweat. 
With  hardening  cold,  and  forming  heat. 
The  Cyclops  did  their  ftrokes  repeat. 
Before  th'  impenetrable  fhield  was  wrought. 
It  looks  as  if  the  Maker  would  not  own 
The  noble  work  for  his. 
Before  'twas  try'd  and  found  a  mafter-piece. 
XVI. 

View  then  a  monarch  ripen'd  for  a  throne. 
Alcides  thus  his  race  began. 
O'er  infancy  he  fwiftly  ran  ; 
The  future  God  at  firft  was  more  than  man  : 
Dangers  and  toils,  and  Juno's  hate 

Ev'a 
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And  all  beyond  that  objeel,  there  appears 

The  long  retinue  of  a  profperous  reign, 

A  ferics  of  fucccfsful  years, 

In  orderly  array,  a  martial,  manly  train. 

Behold  ev*n  the  remoter  fhorcs, 

A  conquering  navy  proudly  fprcad ; 

The  Britilh  cannon  formidably  roars. 

While,  ftarting  from  his  oozy  bed, 

Th'  afferted  ocean  rears  his  reverend  head  ; 

To  view  and  recognize  his  ancient  lord  again  : 

And,  with  a  willing  hand,  reftores 

The  fafces  of  the  main. 

VENI    CREATOR    SPIRITUS. 

Paraph  r  a  s£d. 

^REATOR  fpirit,  by  whofe  aid 

^^  The  world's  foundations  firft  were  laid. 

Come  vifit  every  pious  mind ; 

Come  pour  thy  joys  on  human  kind  j 

From  fin  and  forrow  fet  us  free. 

And  make  thy  temples  worthy  thee. 

O  fource  of  uncreated  light, 
The  Father's  promifed  Paraclete! 
Tluice  holy  fount,  thrice  holy  fire. 
Our  hearts  with  heavenly  love  infpire  j 
Come,  and  thy  facred  un6lion  tring 
To  fan6lify  us,  while  wc  fing. 
.  Pjenteous  of  grace,  delccnd  from  high, 
Xjch  in  thy  fevenfold  energy  ! 

Tl 
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Thou  ftrength  of  his  Almighty  hand, 
Whofc  power  does  heaven  and  earth  <:on\jtan4. 
Proceeding  fpirit,  our  defence, 
Who  doft  the  gifts  of  tongues  difpenfc. 
And  crown'ft  thy  gift  with  eloquence ! 

Refine  and  purge  our  earthly  parts  j 
But,  oh,  inflame  and  fire  our  hearts !    • 
Our  frailties  help,  our  vice  cotttroul* 
Submit  the  fenfes  to  the  foul  j 
And  when  reheliious  th<2y  are  grown, . 
Then  lay  thy  hand>  and  hold  them  idowil*.  ■ 

Chace  frpoi  our  mipds  th*  infernal  fbe^ 
And  peace,  the  fruit  of  love,  beftowjt..  rij..  . . 
And,  left  our  feet  ihouW  ftcp  aftray,      .-     .     , 
Proteft  and  guide  us  in  the  way.  ^    •    < 

Make  u»  eternal  truths  receive, :  .         . : 
And  pra6liie  all  that  we  believe : 

Give  us  thyfelf,  that  we  may  fee    

The  Father,  and  the  Son,  by  thee. 

Immortal  honour,,  endlefs  fame. 
Attend  th'  Almighty  Father's  name : 
The  Saviour  Son  be  glorify'd. 
Who  for  loft  man's  redemption  dy'd  : 
And  equal  adoration  be. 
Eternal  Paraclete,  to  thee. 


•^^^ 
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THE     SOLILOQ.UY 

OF 

A    ROYAL    EXILE. 

TTNHAPPY  II  who,  onceordaiVd  to  bear 
^^    God*s  juftice  fword,  and  his  vicegerent  here. 
Am  now  deposed  1— *gainft  me  my  children  rife. 
My  life  muft  be  their  only  facrifice  : 
Highly  they  me  accuft,  but  nothing  prove  $ 
But  this  is  out  of  tendemefs  and  love ! 

They  feek  to  fpill  my  blood ;  'tis  that  alone 
Mufl:  for  the  nation'^s  crying  fins  atone. 
But  careful  Heaven  forewamM  me  in  a  dream. 
And  (hew'd  me  that  my  dangers  were  extreme  ; 
The  heavenly  vifion  fpoke,  and  bade  me  flee 
Th'  ungrateful  brood  that  were  not  worthy  me : 
Alarmed  I  fled  at  the  appointed  time ; 
And  mere  neceiTity  was  made  my  crime ! 
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THE 
PREFACE    TOTHE   READER. 

'T*  H  E  nation  is  in  too  high  a  ferment,  for  mc  to 
-*•  expeft  either  fair  war,  or  even  Co  much  as  fair 
qt»iter,  from  a  reader  of  the  oppofite  party.  All  men 
are  engaged  either  on  this  iide  or  that  $  and  though 
conicience  is  the  common  word,  which  is  given  by 
both,  yet  if  a  writer  fall  among  enemies,  znd  cannot 
ginpe  the  marks  of  their  confctence,  he  is  knocked  down 
before  the  reafons  of  his  own  are  heard.  A  preface, 
therefore,  which  is  but  a  befpeaking  of  favoiu*,  is  al« 
together  ufelefs.  What  I  defire  the  reader  fhould  know 
concerning  me,  he  will,  find  in  the  body  of  the  poem, 
if  he  have  but  the  patience  to  perufe  it.  ;Only  this  ad- 
vertiferaent  let  him  take  before-hand,  which  relates  to 
the  merits  of  the  caufe.  No  general  chara6lers  of  par- 
tics  (call  them  either  fe6ks  or  churches)  can  be  fo  fully 
and  exa£tiy  drawn,  as  to  comprehend  all  the  feveral 
members  of  them  j  at  leaft  all  fuch  as  are  received  un- 
der that  denomination.  For  example  ;  there  arc  fomc 
of  the  church  by  law  eftabliihed,  who  envy  not  liberty 
of  confcience  to  diffenters  ;  as  being  well  fatisfied  that, 
according  to  their  own  principles,  they  ought  not  to 
perfecute  them.  Yet  thefe,  by  reafon  of  their  fewnefs, 
I  could  not  diftlnguifh  from  the  numbers  of  the  reft, 
with  whom  they  are  embodied  in  one  common  name. 
On  the  other  fide,  there  are  many  of  our  fe6ls,  and 
£  a  more 
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more  indeed  than  I  could  reafonably  have  hoped,  who 
have  withdrawn  themfclvcs  from  the  communion  of  the 
Panther,  and  embraced  this  gracious  indulgence  of  his 
majefty  in  point  of  toleration.  But  neither  to  the  one 
nor  the  other  of  thefe  is  this  fatire  any  way  intended  i 
it  is  aimed  only  at  the  refra£lory  and  difobedient  on 
either  fide.  For  thofe,  who  are  come  over  to  the  royal 
party,  are  confequently  fuppofed  to  be  out  of  gun-(hot« 
Our  phyficians  have  obferved,  that,  in  procefs  of  time, 
fome  tlifeafes  have  abated  of  their  virulence,  and  have 
in  a  manner  worn  out  their  malignity,  fo  as  to  be  no 
longer  mortal :  and  why  may  not  I  fuppoie  the  fame 
concerning  fome  of  thofe,  who  have  formerly  been  ene* 
mies  to  kingly  govemmoit,  as  well  as  Catholic  religion  ? 
I  hope. they  have  now  another  notion  of  both,  as  having 
found,  by  comfortable  experience,  that  the  doctrine  of 
perfecution  is  far  from  being  an  article  of  our  faith. 

It  is  not  for  any  private  man  to  cenfure  the  proceed- 
ings of  a  foreign  prince  :  but,  without  fufpicion  of  flat* 
tery,  I  may  praife  our  own,  who  has  taken  contrary 
meafures,  and  thofe  more  fuitable  to  the  fpirit  of  Chri- 
ftianity.  Some  of  the  diiTenters,  in  their  addreffes  to 
his  majefty,  have  faid,  *•  That  he  has  reftored  -God  to 
**  his  empire  over  confcience."  1  confefs,  I  dare  not 
ftretch  the  figure  to  fo  great  a  boldnefs :  but  I  may 
fafely  fay,  that  confcience  is  the  royalty  and  prerogative 
of  every  private  man.  He  is  abfolute  in  his  own  breaft, 
and  accountable  to  no  earthly  power,  for  that  which 
paffes  only  betwixt  God    and  him.    Thofe  who  are 

tlriven    into  the  fold  are,  eeneraily  fbeaking,   rattier 

made  nypocrites  than  convene. 
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This  indulgence  being  granted  to  all  the  feAs,  it 
ought  in  reafon  to  be  expe^^ed,  that  they  (hould  both 
receive  it,  and  receive  it  thankfully.  For,  at  this  time 
of  day,  to  refufe  the  benefit,  and  adhere  to  thofe  whom 
they  have  efteemed  their  perfecutors,  what  it  it  elfe, 
but  publicly  to  own,  that  they  fuffered  not  before  for 
confdence-fake,  but  only  out  of  pride  and  obftinacy» 
to  ieparate  from  a  church  for  thofe  impofitiont,  which 
they  now  judge  may  be  lawfully  obeyed }  After  they 
hav»fo  long  contended  for  their  clailical  ordination  (not 
to  fpeak  of  rites  and  ceremonies),  will  they  at  length 
fiibmit  to  an  epifcopal  ?  If  they  can  go  fo  far  out  of 
complaifance  to  their  old  enemies,  methinks  a  little  rea- 
(bn  ihould  perfuade  them  to  take  another  ftep,  and  iee 
whither  that  would  lead  them. 

Of  the  receiving  this  toleration  thankfully  I  (hall  fay 
no  nnore,  than  that  they  ought,  and  I  doubt  not  they 
will  confider  from  what  hand  they  received  it.  It  it 
not  from  a  Cyrus,  a  heathen  prince,  and  a  foreigner, 
but  from  a  chriftian  king,  their  native  fovereign  j  who 
expeftt  a  return  in  fpecie  from  them,  that  the  kindnefs, 
which  he  has  gracioudy  (hewn  them,  may  be  retaliated 
on  thole  of  his  own  perfuaiion. 

As  for  the  poem  in  general,  I  will  only  thus  far  fa- 
tisfy  the  reader,  that  it  was  neither  impofed  on  me,  nor 
fo  much  as  the  fubje£l  given  me  by  any  man.  It  was 
written  during  the  laft  winter,  and  the  beginning  of 
this  fpring;  though  with  long  interruptions  of  ill 
health  and  other  hindrances.  About  a  fortnight  befr 
I  bad  finiibed  it,  his  majefty*s  declaration  for  U^cc^ 
B  3  cc^tv^c 
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c-uiu'cience  came  .iLn'-.id  :  which  ii  I  bad  lb  iban  ex- 
pedeii,  I  might  huve  ipurcd  myiulf  die  labour  at*  writing 
many  ihings  which  ire  coataineti  in  the  third  part  of  it. 
BuL  I  -.vaa  always  in  Icmc  hope,  that  the  chnrch  of 
England  might  hiive  been  pcrluodud  to  have  taken  off 
the  penal  laws  ami  the  teir,  w'licli  was  one  delign  of  the 
poem,  when  I  propound  tj  ravieit'  the  writing  of  it. 

It  is  evident  that  ibiTie  part  ok'  it  was  only  occaHoBaJ, 
and  not  fir'i  i'-re.'Hc.l:   I  mean  thar  defence  of  my&If, 
to  which  every   .lor.eil  man  u  bound,  when  he  is  inju- 
rioully   attack^.l   in   print :  and  I  ref^ir   myfclf  to   the 
judgment  of  r'lore,  w.:^  have  read  t'.ie   Ani'wer  to  the 
defence  of  th;  la :c  icing  s  paper-?,  an. I  that  of  the  dut- 
chels  (in  which  lart  I  was  con:erned)  how  charitably  I 
have  been  repicftfr.ted  rher-?.     I  am  sow  informed  both 
of  the  aiith  *r  nnd  rupor'vijbfc*  ct  this  pampMef,  and  will 
reply,  wntn  I  tli.'.ic  I.e  cr»n  atfirort  me  :  tur  I  am  of 
Socratf^'s  opinion,  thc:r  .'iii   r.;-.:urM  car. rot.     In   the 
mean   time  let  him   conf;i::r  wi.cthcr  [-.c  irlcivid  not  a 
more  fevere  riprr:':i':nr..#n,  than   I  eave  h.m    formerly, 
for  ufing  fo  III- Is  ffp'jct  to  the  meir.ory  of  thoic,  whom 
he  prctenHe^l  to  at\(m>,y  j  and  at  his  ieiiure,  look  out  for 
fomc  fill  (-fiAi  fn-.tif'.-  cf  h'.*miiity,  v.-:i:ttn  by  any  Pro- 
tL'fiint  ill  r/iif-li/li  i  I  liclic/e   I  nriv   lay  In   any  ether 
t  )..^;uc  :   f'lr  tht:   rn  ;ijt.ifjt-.i  pkro  of  D'.ir.comb  on   that 
fMbj'Ct,  v/liich  cither  he  iri'jft  nican,  or  nor.e,  and  with 
whi'h  anorhcr  of  his  fellows  has  upbraided  mc,  was 
!i'^.iin:ited  fr(;rn  the  Sp:ini/li  f'f  Rodriguez  ;  though  with 
the  omiirion  of  the  fcvcntiLhth,  tlic  twenty-fourth,  the 
5  twenty- 
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twenty-fiftk,  and  the  laft  chapter,  which  will  be  found 
in  comparing  of  the  books. 

He,  would  have  infmuated  to  the  world,  that  her  late 
highnefs  died  not  a  Roman  Catholic.  He  declares 
himfelf  to  be  now  fatisfied  to  the  contrary,  in  which  he 
has  given  up  the  caufe :  for  matter  of  fu6l  was  the 
principal  debate  betwixt  us.  In  the  mean  tii^ie,  he  - 
would  difpute  the  motives  of  her  change  j  how  prepof^r 
teroufly,  let  all  men  judge,  when  he  Teemed  to  deny  the 
fubjeft  of  the  controverfy,  the  change  itfelf.  And  be- 
caufe  I  would  not  take  up  this  ridiculous  challenge,  he 
tells  the  world  I  cannot  argue  :  but  he  may  as  well  in- 
fer, that  a  Catholic  cannot  fail,  bccaufc  he  will  oot 
take  up  the  cudgels  againft  Mi's.  James,  to  confute  th« 
Proteftant  religion. 

I  have  but  one  word  more  to  fay  concerning  the 
poem  as  fuch,  and  abftra6led  from  the  matters,  either 
religious  or  civil,  which  are  handled  in  it.  The  firft 
part,  confifting  mod  in  general  charaflers  and  narra- 
tion, I  have  endeavoured  to  i-aife,'  and  give  it  the  ma- 
jeftic  turn  of  heroic  poefy.  The  fecond,  being  matter  of 
difpute,  and  chiefly  concerning  church  authority,  I  was 
obliged  to  make  as  plain  and  perfpicuous  as  poflTibly  I 
could ;  yet  not  wholly  neglefting  the  numbers,  though 
I  had  not  frequent  occafions  for  the  magnificence  of 
vcrfe.  The  third,  which  hat  more  of  the  nature  of 
domeflic  converfation,  is,  or  ought  to  be,  more  free 
and  familiar  than  the  two  former. 

There  are  in  it  two  epifodes,  or  fables,  which  are  in- 
terwoven with  the  main  defign  ;  fo  that  they  are  ipio- 
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perly  parts  of  it,  though  they  are  alfo  diftin^l  ftories  of 
themfelves.  In  both  of  thefe  I  have  made  ufe  of  the 
common-places  of  fatire,  whether  true  or  ^Ife,  which 
are  urged  by  the  members  of  the  one  church  againft  the 
other :  at  which  I  hope  no  reader  of  either  party  will  be 
fcandalized,  becaufe  they  are  not  of  my  invention,  but 
as  old,  to  my  knowledge,  as  the  times  of  Boccace  and 
Chaucer  on  the  one  fide,  and  as  thofe  of  the  Reforma- 
tion on  the  other. 

The  hind  and  thb  PANTHER. 

A  Milk-white  Hind,  immortal  and  unchanged, 
^^  Fed  on  the  lawns,  and  in  the  forcft  rang'd  $ 
Without  unfpotted,  innocent  within. 
She  fcar'd  no  danger,  for  ftie  knew  no  fm. 
Yet  had  (he  oft  been  chas'd  with  horns  and  hounds. 
And  Scythian  (hafts  ;  and  niany  winged  wounds 
Aim'd  at  her  heart  j  was  often  forc'il  to  fly. 
And  doom'd  to  death  though  fated  ntt  to  die. 

Not  fo  her  young ;  for  their  unequaWine 
Was  hero's  make,  half  human,  half  divine. 
Their  earthly  mold  obnoxious  was  to  fate, 
Th'  immortal  part  affum'd  immortal  ftate. 
Of  thefe  a  flaughter'd  army  lay  in  blood, 
Extended  o'e^  the  Caledohian  wood, 
Their  native  walk  j  whofe  vocal  blood  arofe. 
And  cry'd  for  pardon  on  tlieir  perjurM  foes. 
Their  fate  was  fruitful,  and  the  fanguine  feed. 
Endued  with  fouls,  increased  the  facred  breed. 

S  So 
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So  captive  Ifrael  multiplyM  in  chains, 

A  numerous  exile,  and  enjoyM  her  pains. 

With  grief  and  gladnefs  mixM,  the  mother  viewed 

Her  martyr'd  offspring,  and  their  race  renew'd  5 

Their  corps  to  perifh,  but  their  kind  to  laft, 

80  much  the  deathlefs  plant  the  dying  fruit  furpafsM. 

Panting  and  penfive  now  ihe  rangM  alone. 
And  wandered  in  the  kingdoms,  once  her  own. 
The  common  hunt,  though  from  their  rage  reftrain*d 
By  fovereign  power  her  company  difdain^d  j 
GrinnM  as  they  paTs'^d,  and  with  a  glaiing  eye 
Gave  gloomy  figns  of  fecret  enmity. 
•Tis  true,  (he  bounded  by,  and  trip'd  fo  light. 
They  had  not  time  to  take  a  fteady  fight. 
For  truth  has  fuch  a  face  and  fuch  a  mien. 
As  to  be  lovM  needs  only  to  be  feen. 

The  bloody  bear,  an  independent  bead, 
UnlickM  to  form,  in  groans  her  hate  expi-eft. 
Among  the  timorous  kind  the  quaking  hare 
Profefs'd  neutrality,  but  would  not  fwear.    • 
Next  her  the  buffoon  ape,  as  atheifts  ufe, 
MimickM  all  fe^ls,  and  had  his  own  to  chufe : 
Still  when  the  lion  lookM,  his  knees  he  bent. 
And  paid  at  church  a  courtier's  compliment. 
The  briftled  baptift  boar,  impure  as  he. 
But  whiten'd  with  the  foam  of  fanftity. 
With  fat  pollutions  fill'd  the  facred  place. 
And  mountains  levclM  in  his  furious  race  s 
So  firft  rebellion  founded  was  in  grace. 

But 
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But  fince  the  mighty  mvage,  which  he  made 
In  German  foredsy  bad  his  guilt  betray "d. 
With  broken  tufks,  anc^with  a  borrowed  name. 
He  (hunM  the  vengeance,  and  concealed  the  ihame  } 
So  lurk'd  in  fefts  unfeen.     With  greater  guile 
FaUe  Reynard  fed  on  confecrated  fpoil : 
The  gracelefs  bcaft  by  Athanafius  firft 
Was  chasM  from  Nice,  then  by  Socinus  nursM : 
Hi€  impious  race  their  blafphemy  renewed. 
And  nature's  king  through  nature's  optics  view'd. 
Reversed  they  viewM  him  leffen'd  to  their  eye. 
Nor  in  an  infant  could  a  God  defcry. 
New  fwarming  fe^ls  to  this,  obliquely  tend. 
Hence  they  began,  and  here  they  all  will  end. 
What  weight  of  antient  witnefs  can  prevail. 
If  private  reafon  hold  the  public  fcale  ? 
But,  gracious  God,  how  well  doft  thou  provide 
For  erring  judgmttits  an  unerring  guide  ! 
Thy  throne  is  darknefs  in  th'  abyfs  of  light, 
A  blaze  of  glory  that  forbids  the  fight. 
O  teach  me  to  believe  thee  thus  conceal'd. 
And  fearch  no  farther  than  thyfelf  reveal'd  ; 
But  her  alone  for  my  direftor  take, 
Whom  thou  haft  prorais'd  never  to  forfake  ! 
My  thoiightlels  youth  was  wing'd  with  vain  defires. 
My  manhood,  long  mifled  by  wandering  fires, 
FoUow'd  falfe  lights;  aijd,  when  their glimpfc  was  gone. 
My  pride  ftruck  out  new  fparkles  of  her  own. 
Such  was  I,  fuch  by  nature  ftill  I  am; 
Be  thine  the  glory,  and  be  mine  the  ftiame. 

Good 
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Good  life  be  now  my  taik  :  my  doubts  are  done  t 

What  more  could  fright  my  faith,  than  three  in  one  ? 

Can  I  believe  eternal  God  could  lie 

DifguisM  in  mortal  mold  and  infancy  ? 

That  the  great  Maker  of  the  world  could  die  ? 

And  after  thtt  truft  my  imperfe6i  fenfe. 

Which  calls  in  queftion  his  omnipotence  ? 

Can  I  my  reafon  to  my  faith  compel  ? 

And  (hall  my  fight,  and  touch,  and  tafte,  rebel  ? 

Superior  faculties  are  fet  aiide  ^ 

Shall  their  fubfervient  organs  be  my  guide  ? 

Then  let  the  moon  ufurp  the  rule  of  day. 

And  winking  tapers  fhew  the  fun  his  way  s 

For  what  my  fenfes  can  therafelves  perceive, 

I  need  no  revelation  to  believe. 

Can  they  who  fay  the  hoft  fhould  be  dcfcry'd 

By  fenfe,  define  a  body  glorify'd  ? 

ImpafTable,  and  penetrating  parts  ?     )|| 

Let  them  declare  by  what  myfterious  arts 

And  ftood  before  his  train  confefs'd  in  open  fight.      ^ 

For  fince  thus  wondroufly  he  pafs'd,  'tis  plain. 

One  fingle  place  two  bodies  did  contain. 

And  fure  the  fame  omnipotence  as  well 

Can  make  one  body  in  more  places  dwell. 

Let  reafon  then  at  her  own  quarry  fly, 

But  how  can  finite  grafp  infinity  ? 

'Tis  urgM  again,  that  faith  did  firft  commence 
By  miracles,  which  are  appeals  to  lenfe. 


He  fhot  that  body  through  th'  oppofing  might 
Of  bolts  and  bars  impervious  to  the  light, 
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And  thence  concluded,  that  our  fenfe  muft  be 

The  motive  ftill  of  credibility. 

For  latter  ages  muft  on  former  wait, 

And  whlsit  began  belief  muft  propagate. 

But  yrinnow  well  this  thought,  and  you  fhall  find 
'Tis  light  as  chaff  that  flies  before  the  wind. 
Were  all  thofe  wonders  wrought  by  power  divine, 
As  means  or  ends  of  fome  more  deep  defign  ? 
Moft  fure  as  means,  whofe  end  was  this  alone. 
To  prove  the  Godhead  of  th'  eternal  Son. 
God  thus  aflferted,  man  is  to  believe 
Beyond  what  fenfe  and  reafon  can  conceive. 
And  for  myfterious  things  of  faith  rely 
On  the  proponent,  heaven's  authority. 
If  then  our  faith  we  for  our  guide  admit. 
Vain  is  the  farther  feaixh  of  human  wit. 
As  when  the  building  gains  a  furer  ftay| 
We  take  th'  unufc^ul  fcaffolding  away. 
Reafon  by  fenfe  no  more  can  underftand  j 
The  game  is  playM  into  another  hand. 
Why  chufe  we  then  like  bilanders  to  creep    *  -^ 

Along  the  coaft,  and  land  in  view  to  keep,  > 

When  fafely  we  may  launch  into  the  deep  ?  J 

In  the  fame  vefTel  which  our  Saviour  bore, 
Himfelf  the  pilot,  let  us  leave  the  fliore. 
And  'with  a  "better  guide  a  better  world  explore. 
Could  he  his  Godhead  veil  with  flcfh  and  blood. 
And  not  veil  thefe  again  to  be  our  food  ? 
His  grace  in  both  is  equal  in  extent. 
The  firft  affords  us  life,  the  fecond  nourifhment. 

And 
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And  if  he  can,  why  all  this  frantic  pain 
To  conftrue  what  his  cleared  words  containy 
And  make  a  riddle  what  he  made  fo  plain  ? 
To  take  up  half  on  truft,  and  half  to  try^ 
Name  it  not  faith,  but  bungling  bigotry. 
Both  knave  and  fool  the  merchant  we  may  call. 
To  pay  great  fums,  and  to  compound  the  fmall : 
For  who  would  break  with  heaven,  and  would  not 

break  for  all  f 
Keft  then,  my  foul,  from  endlefs  anguiih  freed  t 
Nor  fciences  thy  guide,  nor  fenfe  thy  creed. 
Faith  is  the  beft  enfurer  of  thy  blifs  $ 
The  bank  above  muft  fail  before  the  venture  mifs. 
But  heaven  and  heaven-born  faith  are  far  from  thee^ 
Thou  firft  apoftate  to  divinity. 
UnkennelM  range  in  thy  Polonian  plains : 
A  fiercer  foe  th'  infatiate  wolf  remains. 
Too  boaftful  Britain,  plcafe  thyfclf  no  naore. 
That  beafts  of  prey  are  banifliM  from  thy  (hore : 
The  bear,  the  boar,  and  every  favage  name. 
Wild  in  effe^l^  though  in  appearance  tame. 
Lay  wafte  thy  woods,  dcftroy  thy  blifsful  bower. 
And,  muzzled  thougli  they  feem,  the  mutes  devour. 
More  haughty  than  the  reft,  the  wolfifli  race 
Appear  with  belly  gaunt,  and  famifliM  face  i 
Never  was  fo  deformM  a  beaft  of  grace. 
Uis  ragged  .tail  betwixt  his  legs  he  wears, 
Clofe  clapM  for  (bame  $  but  bis  rough  creft  he  rears. 
And  pricks  up  his  predeftinating  ears. 

His 
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His  wild  dilbrdcrM  walk,  his  ha<rganl  cycif 
Did  all  the  beftial  citizens  furpnze. 
Though  fear'd  and  hated,  yet  he  nil'd  a  while. 
As  captain  or  companion  of  the  fpoil. 
Full  many  a  year  his  hateful  head  had  been 
For  tribute  paid,  nor  (ince  in  Cambria  feen : 
The  laft  of  all  the  litter  fcapM  by  chance. 
And  from  Geneva  firft  infefted  France. 
Some  authors  thus  his  pedigree  will  trace. 
But  others  write  him  of  an  upftart  race ; 
Becaufe  of  WicklifTs  brood  no  mark  he  bringt. 
But  his  innate  antipathy  to  kings. 
Thcfe  I  aft  deduce  him  from  th'  Helvetian  kind. 
Who  near  the  Leman-lake  his  confort  lin'd : 
That  fiery  Zuinglius  firft  th'  affedion  bred. 
And  meagre  Calvin  bleft  the  nuptial  bed. 
In  Ifracl  fome  believe  him  whelpM  long  fince, 
When  the  proud  fanhedrim  opprefs'd  the  prince. 
Or,  fince  he  will  be  Jew,  derive  him  higher. 
When  Corah  with  his  brethren  did  confpire 
From  Mofcs'  hand  the  fovereign  fway  to  wreft. 
And  Aaron  of  his  ephod  to  diveft  : 
Till  opening  earth  made  way  for  all  to  pafs. 
And  could  not  bear  the  burden  of  a  clafs. 
The  fox  and  he  came  fhuflled  in  the  dark. 
If  ever  they  were  ftow'd  in  Noah^s  ark  : 
Perhaps  not  /nade  ;  for  all  their  barking  train 
The  dog  (a  common  fpecies)  will  contain. 
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And  fome  wild  curs,  who  from  their  matters  rari. 

Abhorring  the  fupremacy  of  man, 

In  woods  and  caves  the  rebel-race  began. 

O  happy  pair,  how  well  have  you  increased ! 
What  ills  in  churp h  and  ftate  have  yoa  rcdrefs'd  ? 
With  teeth  untry'd,  and  rudiments  of  claws. 
Your  firft  effay  was  on  your  native  laws  : 
Thofe  having  torn  with  eafe,  and  trampled  down. 
Your  fangs  you  faftenM  on  the  mitred  crown, 
And  freed  from  God  and  monarchy  your  town. 
What  though  your  native  kennel  ftill  bb  fmall. 
Bounded  betwixt  a  puddle  and  a  wall  9 
Yet  your  vi^lorious  colonies  are  fent 
Where  the  north  ocean  girds  the  contincnt.- 
Quicken'd  with  fire  below,  your  monfters  breed 
In  fenny  Holland^  and  in  fruitful  Tweed  i 
And  like  the  firft  the  laft  affefts  to  be 
Drawn  to  the  dregs  of  a  democracy. 
As,  where  in  fields  the  fairy  rounds  are  feen, 
A  rank  four  herbage  rifes  on  the  green ; 
Sp,  fpringing  where  thofe  midnight  elves  advance. 
Rebellion  prints  the  footfteps  of  the  dance. 
Such  are  their  do6lrines,  fuch  contempt  they  fliow 
To  heaven  above,  and  to  their  prince  below, 
As  none  but  traitors  and  blafphemcrs  know. 
God,  like  the  tyrant  of  the  fleies,  is  placM, 
And  kings,  like  flavcs,  beneath  the  crowd  dcbas'd. 
So  fulfome  is  their  food,  that  flocks  refufe 
To  bite,  and  only  dogs  for  phyfic  ufc. 

A., 
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ASf  where  the  lightning  runs  along  the  ground. 
No  hu(bandry  can  heal  the  blading  wound  ; 
Nor  bladed  grafs,  nor  bearded  com  Aicceeds, 
But  fcales  of  fcurf  and  putrefaftion  breeds  : 
Such  wars,  fuch  wafte,  fuch  fiery  tracks  of  dearth 
Their  zeal  has  left,  and  fuch  a  teemlefs  eartli. 
But,  as  the  poifons  of  the  deadlieft  kind     * 
Are  to  their  own  unhappy  coafts  confinM ; 
As  only  Indian  (hades  of  fight  deprive. 
And  magic  plants  will  but  in  Colchos  thrive ; 
So  prefbytery  and  peftilential  zeal 
Can  only  flourifh  in  a  commonweal. 
From  Celtic  woods  is  chas*d  the  wolfifh  crew ; 
But  ah !  fome  pity  ev'n  to  brutes  is  due : 
Their  native  walks  methinks  they  might  enjoy; 
CurbM  of  their  native  malice  to  deftroy. 
Of  all  the  tyrannies  on  human-kind. 
The  worft  is  that  which  perfecutes  the  mind. 
Let  us  but  weigh  at  what  offence  we  fbrike, 
*Tis  but  becaufe  we  cannot  think  alike. 
In  punifhing  of  this,  we  overthrow 
The  laws  of  nations  and  of  nature  too. 
Beails  m  the  fubje6ls  of  tyrannic  fway, 
Where  ftill  the  ftronger  on  the  weaker  prey, 
Man  only  of  a  fofter  mold  is  made. 
Not  for  his  fellow*s  ruin,  but  their  aid : 
Created  kind,  beneficent,  and  free. 
The  noble  image  of  the  Deity. 

One  portion  of  informing  fire  was  given 
To  brutes,  th^  inferior  family  'of  heaven  i 

Tb 
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The  fmith  divine,  as  with  a  carelefs  beat, 

Struck  out  the  mute  creation  at  a  heat : 

But  when  arrivM  at  laft  to  human  race. 

The  Godhead  took  a  deep  confidering  fpace ; 

And  to  diftinguifh  man  from  all  the  reft, 

UnlockM  the  facred  treafures  of  his  breaft; 

And  mercy  mixt  with  reafon  did  impart. 

One  to  his  head,  the  other  to  his  heart : 

Reafon  to  rule,  but  mercy  to  forgive  : 

The  firft  is  law,  the  laft  prerogative. 

And  like  his  mind  his  outward  form  appeared. 

When,  iffuing  naked,  to  the  wondering  herd. 

He  charmM  their  eyes  5  and,  for  they  lov'd,  they  fearM : 

Not  armM  with  horns  of  arbitrary  might. 

Or  claws  to  feize  their  furry  fpoils  in  fight. 

Or  with  increafe  of  feet  t'  overtake  them  in  their  flight : 

Of  eafy  fliape,  and  pliant  every  way  5 

Confelling  ftill  the  foftnefs  of  his  clay. 

And  kind  as  kings  upon  their  coronation-day : 

With  open  hands,  and  with  extended  fpace 

Of  arms,  to  fatisfy  a  large  embrace. 

Thus  kneaded  up  with  milk,  the  new-made  man 

His  kingdom  o'er  his  kindred  world  began  : 

Till  knowledge  mifapply'd,  mifunderftood. 

And  pride  of  empire  fourM  his  balmy  blopd. 

Then,  Hrft  rebelling,  his  own  ilamp  he  coins ; 

The  murderer  Cain  was  latent  in  his  loins  : 

And  blood  began  its  firft  and  loudeft  cry. 

For  differing  wor/hip  of  the  Deity. 

Vol.  n.  C  Thus 
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Thus  per£ecution  rofcy  and  farther  fpace 
Prodac*d  the  mighty  hunter  of  his  race. 
Not  fo  the  blefled  Pan  hisr^ock  incitasM, 
Content  to  fold  tbem  from  the  famifh'd  beafi : 
Mild  were  his  laws;  tht  (heep  and  harmleis  hind 
Were  never  of  the  perfecuting  kin((. 
Such  pity  now  the  piom  pafter  (hows. 
Such  mercy  from  the  Britiffi  lion  flows. 
That  both  provide  pfotefiion  from  their  foe»» 

Oh  happy  regions,  Italy  antf  ^paiir, 
Which  never  did  thofe  monikn  entertain  r 
The  wolf,  the  bear,  the  boa»,  cati  there  advance 
No  native  claim  of  juft  inheritance. 
And  felf-preferving  laws,  fevere  in  Aow, 
May  guard  their  fences  from  th'  invading  foe. 
Where  birth  has  placed  them,  kt  them  faftly  Ihare 
The  common  benefit  of  vital  air. 
Themfelves  unharmfuU  let  them  live  unharm'd  % 
Ifheir  jaws  difabled,  and  their  claws  difarmM  t 
Here,  only  in  noflumal  bowlings  bold, 
They  dare  not  (eize  the  Hind,  nor  leap  the  fold. 
More  powerful,  and  as  vigilant  as  they. 
The  lion  awfully  forbids  the  prey. 
Their  rage  rcpwrs'd,  though  pinchM  with  famine  lore. 
They  ftand  aloof,  and  tremble  at  his  roar: 
Much  is  their  hunger,  but  their  fear  is  more. 
Thefe  are  the  chief :  to  number  o'er  the  reft, 
And  (land,  like  Adam,  naming  every  beaft, 
Were  weary  work  j  nor  will  the  Mofe  defcribc 
A  (limy-horn  and  fun-begotten  tribe  | 

5  Who, 
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Who,  far  from  ftecf>let  and  their  facred  fovad* 
In  fields  their  Allien  conventicles  found. 
Thefe  groft,  half-animatod,  lumps  I  leavt ; 
Nor  can  I  think  what  thoughts  they  can  conceive. 
But,  if  they  think  at  all>  *tU  fure  no  higher 
Than  matter,  put  in  motion,  may  afpire  i 
Souls  that  can  fcarce  ferment  their  maXs  of  clay  t 
80  drofTy,  fo  divifible  are  theyi 
As  would  but  ferve  pure  bodies  for  allay  x 
Such  fouls  4s  ihards  produce,  fuch  beetle  thingt 
As  only  buz  to  heaven  with  evening  wings  j 
Strike  in  the  dark,  ofending  but  by  chance^ 
Such  are  the  blindfold  blows  of  ignorance. 
They  know  not  beings,  and  but  hate  a  rnmoe ; 
To  them  the  Hind  and  Panther  are  the  fame. 

The  Panther  fure  the  nobleft,  next  the  Hind^ 
And  faireft  creature  of  the  fpotted  kind  j 
Oh,  could  her  in-born  ftains  be  wafh'd  away. 
She  were  too  good  to  be  a  bead  of  prey ! 
How  can  I  praife,  or  blame,  and  not  offend^ 
Or  how  divide  the  frailty  from  the  friend  ? 
Her  faults  and  virtues  lie  fo  mixM,  that  (hp  * 

Nor  wholly  (lands  condemned,  nor  wholly  free. 
Then,  like  her  injured  lion,  let  me  fpeak ; 
He  cannot  bend  her,  and  he  would  not  break* 
Unkind  already,  and  eftrangM  in  part, 
The  wolf  begins  to  (hare  her  wandering  heart. 
Though  unpolluted  yet  with  a6lual  111, 
She  half  commits  who  fins  but  in  her  will. 

C  »  If, 
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If,  as  otir  dreaming  platoniils  report. 

There  could  be  fpirits  of  a  middle  fort. 

Too  black  for  heaven,  and  yet  too  white  for  helly 

Who  juft  dropt  half  way  down,  nor  lower  fell  $ 

So  poisM,  fo  gently  (he  defcends  from  high, 

It  feems  a  foft  difmiilion  from  the  iky. 

Her  hou(e  not  ancient,  whatfoe*er  pretence 

Her  clergy  heralds  make  in  her  defence. 

A  fecond  century  not  half-way  run. 

Since  the  new  honours  of  her  blood  begun. 

A  lion  old,  obfcene,  and  furious  made 

By  luft,  comprefs'd  her  mother  in  a  (hade ; 

Then,  by  a  left-hand  marriage,  weds  the  dame,* 

Covering  adultery  with  a  fpecious  name : 

So  fchifm  begot ;  and  (acrilege  and  (he, 

A  well-match'd  pair,  got  gracelefs  herefy, 

God's  and  kings  rebels  have  the  fame  good  caufe, 

To  trample  down  divine  and  human  laws  : 

Both  would  be  call'd  reformers,  and  their  hate 

Alike  deftruftive  both  to  church  and  ftate : 

The  fruit  proclaims  the  plant ;  a  lawlefs  prince 

By  luxury  reformM  incontinence ; 

By  ruins,  charity;  by  riots,  abftinence. 

Confeflions,  fafts,  and  penance  fet  afide ; 

Oh  with  what  eafe  we  follow  fuch  a  guide. 

Where  fouls  are  ftarvM,  and  fehfes  gratify'd ! 

Wliere  marriage  pleafures  midnight  prayer  fupply, 

And  mattin  bells,  a  melancholy  cry. 

Are  tunM  to  merrier  notes,  Increafe  and  multiply. 

5  Religion 
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Religion  (hews  a  rofy-colour'd  face  5 

Not  battcrM  out  with  drudging  works  of  grace: 

A  down-hill  reformation  rolls  apace. 

"What  flefli  and  blood  would  crowd  the  narrow  gate, 

Or,  till  they  wafte  their  pamperM  paunches,  wilt  ? 

All  would  be  happy  at  the  cheapeft  rate.' 

Though  our  lean  faith  thefe  rigid  laws  has  givtny  ' 
The  full-fed  Muflulman  goes  fat  to  heaven  j 
For  his  Arabian  prophet  with  delights 
Of  fenfe  allurM  his  eaftem  profelytes. 
The  jolly  Luther,  reading  him,  began 
T'  interpret  Scnptures  by  his  Alcoran  ; 
To  grub  the  thorns  beneath  our  tender  feet, 
And  make  the  paths  of  Paradife  more  fweet : 
Bethought  him  of  a  wife  ere  half  way  gone. 
For 'twas  uneafy  traveling  alone ;  '     ' 

And,  in  this  mafquerade  of  mirth  and  love^ 
Miftook  the  blifs  of  heaven  for  Bacchanals  aboVe. 
Sdre  he  prefum'd  of  praife,  who  came  to  ftock    '    '  • 
111'  etherial  paftures  with  fo  fair  a  flock, 
Bumifh'd,  and  battening  on  their  food,  to  (how 
Their  diligence  of  careful  herds  below. 

Our  Panther,  though  like  thefe  flie  changM  her  head, 
Yet  as  the  miftrefs  of  a  monarch's  bed. 
Her  front  ereft  with  majefty  (he  boi-e, 
The  croiier  weilded,  and  the  mitre  wore. 
Her  uppir  part  of  decent  difcipline 
Shew'd  affe^atton  of  an  ancient  line  ; 
And  fathers,  councils,  church  and  church's  head, 
Were  on  her  reverend  phylafteries  read. 

C  3  But 
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But  what  difgrac'd  and  difavow'd  the  reft. 

Was  Calvin's  brand,  that  fUgmatizM  the  beaft. 

Thus,  like  a  creature  of  a  double  kind. 

In  her  own  labyrinth  flie  lires  confinM. 

To  foreign  lands  no  found  of  her  is  come^ 

Humbly  content  to  be  defpisM  at  home. 

Such  is  her  faith,  where  good  cannot  be  had. 

At  leaft  (he  leaves  the  refiife  of  the  bad : 

Nice  in  her  choice  of  ill,  thought  not  of  beft. 

And  leaft  deform'^d,  becaufe  deformed  the  leaft. 

In  doubtful  points  betwixt  her  differing  friends. 

Where  one  for  fubftance,  one  fdr  fign  contends. 

Their  contradifting  terras  (he  ftrives  to  join  ; 

Sign  (hall  be  fubftance,  fubftance  ihall  be  fign. 

A  real  prefence  all  her  fonB  allow. 

And  yet  'tis  flat  idolatiy  to  bow, 

Becaufe  the  godhead  's  there  they  know  not  how. 

Her  novices  are  taught,  that  bread  axKl  wine 

Are  but  the  vifible  -and  outward  fign. 

Received  by  thofe  who  in  conmiunion  join. 

But  th'  inward  grace,  or  the  thing  fjgnify'd. 
His  blood  and  body,  who  to  fave  us  dy'd  i 
T-he  faithful  this  thing  ilgnifyM  -receive : 
What  is 't  thofe  faithful  then  partake  or  leave  ? 
For  what  is  fignify'd  and  underftood. 
Is,  by  her  own  confefHon,  fleih  and  blood. 
Then,  by  the  fame  acknowledgment,  we  know 
They  take  the  fign,  and  take  the  fubftance  too. 
The  literal  Ctnk  is  hard  to  flefti  and  blood, 
But  nonfenfe  never  can  be  underftood. 

Her 
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Her  wild  belief  on  every  wave  is  toft  | 
But  Aire  no  church  can  better  monils  boaft« 
'True  to  her  king  her  piiacipies  are  found  $ 
Oh  that  her  praftict  wwe  but  half  £o  found ! 
Stedfaft  in  various  turns  of  ftats  fhc  ftood» 
And  feal'd  her  vow*d  al{t£Uon  with  ber  blood  i 
Nor  will  I  meanly  tax -her  cooftancyy 
That  intertft  or  obligement  made  the  tye. 
Bound  to  the  fate  of  rourderM  monarcl^. 
Before  tbe  founding  ax  fo  falls  the  vine, 
Whofe  tender  branches  round  tbc  poplar  twiac^ 
She  chofe  her  ruiny  and  refigi^M  her  life^ 
In  death  undaunted  as  an  Indian  wife  t 
A  rare  example  \  but  foae  foula  we  iee 
Grow  hard,  and  ftifPen  with  advcrfity  t 
Yet  thefe  4)y  fortune*s  favours  are  undone  j  -y 

KefolvM  into  a  bafer  form  they  run,  C 

And  bore  the  wind,  but  cannot  bear  ^e  tiuu  ^ 

XiCt  this  be  nature^s  frailty,  or  her  fate, 
Or  Ifgrim^'s  couniel,  her  new«cho(en  malci 
Still  (he  *s  the  faireft  of  the  fallen  crew. 
No  mother  more  indulgent  but  the  true. 

Fierce  to  her  foes,  yet  fears  her  foice  to  try, 
Becaufe  ihe  wants  innate  authority  | 
For  how  can  /he  conftrain  them  to  oktey^ 
Who  has  herfeif  caft  off  the  lawful  fway  f 
Rebellion  equals  all ;  and  tbofe,  who  toil 
In  common  theft,  will  iiare  the  common  (poil« 
Let  her  produce  the  title  and  the  right 
Afainft  her  old  fuperiors  firft  to  fight } 

C4  Jf 
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If  (he  reform  by  text,  ev'ii  that 's  as  plain 

For  her  own  rebels  to  reform  again. 

As  long  as  words  a  different  fenfe  will  bear. 

And  each  may  be  his  own  interpreter. 

Our  airy  faith  will  no  foundation  find  : 

The  word 's  a  weathercock  for  every  wind  : 

The  bear,  the  fox,  the  wolf,  by  turns  prevail  j 

The  mod  in  power  fupplies  tlie  prefent  gale. 

The  wretched  Panther  cries  aloud  for  aid 

To  church  and  councils,  whom  fhe  firft  betrayM  | 

No  help  from  fathers  or  tradition's  train  : 

Thofe  ancient  guides  ihe  taught  us  to  difdain, 

And  by  that  fcripture,  which  (he  once  abused 

To  refoi'mation,.ftands  herfelf  accusM. 

What  bills  for  breach  of  laws  can  (he  prefer, 

Expounding  which  (he  owns  herfelf  may  err  ; 

And,  after  all  her  winding  ways  are  try'd. 

If  doubts  arife,  (he  (lips  herfelf  afide. 

And  leaves  the  private  confcience  for  the  guide. 

If  then  that  confcience  fet  tV  offender  free. 

It  bars  her  claim  to  church  authority. 

How  can  (he  cenfure,  or  what  crime  pretend. 

But  fcripture  may  be  conftrued  to  defend  ? 

Ev'n  thofe,  whom  for  rebellion  (he  tranfmits 

To  civil  power,  her  doftrine  firft  acquits  j 

Becaufe  no  difobedience  can  enfue. 

Where  no  fubmidion  to  a  judge  is  due  j 

Each  judgring  for  himfelf  by  her  confent. 

Whom  thus  abfolv*d  (he  lends  to  puni(hment. 

Suppofe 
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Suppofe  the  maglftrate  revenge  her  caufe, 
*Tis  only  for  tranfgrefling  human  laws. 
How  anfwering  to  its  end  a  church  is  made, 
Whofe  power  is  but  to  counfel  and  perfuade  ! 
O  folid  rock,  on  which  fecure  ihe  ftands  ! 
Eternal  houfe  not  built  jvith  mortal  hands ! 
O  Aire  defence  again  ft  th'  infernal  gate, 
A  patent  during  pleafure  of  the  ftate  ! 

Thus  is  the  Panther  neither  lovM  nor  feared, 
A  meer  mock  queen  of  a  divided  herd ; 
Whom  foon  by  lawful  power  {he  might  controul, 
Heifelf  a  part  fubmitted  to  the  whole. 
Then,  as  the  moon  who  firft  receives  the  light 
By  which  ihe  makes  our  nether  regions  bright. 
So  migl>t  ihe  ihine,  reflefling  from  afar 
The  rays  ihe  borrowed  from  a  better  ilar  ; 
Big  with  the  beams  which  from  her  mother  flow. 
And  reigning  o'er  the  rifing  tides  below  : 
Now,  mixing  with  a  favage  crowd,  ihe  goes. 
And  meanly  flatters  her  inveterate  foes, 
Rui'd  while  ihe  rules,  and  lofing  every  hour 
Her  wretched  remnants  of  precarious  power. 

One  evening,  while  the  cooler  ihade  ihe  fought. 
Revolving  many  a  melancholy  thought. 
Alone  ihe  walkM,  and  look'd  around  in  vain. 
With  rueful  vifage,  for  her  vaniihM  train  : 
None  of  her  fylvan  fubje^ls  made  their  court ; 
Levees  and  couches  pafsM  without  refort. 
So  hardly  can  usurpers  manage  well 
Thofe  whom  they  fis&,  inftrufted  to  rebel. 
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More  liberty  begets  defire  of  more  5 

The  hunger  ftill  increafcs  with  the  ftorc. 

Without  refpeft  they  brufli'd  along  the  wood 

Each  in  his  clan^  and,  filPd  with  loathfome  food, 

AikM  no  permiflion  to  the  neighbouring  flood. 

The  Panther,  full  of  inward  diTcontent, 

Since  they  would  go,  before  them  wifely  went  5 

Supplying  want  of  power  by  drinking  firft, 

As  if  flie  gave  them  leave  to  quench  their  thirft. 

Among  tlic  reft,  the  Hind,  with  fearful  face, 

Beheld  from  far  the  common  watering-place. 

Nor  durft  approach  ;  till  with  an  awful  roar 

The  fovereign  lion  bad  her  fear  no  more. 

EncouragM  thus  (he  brought  her  younglings  nigh^ 

Watching  the  motions  of  her  patron's  eye, 

And  drank  a  fober  draught ;  the  reft  amaz'd 

Stood  mutely  ftill,  and  on  the  ftranger  gaz'd  5 

Surveyed  her  pjirt  by  part,  and  fought  to  find 

The  ten-bom'd  monfter  in  the  harmlefs  Hind, 

Such  as  the  Wolf  and  Panther  had  defignM, 

They  thought  at  firft  they  dream'd  ;  for  'twas  offence 

With  them,  to  queftion  certitude  of  fenfe, 

Their  guide  in  faith  :  but  nearer  when  they  drew. 

And  had  the  faultlefs  objeft  full  in  view. 

Lord,  how  they  all  admir'd  her  heavenly  hue  ! 

Some,  who  before  her  fellowftiip  difdain'd,  ^ 

Scarce,  and  but  fcarce,  from  in-born  rage  reftrain'd,  % 

^Iow  frilk'd  about  her,  and  old  kindred  feign'd.         3 

WTiether  for  love  or  intereft,  every  feft 

Oi  all  the  favage  nation  ftiew'd  iTfpefi:. 

The 
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The  viceroy  Panther  could  not  awe  the  herd ) 
The  more  the  company,  the  left  they  fearM. 
The  furly  Wolf  with  fecret  envy  burft» 
Yet  could  not  bowl ;  the  Hind  had  feen  him  ftrk  : 
But  what  he  durft  not  fpeak,  the  Panther  durft. 

For  when  the  herd,  fuffic'd,  did  late  repair 
To  femey  heaths,  and  to  their  foreft  lare, 
She  made  a  mannerly  excufe  to  ftay» 
Pnoflfering  the  Hind  to  wait  her  half  the  way  1 
That,  fince  the  iky  was  clear,  an  hour  of  talk 
Might  help  her  to  beguile  the  tedious  waJk. 
With  much  good-will  the  motion  was  ^mbracM, 
Tb  chat  a  while  on  their  adv^tures  pafsM  1 
Nor  had  the  grateful  Hind  To  foon  forgot 
Her  friead  and  fcllow-fufFerer  in  the  plot. 
Yet  wondering  how  of  late  flie  grew  eftrangM, 
Her  forehead  cloudy^  and  her  countenance  changed, 
Sbe  thought  this  hour  th*  occafion  would  preieat 
To  learn  her  fecret  caufe  of  difcontent, 
Which,  well  Ihe  hopM,  might  be  with  eaie  redrefs*d>  n 
Confidering  her  a  well-bred  civil  beaft,  > 

And  mor&a  gentlewodian  than  the  rcSL,  ^ 

After  fome  common  talk  what  rumors  ran, 
The  lady  of  the  fpotted-muif  began. 

The    SECOND    PART. 

'pv  AME,  faid  the  Panther,  times  are  mended  welU 
■*~^  Since  late  among  the  Philiftines  you  fell. 
The  toils  were  pitchM,  a  fpacious  traft  of  ground 
With  expert  huntfmen  was  cncompafs'd  round  \ 
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Th'  inclofure  narrow'd  5  the  fagacious  power 

Of  hounds  and  death  drew  nearer  every  hour. 

'X>8  true,  the  younger  lion  fcap'd  the  fhare. 

But  all  your  prieftly  calves  lay  ftruggling  there ; 

As  facrifices  on  their  altars  laid  ; 

While  you  their  careful  mother  wifely  fled. 

Not  trufting  deftiny  to  fave  your  head. 

For  whatever  promifes  you  have  apply'd 

To  your  unfailing  church,  the  furer  fide 

Is  four  fair  legs  in  danger  to  provide. 

And  whatever  tales  of  Peter's  chair  you  tell, 

Yet,  faving  reverence  of  the  miracle, 

The  better  luck  was  yoursvto  fcape  fo  well. 

As  I  remember,  faid  the  fober  Hind, 
Thofe  toils  were  for  your  own  dear  felf  defign'd. 
As  well  as  rae  ;  and  with  the  felf- fame  throw, 
To  catch  the  quarry  and  the  vermin  too, 
Forgive  the  fla"nderous  tongues  that  call'd  you  fo. 
Howe'er  you  take  it  now,  the  common  cry 
T^en  ran  you  down  for  your  rank  loyalty. 
Befides,  in  Popery  they  thought  you  nurft, 
As  evil  tongues  will  ever  fpeak  the  worft, 
Becaufe  fome  forms,  and  ceremonies  fome 
You  kept,  and  flood  in  the  main  queftion  dumb. 
Dumb  you  were  born  indeed  ;  but  thinking  long 
The  teft  it  feems  at  laft  has  loosM  your  tongue. 
And  to  explain  what  your  forefathers  meant. 
By  real  prefence  in  the  facrament. 
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After  long  fencing  pufliM  againft  a  wall,  ■% 

Your  falvo  comes,  that  he*8  not  there  at  all :  f 

There  changM  your  faith,  and  what  may  change  may  f 
fall.  J 

Who  can  believe  what  yaries  every  day, 
Nor  ever  was,  nor  will  be,  at  a  ftay  ? 

Tortures  may  force  the  tongue  untruths  to  tell. 
And  I  ne*cr  own'd  myfelf  infallible, 
ReplyM  the  Panther  :  grant  fuch  prefence  were^ 
Yet  in  your  fenfc  I  never  ownM  it  there. 
A  real  virtue  we  by  faith  receive, 
And  that  we  in  the  facrament  believe. 
Then  faid  the  Hind,  ai  you  the  matter  ftate. 
Not  only  Jefuits  can  equivocate  j 
For  real,  as  you  now  the  word  expound, 
From  folid  fubftance  dwindles  to  a  found. 
Methinks  an  MCop*s  fable  you  repeat  $ 
You  know  who  took  the  (hadow  for  the  meat ; 
Your  church's  fubftance  thus  you  change  at  will, 
And  yet  retain  your  former  figure  ftill. 
I  freely  grant  you  fpoke  to  fave  your  life ; 
For  then  you  lay  beneath  the  butcher*s  knife. 
Long  time  you  fought,  redoubled  battery  bore, 
But,  after  all,  againft  yourfelf  you  fwore ; 
Your  former  felf  x  for  every  hour  your  form 
Is  chopped  and  changed,  like  winds  before  a  ftorm. 
Thus  fear  and  intereft  will  prevail  with  fome  j 
For  all  have  not  the  gift  of  mart)'rdom. 

The  Panther  grinnM  at  this,  and  thus  reply'd  t 
That  men  may  err  was  never  yet  dcny'd. 


3d  DRYDEN'S    POEMg. 

But>  if  that  common  principle  be  true. 
The  cannon,  dame,  is  leverd  full  at  yon. 
Buty  flmnning  long  difputes,  I  fain  would  fet 
That  wondrous  wight  Infallibility. 
It  he  from  heaven,  this  mighty  champion,  com^  i 
Or  lodgM  below  in  fubterranean  Rome  ? 
Firft,  (eat  him  fomewhere,  and  derive  his  racc» 
Or  elfe  conclude  that  nothing  has  no  place. 

Suppoie,  though  I  difown  it,  faid  the  Hind> 
The  certain  maniion  were  not  yet  aflignM  ; 
The  donbtfnl  refidence  no  proof  can  bring 
Againft  the  plain  exiftence  of  the  thing* 
Becaufe  philofophers  may  difagpree. 
If  fight  emiflion  or  reception  be. 
Shall  it  be  thence  inferrM,  I  do  not  fee  ? 
But  you  require  an  anfwer  pofitive. 
Which  yet,  when  I  demand,  you  dare  not  give  5 
For  fallacies  in  univerfals  live. 
I  then  affirm  that  this  unfailing  guide 
In  pope  and  general  councils  muft  reilde ; 
Both  lawful,  both  combinM :  what  one  decrees 
By  numerous  votes,  the  other  ratifies : 
On  thi?  undoubted  fenfe  the  church  relies. 
'Tis  true,  fome  do6lors  in  a  fcantier  fpace, 
I  mean,  in  each  apart,  contra^  the  place. 
Some,  who  to  greater  length  extend  the  line. 
The  chvreh*s  after-acceptation  join. 
This  laft  circumference  appears  too  wide ; 
The  church  diffused  is  by  the  council  tyM ; 
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As  members,  by  their  rcprcfentatives 
ObligM  to  laws,  which  prince  and  fenate  gires. 
Thus  Tome  contra£l,  and  fome  enlarge  the  Q>ace: 
In  pope  and  council  who  denies  the  place, 
Aillfted  from  above  with  God*s  unfailing  grace? 
Thofe  canons  all  the  needful  points  contain  $ 
Their  fenfe  fo  obvious,  and  their  words  fo  plain> 
That  no  difputes  about  the  "doubtful  text 
Have  hitherto  the  labouring  world  perplexM. 
If  anyfliould  in  after-times  appear. 
New  councils  muft  be  caird,  to  make  the  meaning  clear » 
Becaufe  in  them  the  power  -Tupreme  refides ; 
And  all  the  promifes  are  to  the  guides. 
This  may  he  taught  with  found  and  fafe  defence  i 
But  mark  how  Tandy  is  your  own  pretence, 
Who,  fetting  councils,  pope,  and  church  afide, 
Are  every  man  his  own  prefuming  guide. 
The  facred  books,  you  fay,  are  full  and  plain. 
And  every  needful  point  of  truth  contain : 
All  who  can  read  interpreters  may  be : 
Thus,  though  your  fevcral  churches  difagree^ 
Vet  every  faint  has  to  himfelf  alone 
The  fecret  of  this  phllofophic  ftone. 
"hefe  principles  yoor  jarring  fcfts  unite, 
/hen  differing  do6lors  and  difciples  fight, 
hough  Luther,  Zuinglius,  Calvin,  holy  chiefs, 
;ve  made  a  battle-royal  of  beliefs  ; 
like  wild  horfes  feveral  ways  have  whirl'd 
;  torturM  text  about  the  chriiUan  woild } 

Each 
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Each  Jehu  lafliing  on  with  furious  force. 
That  Turk  or  Jew  could  not  have  us'd  it  worfc  i 
No  matter  what  diflenfion  leaders  make, 
Where  every  private  man  may  fave  a  ftake  ; 
RulM  by  the  fcripture  and  his  own  advice^ 
Each  has  a  hlltid  bye-path  to  Paradife  j 
Where,  driving  in  a  circle  (low  or  faft, 
Oppofing  k^s  are  fure  to  meet  at  laft. 
A  wondrous  charity  you  have  in  ftore 
For  all  reformM  to  paTs  the  narrow  door  : 
So  much,  that  Mahomet  had  fcarcely  more. 
For  he,  kind  prophet,  was  for  damning  none ; 
But  Chrift  and  Mofes  were  to  fave  their  own  : 
Himfelf  was  to  fecure  his  chofen  race. 
Though  reafon  good  for  Turks  to  take  the  place. 
And  he  allowM  to  be  the  better  man. 
In  virtue  of  his  holier  Alcoran. 

True,  faid  the  Panther,  I  fhall  ne'er  deny 
My  brethren  may  be  fav'd  as  well  as  I : 
Though  Huguenots  condemn  our  ordination, 
Succeflion,  minifterial  vocation ; 
And  Luther,  more  miftaking  what  he  read, 
Misjoins  the  facred  body  with  the  bread  : 
Yet,  lady,  ftill  remember  I  maintain. 
The  word  in  needful  points  is  only  plain. 

Needlefs,  or  needful,  I  not  now  contend. 
For  ftill  you  have  a  loop-hole  for  a  friend  ; 
(RejoinM  the  matron)  :  but  the  rule  you  lay 
Has  led  whole  flocks,  and  leads  them  ftill  aftray. 
In  weighty  points,  and  full  damnation's  way. 
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•For  did  not  Ariiis  firft,  Socinus  now. 
The  Son's  eternal  God-head  difavow  ? 
And  did  not  thefe  by  gofpel  texts  alone 
Condemn  our  dofbrine,  and  maintain  their  own  } 
Kavc  not  all  hereticks  the  fame  pretence 
To  plead  the  fcriptures  in  their  own  defence  ? 
How  did  the  Nicene  council  then  decide 
That  ftroDg  debate  ?  was  it  by  fcripture  tryM  f 
Noy  fure^  to  that  the  rebel  would  not  yield; 
Squadrons  of  texts  he  marihal'd  in  the  field  : 
That  was  but  civil  war,  an  equal  fet. 
Where  piles  with  piles,  and  eagles  eagles  mtt. 
With  texts  point-blank  and  plain  he  fac*d  the  foe> 
And  did  not  Satan  tempt  our  Saviour  fo  ? 
The  good  old  biihops  took  a  iimpler  way  { 
Each  afk*d  but  what  he  beard  his  father  fay, 
Or  how  he  was  inftru6led  in  his  youth. 
And  by  tradition's  force  upheld  the  truth. 

The  Panther  fmilM  at  this  ;  and  when,  faid  (he, 
Were  thofe  firft  councils  difallowM  by  me  ? 
Or  where  did  I  at  fure  tradition  ftrike. 
Provided  ftill  it  were  apoftolic  ? 

Friend,  faid  the  Hind,  you  quit  your  former  groimd^ 
Where  all  your  faith  you  did  on  fcripture  found  : 
Now  'tis  tradition  join'd  with  holy  writ ; 
But  thus  your  memory  betrays  your  wit. 

No,  faid  the  Panther;  for  in  that  I  view. 
When  your  tradition 's  forg'd,  and  when  'tis  true. 
I  fct  them  by  the  rule,  and,  as  they  fquarc. 
Or  deviate  from  undoubted  doArine  there. 
This  oral  fi^ion,  that  old  faith  d(cUrc« 
•     Vol,  II.  D  ^\T^^^ 
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(Hind.)  The  council  fteer'd,  It  feems,  a  different courfe; 
They  tryM  the  fcripturc  by  tradition's  force : 
But  you  tradition  by  the  fcripture  try ;  ^ 

Purfued  by  fefts,  from  this  to  that  you  fly,  r 

Nor  dare  on  one  foundation  to  rely. 
The  word  is  then  deposM,  and  in  this  view. 
You  rule  the  fcripture,  not  the  fcripture  you. 
Thus  faid  the  dame,  and,  fmiling,  thus  purfuM  : 
I  fee,  tradition  then  is  difallow'd. 
When  not  evinc'd  by  fcripturc  to  be  true. 
And  fcripture,  as  interpreted  by  you. 
But  here  you  tread  upon  unfaithful  ground  ;  ■ 
Unlefs  you  could  infallibly  expound  : 
Which  you  reje£l  as  odious  popery. 
And  throvir  that  do£lrine  back  with  fcom  on  me* 
Suppofe  we  on  things  traditive  divide. 
And  both  appeal  to  fcripturc  to  decide  j 
By  various  texts  we  both  uphold  our  claim. 
Nay,  often,  ground  our  titles  on  the  fame  : 
After  long  labour  loft,  and  time's  expence. 
Both  grant  the  words,  and  quarrel  for  the  fenfe. 
Thus  all  dilputes  for  ever  muft  depend  ; 
For  no  dumb  rule  can  controverfies  end. 
Thus,  when  you  faid.  Tradition  muft  be  tryM 
By  facred  writ,  whofe  fenfe  yourl'elves  decide. 
You  faid  no  more,  but  that  yourfelves  muft  be 
The  judges  of  the  fcripture  fenfe,  not  we. 
Againft  our  church -tradition  you  declare. 
And  yet  your  clerks  would  fit  in  Mofes'  chair  :  ' 

At  leaft  'tis  prov'd  againft  your  argument. 
The  rult  is  far  from  pl^n,  whcia  all  diffent. 

If 
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If  not  by  fcriptures,  how  can  we  be  fure 
Reply'd  the  Panther,  what  tradition  ^s  pure  ? 
For  you  may  palm  upon  us  new  for  old  : 
All,  as  they  fay,  that  glitters  is  not  gold. 

How  but  by  following  her,  replyM  the  dame. 
To  whom  derived  from  fire  to  fon  they  came  j 
Where  every  age  doe$  on  another  move. 
And  trufts  no  farther  than  the  next  above  $ 
Where  all  the  rounds  like  JacoVs  ladder  rife, 
The  loweft  hid  in  earth,  tlie  topmoft  in  the  ikies. 

Sternly  the  favage  did  her  anfwer  mark, 
Her  glowing  eye-balls  glittering  in  the  dark, 
And  faid  but  this :  Since  lucre  was  your  trade« 
Succeeding  times  fuch  dreadful  gaps  have  made,     > 
*Tis  dangerous  climbing  :  To  your  fons  and  you 
I  leave  the  ladder,  and  its  omen  too. 
.  (Hind.)  The  Panther's  breath  was  ever  fam*d  for 

fwect  5 
But  from  the  wolf  fuch  wiflies  oft  I  meet : 
You  leamM  this  language  from  the  blatant  beall, 
Or  rather  did  not  fpeak,  but  were  poifefs^d. 
As  for  your  anfwer,  'tis  but  barely  urg'd  s 
You  muft  evince  tradition  to  be  forg'd  ; 
Produce  plain  proofs  ;  unblemifhM  authors  ufe 
As  ancient  as  thofe  ages  they  accufe  ; 
Till  when  'tis  not  fufficient  to  defame  : 
An  old  poHeirion  (lands,  till  elder  quits  the  claim. 
Then  for  our  intereft,  which  is  nam'd  alone 
To  load  with  envy,  we  retort  your  own. 

D  1  For 
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For  when  traditions  in  your  face»  fly, 

Refolving  not  to  yield,  you  muft  decry. 

As  when  the  caufe  goes  bard,  tlie  guilty  man 

Excepts,  and  thins  his  jury  all  he  can  j 
-  So  when  you  ftand  of  other  aid  bereft. 

You  to  the  twelve  apoftles  would  be  left. 

Your  friend  the  Wolf  did  with  more  craft  provide 

To  fet  thofe  toys  traditions  quite  afide  $ 

And  fathers  too,  unlefs  when,  reafon  fpent, 

He  cites  them  but  fometimes  for  ornament. 

But,  madam  Panther,  you,  though  more  iincere> 

Are  not  fo  wife  as  your  adulterer  t 

The  private  fpirit  is  a  better  blind. 

Than  all  the  dodging  tricks  your  authors  find. 

For  they,  who  left  the  fcripture  to  the  crowd. 

Each  for  his  own  peculiar  judge  allowM  ; 

The  way  to  pleafe  them  was  to  make  them  proud. 

Thus  with  full  fails  they  ran  upon  the  flielf  j 

Who  could  fufpeft  a  cozenage  from  himfelf  ? 

On  his  ^own  reafon  fafer  'tis  to  ftand, 

Than  be  deceived  and  damn'd  at  fecond-hand. 

But  you,  who  fathers  and  traditions  take. 

And  garble  fome,  and  fome  you  quite  forfake. 

Pretending  church-authority  to  fix. 

And  yet  fome  grains  of  private  fpirit  mix. 

Are  like  a  mule  made  up  of  differing  feedf 

And  that's  the  reafon  why  you  never  breed  ; 

At  lead  not  propagate  your  kind  abroad. 

For  home-diffenters  are  by  ftatutes  aw'd. 

And 
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And  yet  they  grow  upon  you  every  day, 
While  you,  to  fpeak  the- beft,  are  at  a  ftay. 
For  fefls,  that  are  extremes,  abhor  a  middle  way. 
Like  tricks  of  ftate,  to  ftop  a  raging  flood, 
Or  mollify  a  mad-farain*d  fehatc's  mood  : 
Of  all  expedients  never  one  was  good. 
Well  may  they  argue,  nor  can,  you  deny. 
If  we  muft  fix  on  church  authority, 
Bed  on  the  be(l,  the  fountain,  not  the  flood  ; 
That  muft  be  better  ftill,  if  this  be  good.    ' 
Shall  fhe  command  who  has  herfelf  rebel  I'd  ? 
Is  antichrift  by  antichrift  expell'd  ? 
Did  we  a  lawful  tyranny  difplace, 
To  fet  aloft  a  baftard  of  the  race  ? 
Why  all  thefe  wars  to  win  the  book,  if  we 
Muft  not  interpret  for  ourfelves,  but  flic  ? 
Either  be  wholly  (laves,  or  wholly  free. 
For  purging  fires  traditions  muft  not  fight ; 
But  they  muft  prove  epifcopacy's  right. 
Thud  thofe  led  horfes  are  from  fervice  freed ; 
You  never  mount  them  but  in  time  of  need. 
Like  mercenaries,  hir'd  for  home  defence. 
They  will  not  fcrve  againft  their  native  prince. 
Againft  clomeftic  foes  of  hierarchy 
Thefe  are  drawn  forth,  to  make  fanatics  fly ; 
But,  when  they  fee  their  countrymen  at  hand. 
Marching  againft  them  under  church-commanci, 
Saaight  they  forfake  their  colours,  and  dift)and. 
Thus  (he,  nor  could  the  Panther  well  enlarge 
With  weak  defence  againft  fo  ftrong  a  charge  \ 
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But  faid  !  For  what  did  Chrift  his  word  provide^ 

If  ftill  his  church  muft  want  a  living  guide  ? 

And  if  all-faving  doftrines  arc  not  there, 

Or  facred  penmen  could  not  make  them  clear^  ' 

From  after-ages  we  fhould  hope  in  vain 

For  truths,  which  men  infpir'd  could  not  explain. 

Before  the  word  was  written,  faid  the  Hind> 
Our  Saviour  preachM  his  faith  to  human  kind : 
From  his  apoftles  the  £rft  age  receivM 
Eternal  truth,  and  what  they  taught  believM. 
Thus  by  tradition  faith  v/as  planted  firft ; 
Succeeding  flocks  fucceeding  paftors  nursM. 
This  was  the  way  our  wife  Redeemer  chofe, 
(Who  fure  could  all  things  for  the  beft  difpofe. 
To  fence  his  fold  from  their  encroaching  foes. 
He  could  have  writ  himfelf,  but  well  forefaw 
Th"*  event  would  be  like  that  of  Mofes'  law ; 
Some  difference  would  arife,  ferae  doubts  remain. 
Like  thofe  which  yet  the  jarring  Jews  maintain. 
No  written  laws  can  be  fo  plain,  fo  pure, 
But  wit  may  glofs,  and  malice  may  obfcure ; 
Not  thofe  indited  by  his  firft  command, 
A  prophet  grav'd  the  text,  an  angel  held  his  hand# 
Thus  faith  was,   ere  the  written  word  appeared. 
And  men  believM  not  what  they  read  but  heard. 
But  fince  th'apoftles  could  not  be  confined 
To  thefe,  or  thofe,  but  feverally  defign'd 
Their  large  commiflion  round  the  world  to  blow  ; 
To  fpread  their  faith,  they  fpread  their  labours  loo. 

Yet 
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Yiet  flill  their  abfeht  flock  their  pains  did  ihare  j 

They  hearkenM  ftill,  for  love  produces  care. 

And  as  miftakes  arofe,  or  difcords  fell. 

Or  bold  feducers  taught  them  to  rebel. 

As  charity  grew  cold,  or  fa£lion  hot. 

Or  long  negle6l:  their  lelTons  had  forgot. 

For  all  their  wants  they  wifely  did  provide. 

And  preaching  by  epiftles  was  fupply'd  : 

So  great  phyficians  cannot  all  attend, 

But  fome  they  vifit,  and  to  fome  they  fend. 

Yet  all  thofe  letters  were  not  writ  to  all  5 

Nor  firft  intended  but  occafional. 

Their  abfent  fertnons ;  nor  if  they  contain 

All  needful  doilrlnes,  are  thofe  do6lrines  plain. 

Cleamefs  by  frequent  preaching  muft  be  wrought  j 

They  writ  but  feldom,  but  they  daily  taught. 

And  what  one  faint  has  faid  of  holy  Paul, 

"  He  darkly  writ,''  is  true  apply'd  to  all. 

For  this  obfcurity  could  heaven  provide 

Mere  prudently  than  by  a  living  guide. 

As  doubts  arofe,  the  difference  to  decide  ? 

A  guide  was  therefore  needful,  therefore  made  j 

And,  if  appointed,  fure  to  be  obey'd. 

Thus,  with  due  reverence  tp  th'  apoftles^  writ. 

By  which  my  fons  are  taught,  to  which  fnbmit} 

I  think,  thofe  tnichsi  disix-  Tiered  works  conulnp 

The  church  alone  can  cprhainly  cxplaiji  j 

That  following  :\gt:s,  leaumg  on  the  paft, 

May  rtft  upon  t'nt  primitive  at 
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Nor  would  I  thence  the  word  no  rule  infer. 

But  none  without  the  church-interpiieter. 

Secaufe,  as  I  have  urg^d  before,  'tis  mute. 

And  is  itfelf  the  fubjef^  of  difpute.   . 

But  what  th'  afxoftles  their  fucceflbrs  taught. 

They  to  the  next,  from  them  to  us  is  brought, 

Th'  undoubted  fenfe  which  is  in  fcripturc  fought. 

From  hence  the  church  is  armM,  when  errors  rife 

To  flop  their  entrance,  and  prevent  furprife  ; 

And,  fafe  entrenched  within,  her  foes  without  defies. 

By  thefe  all  fcftering  fores  her  councils  heal. 

Which  time  or  has  difclos'd,  or  fliall  reveal  5 

For  difcord  cannot  end  without  a  laft  appeal. 

Nor  can  a  council  national  decide. 

But  with  fubordination  to  her  guide  : 

(I  wi(h  the  caufe  were  on  .that  iffue  trj^'d.) 

Much  lefs  the  fcripture  5  for  fuppofe  debate 

Betwixt  pretenders  to  a  fair  eftate. 

Bequeathed  by  feme  legator's  laft  intent ; 

(Such  is  our  dying  Saviour's  teftamcnt :) 

The  will  is  prov'd,  is  opcn'd,  and  is  read  ; 

The  doubtful  heirs  their  differing  titles  plead  : 

All  vouch  the  words  their  intercft  to  maintain, 

And  each  pretcn'is  by  thofe  his  cnufe  is  plain. 

Shall  then  the  Teftaraent  awrard  the  right  ? 

No,  that 's  the  Hungary  for  which  they  fight  j 

The  field  of  battle,  fubjeft  of  ilebate ; 

The  thing  contended  for,  the  fair  eftate. 

The  fenfe  is  intricate,  'tis  only  clear 

What  vowels  and  what  confouants  are  there. 

There* 
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Therefore  'tis  plain,  its  meaning  rauft  be  try'd 

Before  fome  judge  appointed  to  decide. 
Suppofe,  the(  fair  apoftate  faict,  I  grant, 

The  faithful  flock  forae  living  guide  (hould  want^ 

Your  .-u-guments  an  endlefs  chace  pur/Vic : 

Produce  this  vaunted  leader  to  our  view. 

This  mighty  Mofes  of  the  chofcn  crew. 
The  dame,  who  faw  her  fainting  foe  retirM, 

With  force  renewed,  to  viflory  afpirM  j 

And,  looking  upward  to  her  kindred  iky. 

As  once  our  Saviour  own'd  his  Deity, 

Pronounc'd  his  words^"  (he  whom  ye  feek  am  I.'* 
Nor  Icfs  amazed  this  voice  the  Panther  heard. 
Than  were  thofe  Jews  to  hear  a  God  declarM. 
Then  thus  the  matron  modeftly  renewed  : 
Let  all  your  prophets  and  their  fe^s  be  viewM, 
And  fee  to  which  of  them  yourfelves  think  fit 
The  condufl  of  your  confcience  to  fubmit : 
Each  profelyte  would  vote  his  do^or  beft. 
With  abfolute  exclufion  to  the  reft : 
Thus  would  your  Polifti  diet  difagree. 
And  end,  as  it  began,  in  anarchy : 
Yourfcif  t'.e  faireft  for  cleftion  ftand, 
Bctaufc  you  feem  crown-general  of  the  lancf : 
But  foon  againft  your  fupcrftitious  lawn 
Some  prefbyterian  fabre  would  be  drawn  : 
In  your  eftabliftiM  laws  of  fovereignty 
The  reft  fome  fundamental  flaw  would  fee, 
And  call  rebellion  gofpcl -liberty. 
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To  church -decrees  your  articles  require 
SubraifHon  moUify'd,  if  not  entire. 
Homage  deny*d,  to  cenfures  ycu  proceed  : 
But  when  Curtana  will  not  do  the  deed. 
You  lay  that  ppintlefs  clergy-weapon  by. 
And  to  the  laws,  your  fword  of  juftice,  fly. 
Now  this  your  fe^ls  the  more  unkindly  take, 
Thofe  prying  varlets  hit  the  blots  you  make, 
Becaufe  fomc  ancient  friends  of  yours  declare. 
Your  only  rule  of  faith  the  fcriptures  are. 
Interpreted  by  men  of  judgment  found. 
Which  every  feft  will  for  themfelvcs  expound ; 
Nor  think  Icfs  reverence  to  their  doftort  due 
For  found  interpretation,  than  to  you. 
If  then,  by  able  heads,  are  undcrftood 
Your  brother  prophets,  who  reform'd  abroad  ; 
Thofe  able  heads  expound  a  wifer  way. 
That  their  own  flieep  their  fhepherd  fhould  obey. 
But  if  you  mean  yourfelves  are  only  found. 
That  doftrine  turns  the  reformation  round. 
And  all  the  reft  are  falfe  reformers  found  j 
Becaufe  in  fundry  points  you  ftand  alone. 
Not  in  communion  join'd  with  any  one  j 
And  therefore  muft  be  all  the  church,  or  none. 
Then,  till  you  have  agreed  whofe  judge  is  beft, 
Againft  this  forcM  fubmifTion  they  proteft  : 
While  found  and  found  a  different  fcnfe  explains, 
Koth  play  at  hardhead  till  they  break  their  brains  ; 
And  from  their  chriirs  each  other's  force  defy, 
While  unregarded  thunders  vainly  fly. 
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T  pafs  the  reft,  becaufe  your  church  alone 

Of  all  ufurpers  beft  could  fill  the  throne. 

But  neither  you,  nor  any  fefl  befide. 

For  this  high  office  can  be  qualifyM, 

With  neceffary  gifts  required  in  fuch  a  guide. 

For  that,  which  muft  dire£l  the  whole,  muft  be  '% 

Bound  in  one  bond  of  faith  and  unity  t  > 

But  all  your  feveral  churches  difagree.  <) 

The  confubftanttating  church  and  pried 

Refufe  communion  to  the  Calvinift : 

The  French  reformed  from  preaching  you  reftrain^ 

Becaufe  you  judge  their  ordination  vain ) 

And  fo  they  judge  of  yours,  but  donors  muft  ordain. 

In  fhort,  in  do6lrine,  or  in  difcipline. 

Not  one  reformed  can  with  another  join  i 

But  all  from  each,  as  from  damnation,  fly } 

No  union  they  pretend,  but  in  Non-Popcry  : 

Nor,  fbould  their  members  in  a  fynod  meet. 

Could  any  church  prefnme  to  mount  the  feat^ 

Above  the  reft,  their  difcords  to  decide  5 

None  would  obey,  but  each  would  be  the  g^ide  : 

And  face  to  face  diffenfions  would  increafe  j 

For  only  diilancc  now  prefcrves  the  peace. 

All  in  their  turns  accufcrs,  and  accusM  : 

Babel  was  never  half  10  much  conf"s'd  : 

\Vh  ::  o  c  (  T.  plead,  the  reft  can  plead  as  well  j 

For  aincjugit  cqu  -U  lies  no  laft  ppp.-al. 

And  all  conftfs  thefiiftlves  are  fallible. 

Now  fince  you  grant  fome  ncce.Tary  guide, 

All  who  can  err  arc  juftly  laid  afide  : 
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Becaufe  a  tnift  fo  facred  to  confer 

Shcwf  want  of  fuch  a  fure  interpreter ; 

And  how  can  he  be  needful  who  can  err  f 

Then  granting  that  unerring  guide  we  want. 

That  fuch  there  is  you  ftand  oblig'd  to  grant : 

Our  Saviour  elfe  were  wanting,  to  fupply 

Our  needs,  and  obviate  that  neceflity. 

It  then  remains,  that  church  can  only  be 

The  guide,  ^hich  owns  unfailing  certainty  j 

Or  elfe  you  flip  your  hold,  and  change  your  fide, 

Relapfing  from  a  neceffary  g^ide. 

But  this  annexM  condition  of  the  crown. 

Immunity  from  errors,  you  difown  ; 

Here  then  you  flirink,  and  lay  your  weak  pretenfions 

down. 
For  petty  royalties  you  ralfe  debate  ; 
But  this  unfailing  univerfal  date 
You  fhun  ;  nor  dare  fucceed  to  fuch  a  glorious  weight  j 
And  for  that  caufe  tliofe  promifes  deleft, 
With  which  our  Saviour  did  his  church  inveft  j 
But  ftrive  t*  evade,  and  fear  to  find  them  ti*ue, 
As  confcious  they  were  never  meant  to  you  : 
All  which  the  mother  church  afferts  her  own, 
And  with  unrivaPd  claim  afcends  the  throne. 
So  when  of  old  th'  almighty  Father  fate 
In  council,  to  redeem  our  ruinM  ftatc. 
Millions  of  millions,  at  a  diftnnce  round. 
Silent  the  facred  confiftory  crown'd. 
To  hear  what  mercy,   mixt  with  juilice,  could  pro- 
pound : 

All 
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All  prompt  with  eager  pity,  to  fulfil 

The  full  extent  of  their  Creator's  will. 

But  when  the  ftern  conditions  were  declarM, 

A  moumfui  wbifper  through  the  hoft  was  faeard^ 

And  the  whole  hierarchy,  with  heads  hung  down, 

Submiffively  declined  the  ponderous  proffered  crown.   ' 

Then,  not  till  then,  th'  eternal  Son  from  high 

Rofe  in  the  ftrength  of  all  the  Pelty  $ 

Stood  £orth  t'  accept  the  terms,  and  underwent 

A  weight  which  all  the  frame  of  heaven  had  bent, 

Nor  he  himfelf  could  bear,  but  as  Omnipotent. 

Now,  to  remove  the  leaft  remaining  doubt. 

That  cv'n  the  blear-cy'd  fefts  may  find  her  out. 

Behold  what  heavenly  rays  adorn  her  brows. 

What  from  his  wardrobe  her  BelovM  allows 

To  deck  the  wedding-day  of  his  unfpottcd  fpoufe. 

Behold  what  marks  of  majefly  ihe  brings  ; 

Richer  than  ancient  heirs  of  eaftern  kings  : 

Her  right  hand  holds  the  fceptre  and  the  keys. 

To  ftiew  whom  (he  commands,  and  who  obeys : 

With  thefe  to  bind,  or  fet  the  finner  free. 

With  that  to  affert  fpirit^al  royalty. 

One  in  herfelf,  not  rent  by  fchifm,  but  foundt 
Entire,  one  folid  (hining  diamond  $ 
Not  fparkles  fhatter'd  into  fe£ls  like  you  : 
One  is  the  church,  and  mu(l  be  to  be  true  t 
One  central  principle  of  unity. 
As  undivided,  fo  from  errors  free. 
As  one  in  faith,  fo  one  in  fan6lity. 

Thus 
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Thus  (he,  and  none  bat  (he,  th^  infalting  rage 
Of  heretics  opposM  from  age  to  age  : 
Still  when  the  giant-brood  invades  her  throne. 
She  ftoopt  from  heaven,  and  meets  them  half  way- 
down. 
And  with  paternal  thunder  vindicates  her  crown. 
But  like  Egyptian  forcerers  you  ftand. 
And  vainly  lift  aloft  your  mag^c  wand, 
To  fweep  away  the  fwarms  of  vermin  from  the  land  : 
You  could  like  them,  with  like  infernal  force. 
Produce  the  plague,  but  not  arreft  the  courfe. 
But  when  the  boils  and  blotches,  with  difgrace 
And  public  fcandal,  fat  upon  the  face, 
Themfelves  attackM,  the  Magi  ftrove  no  more. 
They  faw  God^s  finger,  and  their  fate  deplore  j 
Themfelves  they  could  not  cure  of  the  difhoneR  fore. 
Thus  one,  thus  pure,  behold  her  largely  fpread. 
Like  the  fair  ocean  from  her  mother-bed  j 
From  eaft  to  weft  triumphantly  flie  rides. 
All  (hores  are  waterM  by  her  wealthy  tides. 
The  gofpel-found,  difFusM  from  pole  to  pole. 
Where  winds  can  carry,  and  where  waves  can  roll. 
The  felf-fame  doftrine  of  ihe  facred  page 
ConveyM  to  every  clime,  in  every  age. 

Here  let  my  forrow  give  my  fatire  place, 
To  raife  new  blufhcs  on  my  Britifti  race  j 
Our  failing  fliips  like  common-fewcrs  we  ufe. 
And  through  our  diftant  colonics  diiFufe 
The  draught  of  dungeons,  and  the  fteiich  of  ftews. 

f^  Whom, 
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Whom,  when  their  home-bred  honefty  is  loft. 
We  difembogue  on  fome  far  Indian  coaft  : 
Thieves,  pandars,  paillards,  fms  of  every  fort  $ 
Thofe  are  the  manufaftures  we  export  5 
And  thefe  the  mifRoners  our  zeal  has  made : 
For,  with  my  country's  pardon  be  it  faid. 
Religion  is  the  leaft  of  all  our  trade. 

Yet  fome  improve  their  traffic  more  than  we  ; 
For  they  on  gain,  their  only  god,  rely, 
And  let  a  public  price  on  piety. 
Induftrious  of  the  needle  and  the  chart. 
They  run  full  fail  to  their  Japonian  mart ; 
Prevention  fear,  and,  prodigal  of  fame. 
Sell  all  of  Chriftian  to  the  very  name  5 
Nor  leave  enough  of  that,  to  hide  their  naked  ihame. 

Thus,  of  three  marks,  which  in  the  creed  we  vi^w. 
Not  one  of  ail  can  be  applyM  to  you  : 
Much  lefs  the  fourth  ;  in  vain,  alas !  you  feek 
Th'  ambitious  title  of  apoftolic  :  ^ 

God-like  defcent!  ^tis  well  your  blood  can  be 
ProvM  noble  in  the  third  or  fourth  degree  : 
For  all  of  ancient  that  you  ha<l  befoi^, 
(I  mean  what  is  not  borrowed  from  our  ftore) 
Was  error  fulminated  o'er  and  o'er  5 
Old  herefics  condemned  in  ages  paft. 
By  care  and  time  recovered  from  the  blaft. 

'Tis  faid  with  cafe,  but  never  can  be  prov'd. 
The  church  her  old  foundations  has  rcmov'd. 

And 
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And  built  new  do^lrines  on  unliable  fands :       [ftands* 
Judge  that,  yc  winds  and  rains  :  you  provM  her,  yet  (he 
Thofe  ancient  do6lrines  charged  on  her  for  new^ 
Shew,  when,  and  how,  and  from  what  hands  they  grew* 
We  tclaim  bo  power,  when  hereiies  grow  bold^ 
To  coin  new  fisuth,  but  ftill  declare  the  old. 
How  elfe  could  that  obfcene  diieafe  be  puig*df 
When  controverted  texts  are  rainly  urg^d  ?        .  \ 
To  prove  tradition  new,  there  ^s  fomewhat  more 
ItequirM,  than  faying,  *twas  not  us'd  before. 
Thofe  monumental  arms  are  never  ftirr*d. 
Till  fchifm  or  herefy  call  down  Goliah^s  fword* 

Thus,  what  you  call  corruptions,  are,  in  tnitii> 
The  firft  plantations  of  the  gofpePs  youth  ; 
Old  ftandard  faith  t  but  caft  your  eyes  again»  ^ 

And  view  thofe  errors  which  new  fc£ls  maintaiBy        I 
Or  which   of  old  difturb'd   the   church's  peaceful  f 
reign;  J 

And  we  can  point  each  period  of  the  time. 
When  they  began,  and  who  begot  the  crime  5 
Can  calculate  how  long  th'  cclipfe  endurM, 
Who  interposM,  what  digits  were  obfcur'd : 
Of  all  which  are  already  pafs'd  away. 
We  know  the  rife,  the  progrcfs,  and  decay. 

Defpair  at  our  foundations  then  to  ftrike. 
Till  you  can  prove  your  faith  apoftolic  ; 
A  limpid  ftream  drawn  from  the  native  fource  j 
Succeflion  lawful  in  a  lineal  courfe. 
Prove  any  church,  opposed  to  this  our  head. 
So  one,  fo  pure,  fo  unconfui'dly  fpread, 

5  Unde 
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Under  one  chief  of  the  fpiritual  ftate, 
The  members  all  combined,  and  all  fubordinate. 
Shew  fuch  a  feamlefs  coat,  from  fchifm  fo  free> 
In  no  communion  joinM  with  herefy. 
If  fuch  a  one  you  find,  let  truth  prevail ; 
Till  when  your  weights  will  in  the  balance  fail  t 
A  church  unprincipled  kicks  up  the  fcale. 
But  if  you  cannot  think  (nor  fure  you  can 
Suppofe  in  God  what  were  unjuft  in  man) 
That  he,  the  fountain  of  eternal  grace, 
Should  fuifer  falfehood,  for  fo  long  a  fpace. 
To  bani/h  truth,  and  to  ufurp  her  place : 
That  feven  fuccedive  ages  ihould  be  loft. 
And  preach  damnation  at  their  proper  coft ; 
That  all  your  erring  anceftors  fhould  die, 
Drown'd  in  th'  abyfs  of  deep  idolatiy  x 
If  piety  forbid  fuch  thoughts  to  rife, 
.  Awake,  and  open  your  unwilling  eyes  : 
God  hath  left  nothing  for  each  age  undone^ 
From  this  to  that  wherein  he  fent  his  Son  : 
Then  think  but  well  of  him,  and  half  your  work  is  done. 
See  how  his  church,  adorn'd  with  every  grace. 
With  open  arms,  a  kind  forgiving  face. 
Stands  ready  to  prevent  her  long^-loft  fon's  embrace. 
Not  more  did  Jofeph  o'er  his  brethren  weep. 
Nor  lefs  himfelf  could  from  difcovcry  keep. 
When  in  the  crowd  of  fuppliants  they  were  feen. 
And  in  their  crew  his  beft-beloved  Benjamin. 
That  pious  Jofeph  in  the  church  behold, 
To  feed  your  famine,  and  refufe  your  gold  | 
The  Jofeph  you  cxil'd,  the  Jofe^^Vv  wVvQm  "^ow  Wv\, 
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Thus,  while  with  heavenly  charity  fhe  fpoke, 
A  ftreaming  blaze  the  filent  fhadows  broke  j 
Shot  from  the  ikies  ;  a  chearful  azure  light : 
The  birds  obfcene  to  forefts  wing'd  their  flight. 
And  gapinggrave*  received  the  wandering  g^lty  fprigl 

Such  were  the  pleaftng  tnamphs  of  the  iky. 
For  James's  late  no6lurnal  vi£l:ory  ; 
The  pledge  of  his  almighty  Patron's  lov«, 
The  fireworks  which  his  angels  made  abore. 
I  faw  myfelf  the  lambent  eafy  light 
Gild  the  brown  horror,  and  difpel  the  nights 
The  meflenger  with  fpeed  the  tidings  bore  : 
News,  which  three  labouring  nations  did  reftore  j 
.But  heaven's  own  Nuntius  was  arriv'd  before. 

By  this,  the  Hind  had  reach'd  her  lonely  cell. 
And  vapors  rofe,  and  dews  unwholfome  fell. 
When  fhe,  by  frequent  obfervation  wife. 
As  one  who  long  on  heaven  had  fix'd  her  eyes, 
Difcern'd  a  change  of  weather  in  the  (kies. 
The  weftern  borders  were  with  crimfon  fpread. 
The  moon  defcending  look'd  all-flaming  red  5 
She  thought  good-manners  bound  her  to  invite 
The  ftranger  dame  to  be  her  gueft  that  night. 
'Tis  true,  coarfe  diet,  and  a  fhort  repaft, 
(She  faid)  were  weak  inducements  to  the  tafte 
Of  one  fo  nicely  bred,  and  fo  unus'd  to  faft : 
But  what  plain  fare  her  cottage  could  afford, 
A  hearty  welcome  at  a  homely  board, 
^Vas  freely  hers  ;  and,  to  fupply  the  reft. 
An  honeA  meaning^  and  an  open  bread  : 
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Laft,  with  content  of  mind,  the  poor  man^s  wealth, 

A  grace-cup  to  their  common  patron^s  health. 

This  (he  dedr'd  her  to  accept,  and  ftay, 

For  fear  /he  might  be  wilder'd  in  her  way, 

Secaufe  ihe  wanted  an  unerring  guide. 

And  then  the  dew-drops  on  her  iilken  hide 

Her  tender  conftitution  did  declare. 

Too  lady-like  a  long  fatigue  to  bear. 

And  rough  inclemencies  of  raw  no^urnal  air* 

But  mod  fhe  fearM  that,  traveling  fo  late. 

Some  evil-minded  beafts  might  lie  in  wait. 

And  without  witnefs  wi-eak  their  hidden  hate. 

The  Panther,  though  (he  lent  a  liftening  ear. 
Had  more  of  lion  in  her  than  to  fear  : 
Yet,  wifely  weighing,  fmce  (he  had  to  deal 
With  many  foes,  their  numbers  might  prevail, 
RetumM  her  all  the  thanks  (hb  could  afford ; 
And  took  her  friendly  hollefs  at  her  word  : 
Who  entering  firft  her  lowly  roof,  a  (heJ 
With  hoary  mofs,  and  winding  ivy  fpread, 
Hone(l  enough  to  hide  an  humble  hermit^s  head. 
Thus  graciou(Iy  befpoke  her  welcome  gueft  t 
80  might  thefe  walls,  with  your  fair  prefence  bleft, 
Become  your  dwelling-place  of  everlaiting  reft ; 
Not  for  a  night,  or  quick  revolving  year, 
Welcome  an  owner,  not  a  fojoumer. 
This  peaceful  feat  my  poverty  fecures  ; 
War  feldoin  enters  but  where  wealth  allures  : 
Nor  yet  defpiie  it ;  for  this  poor  abode 
Has  oft  received,  and  yet  receives,  a  God  i 
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A  God  viftorious  of  a  Stygian  race 

Here  laid  his  facred  limbs,  and  fanflifyM  the  place* 

This  mean  retreat  did  mighty  Pan  contain  : 

Be  emulous  of  him,  and  pomp  difdain, 

And  dare  not  to  debafe  your  foul  to  gain. 

The  filent  ftranger  ftood  amazM  to  fee 
Contempt  of  wealth,  and  wilful  poverty  : 
And,  though  ill  habits  are  not  foon  controlM^ 
A  while  fufpended  her  defire  of  gold. 
But  civilly  drew  in  her  (harpen'd  paws> 
Not  violating  hofpitable  laws, 
And  pacify'd  her  tail,  and  lick'd  her  frothy  jaws. 

The  Hind  did  firft  her  country  cates  provide  5 
Then  couchM  heffelf  fecurely  by  her  fide. 

The    third    PART. 


1l/¥  U  C  H  malice  mingled  with  a  little  wit, 
"*■   "^   Perhaps,  may  cenfure  this  myfterious  writ : 
Becaufe  the  Mufe  has  peopled  Caledon 
With  Panthers,   Bears,    and   Wolves,   and  beads 

unknown. 
As  if  we  were  not  ftockM  with  monfters  of  our  own. 
Let  JEfop  anfwer,  who  has  fet  to  view 
Such  kinds  as  Greece  and  Phrygia  never  knew ; 
And  mother  Hubbard,  in  her  homely  drefs, 
Has  iharply  blam'd  a  BritiHi  Lionefs  ; 
That  queen,  whofe  fcaft  the  fa6Vious  rabble  keep. 
Exposed  obfcenely  naked  and  afleep. 
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Led  by  thofe  great  examples,  may  ijot  I 
The  wanted  organs  of  their  words  fupply  ? 
If  men  tranfaft  like  brutes,  'tis  equal  then 
For  brumes  to  claim  the  privilege  of  men. 

Others  our  Hind  of  folly  will  indite. 
To  entertain  a  dangerous  gueft  by  night. 
Let  thofe  remember,  that  (he  cannot  die 
Till  rolling  time  is  loft  in  round  eternity  ; 
Nor  need  (he  fear  the  Panther,  though  untam'd^ 
Becaufe  the  Lion's  peace  was  now  proclaimed  : 
The  wary  favage  would  not  give  offence. 
To  forfeit  the  prote£lion  of  her  prince  j 
But  watch'd  the  time  her  vengeance  to  complete. 
When  all  her  furry  fons  in  frequent  fenate  met. 
Mean -while  fhe  quenchM  her  fuiy  at  the  flood. 
And  with  a  lenten  fallad  cooi'd  her  blood. 
Their  commons,  though  butcoarfe,  were  nothing  fcant. 
Nor  did  their  minds  an  equal  banquet  want. 

For  now  the  Hind,  whofe  noble  nature  ftrove 
T'  exprefs  her  plain  iimplicity  of  love. 
Did  all  the  honours  of  her  houfe  fo  well. 
No  iharp  debates  difturbM  the  friendly  meal. 
She  turnM  the  talk,  avoiding  that  extreme. 
To  common  dangers  paft,  a  fadly-pleafmg  theme ; 
Remembering  every  ftorm  which  tofsM  the  ftate. 
When  both  were  objects  of  the  public  hate. 
And  dropt  a  tear  betwixt  for  her  own  childrens  fate. 

Nor  fail'd  /he  then  a  full  review  to  make 
Of  what  the  Panther  fuffer'd  for  her  fake  : 
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Her  loft  cfteem,  her  truth,  her  loyal  care. 

Her  faith  unftiaken  to  an  exil'd  heir. 

Her  ftrength  t'  endure,  her  courage  to  defy  5 

Her  choice  of  honourable  infamy. 

On  thefe,  prolixly  thankful,  fhe  enlarg'd ; 

Then  with  acknowledgment  herfelf  /he  charged  j 

For  friendihip,  of  itfelf  an  holy  tie. 

Is  made  more  facred  by  adverfity. 

Now  fhould  they  part,  malicious  tongues  would  fiiy. 

They  met  like  chance  companions  on  the  way. 
Whom  mutual  fear  of  robbers  had  poflefs'd  ; 
While  danger  lafted,  kindnefs  was  profefsM  ; 
But,  that  once  o'er,  the  fhort-liv'd  union  ends  : 
The  road  divides,  and  there  divide  the  friends. 

The  Panther  nodded  when  her  fpeech  was  done^ 
And  thank\l  her  coldly  in  a  hollow  tone  : 
But  fald,  her  gratitude  had  gone  too  far  • 
For  common  offices  of  chriltian  care. 
If  to  the  lawful  heir  (he  had  been  true, 
She  paid  but  Caefar  what  was  Caefar's  due. 
I  might,  (he  added,  with  like  praife  defcribe 
Your  (iifFering  fons,  and  fo  return  your  bribe  : 
But  incenfe  from  my  hands  is  poorly  priz'd ; 
For  gifts  are  fcornM  where  givers  are  defpis'd. 
I  lerv\l  a  turn,  and  then  was  caft  away  ; 
You,  like  the  gaudy  fly,  yotir  wings  difplay, 
And  lip  the  fwects,  and  balk  in  your  great  patron's 
-oay. 

This  heard,  the  matron  was  not  flow  to  find 
What  ibrt  of  malady  had  feizM  her  mind  ; 
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Difdain,  with  gnawing  envy,  fell  defpight. 
And  cankefd  malice,  ftood  in  open  fight :. 
Ambition,  int«reft,  pnde  without  control, 
And  jealoufy,  the  jaundice  of  the  foul ; 
Revenge,  the  bloody  minifter  of  ill. 
With  all  the  lean  tormentors  of  the  will. 
'Twas  eafy  now  to  guefs  from  whence  arofc 
Her  new-made  union  with  her  ancient  foes. 
Her  forc'd  civilities,  her  faint  emVace, 
Affefled  kindnefs  with  an  alter'd  face : 
Yet  durft  fhe  not  too  deeply  probe  the  wound. 
As  hoping  ftill  the  nobler  parts  were  found  i 
But  drove  with  anodynes  t*  aflwage  the  fmart. 
And  mildly  thus  her  medicine  did  impart. 

Complaints  of  lovers  help  to  cafe  their  pain$ 
It  (hows  a  reft  of  kindnefs  to  complain  ; 
A  fiiend/hip  loth  to  quit  its  former  hold  9 
And  confcious  merit  may  be  jultly  "bold. 
But  much  more  juft  your  jealoufy  would  fliew^ 
If  others'  good  were  inji;ry  to  you : 
Witnefs,  ye  heavens,  how  I  rejoice  to  fee 
Rewarded  worth  and  rifing  loyalty. 
Ycnr  warrior  offspring  that  upheld  the  crovvn. 
The  fcarlct  honour  of  yoitr  peaceful  gown. 
Arc  the  moft  pleafing  objects  I  can  find, 
Ch:irms  to  my  fight,  and  cordials  to  my  mind.? 
When  virtue  fpooms  before  a  pi'ofperous  gale. 
My  heaving  wifhes  help  to  fill  the  fallj 
And  if  my  prayers  for  all  the  brave  were  heird, 
Csfar  fiiould  ftill  have  fuch,  and  luch  fhould  ftill  reward. 
E  4.  T\jt 
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The  laboured  earth  your  pains  have  fowM  and  tiU'd  ; 
'Tis  juft  you  reap  the  produft  of  the  field  : 
Your's  be  the  harveft,  'tis  the  beggar's  gain 
To  glean  the  fallings  of  the  loaded  wain. 
Such  fcatterM  ears  as  are  not  worth  your  care. 
Your  charity  for  alms  may  fafely  fpare. 
For  alms  are  but  the  vehicles  of  prayer. 
My  daily  bread  is  literally  implor'd  ; 
I  have  no  barns  nor  granaries  to  hoard. 
If  Csfar  to  his  own  his  hand  extends, 
Say  which  of  yours  his  charity  offends  : 
You  know  he  largely  gives  to  more  than  are  his  friends 
Are  you  defrauded  when  he  feeds  the  poor  ? 
Our  mite  decreales  nothing  of  your  ftore, 
I  am  but  few,  and  by  your  fare  you  fee 
My  crying  fins  are  not  of  luxury. 
Some  jufter  motive  fure  your  mind  withdraws, 
And  makes  you  break  our  friend/hip's  holy  laws 
For  barefaced  envy  is  too  bafe  a  caufe. 

Shew  more  occafion  for  your  difcontent  j 
Your  love,  the  Wolf,  would  help  you  to  invent : 
Some  German  quarrel,  or,  as  times  go  now. 
Some  French,  where  force  is  uppermoft,  will  do. 
When  at  the  fountain's  head,  as  merit  ought 
To  claim  the  pLice,  you  take  a  fwilling  draught. 
How  eafy  'tis  an  envious  eye  to  throw, 
And. tax  the  fhccp  for  troubling  ftreams  helow  j 
Or  call  her  (when  no  farther  cau.c  you  find) 
An  enemy  profelVd  of  all  your  kind. 

But 
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But  then,  perhaps,  the  wicked  world  would  think. 
The  Wolf  defign'd  to  cat  as  well  as  drink. 

This  laft  allufion  gallM  the  Panther  more, 
Bccaufe  indeed  it  rubb'd  upon  the  fore. 
Yet  feem'd  fhe  not  to  winch,  though  (hrewdly  pain'd  : 
But  thus  her  pafTive  charafter  maintained. 

I  never  grudg'd,  whatever  my  foes  report. 
Your  flaunting  fortune  in  the  Lion's  court. 
You  have  your  day,  or  you  are  much  bely'd. 
But  I  am  always  on  the  fufFering  fide  : 
You  know  my  do6^rine,  and  I  need  not  fay 
I  will  not,  but  I  cannot  difobey. 
On  this  firm  principle  I  ever  ftood  j  ^ 

He  of  my  fons  who  fails  to  make  it  good,  t 

By  one  rebellious  a6l  renounces  to  my  blood.  3 

Ah,  faid  the  Hind,  how  many  f^ns  have  you. 
Who  call  you  mother,  whom  you  never  knew  ! 
But  moft  of  them  who  that  rel  ition  plead, 
Are  fuch  ungracious  youths  as  wifli  you  dead.  ; 

They  gape  at  rich  revenues  which  you  hold, 
And  fain  would  nibble  at  your  grandame  Gold  $ 
Enquire  into  your  years,  Pnd  laugh  to  find 
Your  crazy  temper  fhews  you  much  declined. 
Were  you  not  dim,  and  doted,  you  might  fee 
A  pack  of  cheats  tli:\t  cihlvn  a  pedigree,  C 

No  more  of  kin  to  you  than  you  to  me.  3 

Do  ycu  not  know,  that  for  a  iittle  coin, 
Heralds  can  foiii  a  name  into  the  line  ? 
Tli^y  alk  you  bJcifing  but  for  what  you  have. 
But  once  pcflcfs'd  of  what  with  care  vou  fave. 
The  wanton  boys  would  pifs  upon  your  gravt. 
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Your  fons  of  latitude  that  court  your  grace,  ' 
Though  moft  lefembling  you  in  form  and  face. 
Are  far  the  worft  of  your  pretended  race. 
And,  but  I  blufh  your  honefty  to  blot, 
Pray  God  you  prove  them  lawfully  begot  : 
For  in  fome  popifh  libels  1  have  read, 
The  Wolf  has  been  too  bufy  in  your  bed  5 
At  leaft  her  hinder  parts,  the  belly-piece, 
•The  paunch,  and  all  that  Scorpio  claims,  are  his. 
Their  malice  too  a  fore  fufpicion  brings  ; 
"For  though  they  dare  not  bark,  they  fnarl  at  kings  : 
Nor  bbme  them  for  intruding  in  your  line; 
Fat  bifhoprics  are  ftill  of  right  divine. 

Think  you  ypur  new  French  profelytes  are  come 
To  ftarve  abroad,  becaufe  they  (larvM  at  home  ? 
Your  benefices  twinkled  from  afar  ; 
They  found  the  new  MelHah  by  the  ft:ir  : 
Thofe  SvvifTcs  fight  on  any  fide  for  pay. 
And  'tis  the  living  that  conforms,  not  they. 
Mark  with  what  management  their  tribes  divide, 
Some  (lick  to  you,  and  fome  to  t'other  fide. 
That  many  churches  may  for  many  mouths  provide. 
More  vacant  pulpits  would  more  converts  make  ; 
AH  would  have  latitude  enough  to  take  : 
The  reft  unbeneficM  your  feels  maintain  ; 
For  ordinations  without  cures  are  vain. 
And  chamber  practice  is  a  filent  gain. 
Your  fons  of  breadth  at  home  are  much  like  thefe  j 
Their  fcft  ar.d  yielding  metals  run  v.iih  tale  : 
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They  melt,  and  take  the  figure  of  the  mould  5 

But  harden  and  preferve  it  beft  in  gold. 

Your  Delphic  fword,  the  Panther  then  reply'd, 

I«  double-edgM,  and  cuts  on  either  fide. 

Som«  Tons  of  mine,  who  bear  upon  their  fhield 

Three  fteeples  argent  in  a  fable  field, 

Have  ftiarply  tax'd  your  converts,  who  unfed 

Have  followed  you  for  miracles  of  bread  j 

Such  who  themfelves  of  no  religion  are, 

Allur'd  with  gain,  for  any  will  declare. 

Bare  lies  with  bold  aflertions  they  can  face  ; 

But  dint  of  argument  is  out  of  place. 

The  grim  logician  puts  them  in  a  fright  5 

'Tis  eafier  far  to  flourifti  than  to  fight. 

Thus  our  eighth  Henry's  marriage  they  defame  5 

They  fay  the  fchifm  of  beds  began  the  gnme. 

Divorcing  from  the  church  to  wed  the  dame 's 

Though  largely  piov'd,  and  by  himfelf  pro^efs'd, 

That  confcience,  confcience  wouid  not  let  him  reft  : 

I  mean,  not  till  poffeiVd  of  hoi  he  lovM, 

And  old,  unclmrming  Catharine  w?^s  remov'd. 

For  fundry  years  beft^re  he  did  complain. 

And  told  his  gb.orly  contefibr  his  pain. 

Wiih  the  fame  inipu  I'-ncc,  vvitiiout  a  ground, 

They  Ihy  that,  1  x;k  the  i  ijror."«iation  round. 

No  trealiie  of  hu^nility  is  fouiui 

But  if  none  vvlic.  tiie  i^.o^^el  dues  not  want ; 

Our  Savicui  |^rcic!i\!   ♦-,  ^nd  1  hope  you  grant, 

The  Icrmon  on  the  mount  was  protcftant. 

No 
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No  doubt,  replyM  the  Hind,  as  Aire  as  all 
The  wi-i tings  of  Saint  Peter  and  Saint  Paul : 
On  that  decifion  let  it  ftand  or  fall. 
Now  for  my  converts,  who,  you  fay,  unfed 
Have  follow'd  me  for  miracles  of  bread  ; 
Judge  not  by  hearfay,  but  obferve  at  leaft, 
If  fince  their  change  tlieir  loaves  have  been  increase. 
The  Lion  buys  no  converts  ;  if  he  did. 
Beads  would  be  foKi  as  fafl  as  he  could  bid. 
Tax  thofe  of  intereft  who  conform  for  gain. 
Or  ftay  the  market  of  another  reign  : 
Your  broad -way  fons  would  never  be  too  nice 
Tb  clofe  with  Calvin,  if  he  paid  their  price  5 
But  raisM  three  fteeples  higher  would  change  their  note. 
And  quit  the  cafifoclc  for  the  canting-coat. 
Now,  if  you  damn  this  cenfure,  as  too  bold, 
Judge  by  yourfelves,  and  think  not  others  fold. 

Mean-time  my  fons  accused,  by  fame's  report. 
Pay  fmall  attendance  at  the  Lion's  court, 
Nor  rife  with  early  crowds,  nor  flatter  lats  i 
For  filently  they  beg,  who  daily  wait. 
Preferment  is  beftow'd,  that  comes  unfought  j 
Attendance  is  a  bribe,  and  then  'tis  bought. 
How  they  fhould  fpced,  their  fortune  is  untry'd  j 
For  not  to  alk,  is  not  to  be  deny'd. 
For  what  they  have,  their  God  and  king  they  blefs, 
And  hope  they  fhould  not  murmur,  had  they  lefs. 
But  if  reduced  fubfiftence  to  implore. 
In  common  prudence  they  would  pafs  your  door. 
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UnpityM  Hudibras,  your  champion  friend, 
Has  ihewn  how  far  your  chanties  extend. 
This  lafting  verfe  fhall  on  his  tomb  be  read, 
*'  He  ihamM  you  living,  and  upbraids  you  dead.** 

With  odious  atheift  names  you  load  your  foes  j 
Your  liberal  clergy  why  did  I  expofc  ? 
It  never  fails  in  charities  like  thofe. 
In  climes  where  true  religion  is  profefsM, 
That  imputation  were  no  laughing  jeft. 
But  Imprimatur,  with  a  chaplain^s  name. 
Is  here  fuificient  licence  to  defame. 
What  wonder  is 't  that  black  detra^ion  thrives  j 
The  homicide  of  names  is  lefs  than  lives  i 
And  yet  the  perjur'd  murderer  furvives. 

This  faid,  fhe  pausM  a  little,  and  fupprefsM 
The  boiling  indignation  of  her  breaft. 
She  knew  the  virtue  of  her  blade,  nor  would 
Pollute  her  fatire  with  ignoble  blood  : 
Her  panting  foe  fhe  faw  before  her  eye. 
And  back  (he  drew  the  (hining  weapon  dry. 
So  when  the  generous  Lion  has  in  fight 
"His  equal  match,  he  louzes  for  the  fight ) 
But  when  his  foe  lies  proftrate  on  the  plain. 
He  (heaths  his  paws,  uncurls  his  angry  mane. 
And,  pleasM  with  bloodlefs  honours  of  the  day. 
Walks  over  and  difdains  th^  inglorious  prey. 
So  James,  if  great  with  lefs  we  may  compare, 
Arrefts  his  roiling  thunder-bolts  in  air ; 
•  And  grants  ungrateful  friends  a  lengthen'd  fpace, 
T"  implore  the  remnants  of  long-fufFcring  grace. 
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This  breathing-time  the  matron  took ;  and  then 
RefumM  the  thread  of  her  difcoiirfe  again. 
Be  vengeance  wholly  left  to  powers  divine^ 
And  let  heaven  judge  betwixt  your  fons  and  mine : 
If  joys  hereafter  muft  be  purchased  here 
With  lofs  of  all  that  mortals  hold  fo  dear. 
Then  welcome  infamy  and  public  fhame, 
And,  laft,  a  long  farewel  to  worldly  fame. 
'Tis  faid  with  eafe>  but,  oh,  how  hardly  try'd 
By  haughty  fouls  to  human  honour  ty'd  ! 
O  (harp  convulfive  pangs  of  agonizing  pride  ! 
Down  then,  thou  rebel,  never  more  to  rife. 
And  what  thou  didft  and  doll  fo  dearly  prize. 
That  fame,  that  darling  fame,  make  that  thy  facrifice. 
'Tis  nothing  thou  haft  given,  then  add  thy  tears 
For  a  long  race  of  unrepenting  years  : 
'Tis  nothing  yet,  yet  all  thou  haft  to  give  : 
Then  add  thofe  may-be  years  thou  haft  to  live : 
Yet  nothing  ftill ;  then  poor,  and  naked  come  : 
Thy  father  will  receive  his  unthrift  home, 
And  thy  bleft  Saviour's  blood  difcharge  the  mighty 
fum. 

Thus  (ftie  purfued)  I  difcipline  a  fon, 
Whofe  uncheckM  fury  to  revenge  would  run  : 
He  champs  the  bit,  impatient  of  his  lofs> 
And  ftarts  afide,  and  flounders  at  the  crofs. 
Inftruft  him  better,  gracious  God  !  to  know. 
As  thine  is  vengeance,  fo  forgivenefs  too ; 
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That,  fufFering  from  ill  tongues,  he  bears  no  more 
Than  what  his  ibveieign  bears,  and  what  his  Saviour 
bore. 

It  now  remains  for  you  to  fchool  your  child. 
And  a(k  why  God's  anointed  he  revil'd  ; 
A  king  and  princefs  dead  I  did  Shimei  worfc  ? 
The  curfer's  punifhment  (hould  fright  the  curfe : 
Your  Ton  was  wam'd,  and  wifely  gave  it  o'er. 
But  he  who  counfePd  him  has  paid  the  fcore : 
The  heavy  milice  could  no  higher  tend. 
But  woe  to  him  on  whom  tlie  weights  defcend  ! 
So  to  permitt.'^d  ills  the  daemon  flies  ; 
His  rage  is  aim*d  at  him  wfio  rules  the  ikies  s 
Conftrain'd  to  quit  his  caufe,  no  fuccour  found. 
The  foe  d;fc!iirges  every  tire  around. 
In  clouds  of  imoke  abandoning  the  f^ght^ 
But  hi^  own  tiurr.ifsrln'^  peals  proclaim  his  flight. 

In  Henry's  cha;,g-  his  charge  as  il!  fucceeds  ;  -* 

To  that  long  fiory  llftlc  anfwer  needs  :  > 

Confront  but  U:r.ry\  wo.\.j  w\t\  Henry's  deeds.       3 
Were  Cpict  :i.I:>w'd,  with  eafe  it  might  be  prov'd, 
Waar  fprinji  h--;  hl-^fT-d  reformation  mov'd. 
Thi  dire  cfficti  appenrM  in  open  fls(ht,  -^ 

Which  from  the  c^^.i'i:  he  caHs  a  diftanf  flfjfif,  > 

And  yet  mo  Lirgsr  i*np  than  from  th«  fun  to  W^^U     J 

Now  let  year  fijr.a  a  rlojbl^  p«an  iVmn^, 
A  ir*aftTe  cf  hTimll-iftr  i^  f.wr.d'^ 

Tl-ar.  :iiu.4  »w  protciiar.r  ^voceflion  '.>ron2hc. 
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The  fam'd  original  through  Spain  is  known^ 
Rodriguez'  work,  my  celebrated  fon, 
Which  yours,  by  ill-tranflating,  made  his  own 
Concealed  its  author,  and  ufurp'd  the  name. 
The  bafcft  and  ignobleft  theft  of  fame. 
My  altars  kindled  firft  that  living  coal ; 
Reftore  or  praftife  better  what  you  ftole  : 
That  virtue  could  this  humble  verfe  infpirey 
'Tis  ail  the  reftitution  I  require. 

Glad  was  the  Panther  that  the  charge  was  closM* 
And  none  of  all  her  favourite  fons  exposed. 
For  laws  of  arms  permit  each  injurM  man. 
To  make  himfelf  a  favcr  where  he  c^n. 
Perhaps  the  plundered  merchant  cannot  tell 
The  names  of  pirates  in  whofe  hands  he  fell ; 
But  at  the  den  of  thieves  he  juftly  flies. 
And  every  Algerine  is  lawful  prize. 
No  private  perlbn  in  the  foe's  eftate 
Can  plead  exemption  from  the  public  fate. 
Yet  chriftian  laws  allow  not  fuch  redrefs  j 
Then  let  the  greater  fuperf(?de  the  lefs. 
But  let  th'  abetters  of  the  Panther's  crime 
Learn  to  make  fairer  wars  another  time. 
Some  characters  may  fure  be  found  to  write 
Among  her  fons  j  for  'tis  no  common  fight, 
A  fpotted  dam,  and  all  her  offspring  white. 

The  Savage,  though  fhe  faw  her  plea  control'd. 
Yet  would  not  wholly  feem  to  quit  her  hold. 
But  ofFer'd  fairly  to  compound  the  ftrife. 
And  judge  converfion  by  the  convert's  life 
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^Tis  true,  flie  faid,  I  think  it  foroewhat  (brangei 

So  few  fhould  follow  piofitable  change : 

For  prefent  joys  are  more  to  flcfli  and  bloody 

Than  a  dull  profpe6l  of  a  diftant  good* 

^Twas  well  alluded  by  a  fon  of  mine, 

(I  hope  to  quote  him  is  not  to  purloin) 

Two  magnets,  heaven  and  earth,  allure  to  blifs ; 

The  larger  loadftone  that»  the  nearer  this  : 

The  weak  attrafUon  of  the  greater  fails  ; 

We  nod  a  while,  but  neighbourhood  prevails  1 

But  when  the  greater  proves  the  nearer  too, 

I  wonder  more  your  converts  come  fo  flow. 

Methinks  in  thofe  who  firm  with  me  remain. 

It  fliows  a  nobler  principle  than  gain. 
Your  inference  would  be  flrong  (the  Hind  reply'd) 

If  yours  were  in  effe£l  the  fufFering  fide  : 

Your  clergy's  fons  their  own  in  peace  poiTefs, 

Nor  are  their  profpe6ls  in  reverfion  lefs. 

My  profclytes  are  ftruck  with  awful  dread  ; 

Your  bloody  comet-laws  bang  blazing  o'er  their  head  5 

The  refpite  they  enjoy  but  only  lent. 

The  beft  thej*  have  to  hope,  protrafteil  punifliment. 

Be  judge  yourfelf  if  intereft  may  prevail. 

Which  motives,  yours  or  mine,  will  turn  the  fcale. 

While  pride  and  pomp  allure,  and  plenteous  eafe, 

That  is,  till  man's  predominant  paflions  ceafe^ 

Admire  no  longer  at  my  flow  increafe. 

By  education  mofl  have  been  mifled  j 
So  they  believe,  becaufc  they  fo  were  bred. 
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The  prieft  corttinues  what  the  nurfe  began. 
And  thus  the  child  impofes  on  the  man. 
The  reft  I  namM  before,  nor  need  i*cpcat : 
But  intereft  is  the  moft  prevailing  cheat ' 
The  fly  feducer  both  of  age  and  youth  5 
They  ftudy  that,  and  tliink  they  ftudy  troth'. 
Wherf  intereft  fortifies  an  argument. 
Weak  reafon  ftrves  to  gain  the  wilPs  aflfent ; 
For  fouls,  already  warpM,  receive  an  eafy  bent. 
Add  long  prefcription  of  eftablifti'd  laws, 
And  pique  of  honour  to  maintain  a  caufe. 
And  (hame  of  change,  aiid  fear  of  future  ill. 
And  zeal,  the  blind  conduf^or  of  the  will  5 
And  chief  among  the  ftill-miftaking  crowd, 
The  fame  of  teachers  obftinate  and  proud. 
And  more  than  all  the  private  judge  allow'd  5 
Difdain  of  fathers  which  the  dance  began, 
And  laft,  uncertain  whofe  the  nan-ower  fpan. 
The  clown  unread,  and  half-read  gentleman. 
To  this  the  Panther,  with  a  fcornful  fmile  : 
Yet  ftill  you  travel  with  unwearied  toil. 
And  range  around  the  realm  without  control. 
Among  my  fons  for  profelytes  to  prowl. 
And  here  and  there  you  fnap  fome  filly  foul. 
You  hinted  fears  of  future  change  in  ftate ; 
Pray  heaven  you  did  not  prophefy  your  fate  ! 
Perhaps,  ydir  think  your  "dtne  of  triumph  near. 
But  may  miftake  the  feafon  of  the  year  ; 
The  Swallow's  fortune  gives  you  caufe  to  fear. 
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For  charity,  replyM  the  Matron,  tell 
What  fad  mifchance  thoie  pretty  birds  befel. 
'  Nay,  no  mifchance,  the  Savage  Dame  reply'd,         "y 
But  want  of  wit  in  their  unerring  guide,  ^ 

And  eager  hafte,  and  gaudy  hopes,  and  giddy  pride.  3 
Yet  wiOiing  timely  warning  may  prevail. 
Make  you  the  moral,  and  I  '11  tell  the  tale. 

The  Swallow,  privileged  above  the  refl; 
Of  all  the  birds,  as  man's  familiar  gueft, 
Purfues  the  fun  in  fummer  briik  and  bold, 
But  wifely  (huns  the  perfecuting  cold  : 
Is  well  to  chancels  and  to  chimnies  known, 
Though  'tis  not  thought  flie  feeds  on  fmoke  alone* 
From  hence  ihe  has  been  held  of  heavenly  line^ 
Endued  with  particles  of  foul  divine. 
This  merry  chorifter  had  long  poOfefs'd 
Her  fummer  feat,  and  feather'd  well  her  neft : 
Till  frowning  Ikies  began  to  change  their  chear. 
And  time  turn'd  up  the  wrong  fide  of  the  year  { 
The  (bedding  trees  begah  the  ground  to  ftrow 
With  yellow  leaves,  and  better  blafts  to  blow. 
Sad  auguries  of  winter  thence  ihe  drew. 
Which  by  inftinft,  or  prophecy,  (he  knew  : 
When  prudence  warn'd  her  to  remove  betimes^ 
And  feek  a  better  heaven,  and  warmer  climes. 

Her  fons  were  fummon'd  on  a  (Iceple's  height^ 
And,  caird  inconmion  council,  vote  a  flight; 
The  day  was  nam'd,  the  next  that  (hould  be  fair  : 
All  to  the  general  rendezvous  repair. 
They  try  their  flutteiing  wings,  and.truft  themfelves 
in  air, 
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But  whether  upward  to  the  moon  they  go, 

Or  dream  the  winter  out  in  caves  below. 

Or  hawk  at  flies  clfewhere,  concerns  us  not  to  know 

Southwards,  you  may  be  fure,  they  bent  their  flight. 
And  harbour'd  in  a  hollow  rock  at  night : 
Next  mom  they  rofe,  and  fet  up  every  fail  j 
The  w^nd  was  fair,  but  blew  a  Mackrel  gale : 
The  fickly  young  fat  fhivering  on  the  ihorc, 
Abhorr'd  falt-water  never  feen  before. 
And  pray'd  their  tender  mothers  to  delay 
The  paflage,  and  expeft  a  fairer  day. 
With  thefe  the  Martin  readily  concurred, 

A  church-begot  and  church-believing  bird  j 

Of  little  body,  but  of  lofty  mind, 

Round-belly'd,  for  a  dignity  defign'd, 

And  much  a  dunce,  as  Martins  are  by  kind. 

Yet  often  quoted  Canon-laws,  and  Code, 

And  fathers  which  he  never  underftood  : 

But  little  learning  needs  in  noble  blood. 

For,  footh  to  fay,  the  Swallow  brought  him  in. 

Her  houfhold  chaplain,  and  her  next  of  kin  : 

In  fuperftition  filly  to  excefs. 

And  cafting  fchemes  by  planetary  guefs  : 

In  fine,  fhort-wine'd,  unfit  himfelf  to  fly. 

His  fear  foretold  foul  weather  in  the  ficy. 
Befides,  a  Raven  from  a  withered  oak, 

Left  of  their  lodging,  was  obfei*v'd  to  croak. 

That  omen  lik'd  him  not":  fo  his  advice 

Was  prefent  fafety,  bought  at  any  price  5 

A  /eeming  pious  care,  that  covered  cowardice. 

To 
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To  ftrengthen  this,  he  told  a  boding  dream. 

Of  rifing  waters,  and  a  troubled  ftream. 

Sure  figns  of  anguifh,  dangers,  and  diftrefs. 

With  fomething  more,  not  lawful  to  exprefs  t 

By  which  he  flily  feenEi'd  to  intimate 

Some  fecrct  revelation  of  their  fate. 

For  he  concluded,  once  upon  a  time. 

He  found  a  leaf  infcrib'd  with  facred  rhyme, 

Whofe  antique  characters  did  well  denote 

The  SibyPs  hand  of  the  Cumaean  grot : 

The  mad  divinerefs  had  plainly  writ, 

A  time  fhould  come,  but  many  ages  yet. 

In  which,  Hnifter  dellinies  ordain, 

A  dame  fhould  drown  with  all  her  featherM  train, 

And  feas  from  thence  be  call'd  the  Chelidonian  main. 

At  this,  fome  ftiook  for  fear,  the  more  devout 

Arofe,  and  blefsM  themfelves  from  head  to  foot, 

'Tis  true,  fome  ftagers  of  the  wifer  fort 
Made  all  thefe  idle  wonderments  their  fport : 
They  faid,  their  only  danger  was  delay. 
And  he,  who  heard  what  every  fool  could  fay. 
Would  never  fix  his  thought,  but  trim  his  time  away. 
The  pafTage  yet  was  good ;  the  wind,  'tis  true. 
Was  foroewhat  high,  but  that  was  nothing  new. 
No  more  than  ufual  equinoxes  blew. 
The  fun,  already  from  the  icales  declined. 
Gave  little  hopes  of  better  days  behind, 
B'lt  change  from  bad  to  worfe  of  weather  and  of  wind. 
Nor  need'  they  fear  the  dampncfs  of  the  fky 
Should  flag  their  wings,  and  hinder  them  to  fly, 
'Twas  only  water  thrcwn  on  fails  to  dry, 
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But,  lead  of  all,  philofophy  prefumes 

Of  truth  in  dreams,  from  melancholy  fumes  s 

Perhnps  the  Martin,  housM  in  holy  ground* 

Might  think  of  ghofts  that  walk  their  midnight  roq 

Till  grofler  atoms  tumbling  in  the  ftream 

Of  fancy,  madly  met,  and  clubbM  into  a  dream  x 

As  litfle  weight  his  vain  prefages  bear. 

Of  ill  cfFe6l  to  fuch  alone  who  fear  : 

Moft  prophecies  aj*e  of  a  piece  with  thefe. 

Each  Noftradamus  can  foretel  with  eafe  : 

Not  naming  perfons  and  confounding  times. 

One  cafual  truth  fupports  a  thoufand  lying  rhymes. 

Th'  advice  was  true ;  but  fear  had  feizM  the  inoft 
And  all  good  counfel  is  on  cowards  loft. 
The  queftion  crudely  put  to  fhun  delay, 
*Twas  carry 'd  by  the  major  part  to  ftay. 

His  point  thus  gainM,  Sir  Martin  dated  thence 
His  power,  and  from  a  prieft  became  a  prince. 
He  ordered  all  things  with  a  bufy  care. 
And  cells  and  refeftories  did  prepare, 
And  large  provifions  laid  of  winter  fare  : 
But  now  and  then  let  fall  a  word  or  two 
Of  hope,  that  heaven  fome  miracle  might  (how. 
And  for  their  fakes  the  fun  Ihould  backward  go ; 
Againft  the  laws  of  nature  upward  climb, 
And,  mounted  on  the  Ram,  renew  the  prime  : 
For  which  two  proofs  in  facred  ftory  lay. 
Of  Ahaz'  dial,  and  of  Joftiua's  ilay. 
In  expeftation  of  fuch  times  as  tlKfe, 
A  chaptl  hous'd  them,  truly  call'd  of  eafe : 
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For  Maitin  much  devotion  did  not  a(k ; 

They  prayM  fometimesy  and  that  was  all  their  taflu 

It  happened, :  as  beyond  the  reach  of  wit 
Blind  prophecies  may  have  a  lucky  hit. 
That  this  accompliih^d,  or  at  leaft  in  part. 
Gave  great  repute  to  their  new  Merlin's  art. 
Some  Swifts,  the  giants  of  the  Swallow  kind, 
Large-limb'd,  ftout>hearted,but  of  ftupid  niind^ 
(For  Swiifcs  or  for  Gibeonites  defign'd,} 
Thef^;  lubbers,  peeping  through  a  broken  pane. 
To  fuck  frefli  air,  fui^veyM  the  neighbouring  plain  5 
And  faw  (but  fcarcely  could  believt  their  eyes) 
New  blofibnis.  flouriih,  and  new  flowers  arife^ 
As  God  had  been  abroad,  and,  walking  there» 
Had  left  his  footdeps,  and  reforraM  the  year  s 
The  funny  hills  from  far  were  fecn  to  glow 
With  glittering  beams,  and  in  the  meads  below 
The  burniHi'd  brooks  appear^  with  liquid  gold  t 

flow. 
At  laft  they  heard  the  foolifh  Cuckow  fijig, 
Whofe  note  proclaim^  the  holy-day  of  fpring* 

No  longer  doubting,  all  pi*epare  to  fly. 
And  repoflcfs  their  patrimonial  fky. 
The  pried  before  them  did  his  wings  difplay  $ 
And,  that  good  omens  might  attend  their  way. 
As  luck  would  have  it,  'twas  St.  Martin's  day. 
Who  but  the  Swallow  triumphs  now  alone  ? 
The  canopy  cf  heaven  is  all  her  own  : 
Her  youthful  offspring  to  their  haunts  repair. 
And  glide  along  in  glades,  and  flcim  in  air, 
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And  dip  for  infers  in  the  purling  fprings, 
And  (loop  on  rivers  to  refrefli  their  wings. 
Their  mothers  think  a  fair  provifion  made. 
That  every  fon  can  live  upon  his  trade  : 
And,  now  the  careful  charge  is  off  their  hands. 
Look  out  for  hufbands,  and  new  nuptial  bands  : 
The  youthful  widow  longs  to  be  fupply*d  3 
But  firft  the  lover  is  by  lawyers  ty'd 
To  fettle  jointui^-chimnies  on  the  bride. 
So  thick  they  couple  in  fo  (hort  a  fpace. 
That  Martin's  marriage-offerings  rife  apace. 
Their  ancient  houfes,  running  to  decay, 
Are  furbifli'd  up  and  cemented  with  clay ; 
They  teem  already ;  (lore  of  eggs  are  laid, 
And  brooding  mothers  call  Lucina's  aid. 
Fame  fpreads  the  news,  and  foreign  fowls  appear 
In  flocks  to  greet  the  new  returning  year, 
To  blefs  the  founder,  and  partake  the  cheer. 

And  now  'twas  time  (fo  fall  their  numbers  rife) 
To  plant  abroad  and  people  colonies. 
The  youth  drawn  forth,  as  Martin  had  defir'd, 
(For  fo  their  cruel  dediny  required) 
Were  fent  far  off  on  an  ill-fated  day  ;  -^ 

The  reft  would  needs  condu6l  them  on  their  way,        f 
And  Martin  went,  becaufe  he  fear'd  alone  to  flay.      ^ 

So  long  they  flew  with  inconfiderate  hafte, 
That  now  their  afternoon  began  to  wnfte  5 
And,  what  was  ominous,  that  very  morn 
The  Sun  was  enter'd  into  Capricorn  5 
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Which,  by  their  bad  aftronomer's  account, 
That  week  the  Virgin  Balance  fliould  remount. 
An  infant  moon  eclips'd  him  in  his  way, 
And  hid  the  fmall  remainders  of  his  day. 
The  crowd,  amazM,  purfucd  no  certain  mark  5 
But  birds  met  birds,  and  juftled  in  the  dark  : 
Few  mind  the  publick  in  a  panic  fright ; 
And  fear  increased  the  horror  of  the  night. 
Night  came,  but  unattended  with  repofe  j 
Alone  (he  came,  no  fleep  their  eyes  to  clofe  : 
Alone,  and  black  fhe  came ;  no  friendly  ftai-s  arofe* 
What  (hould  they  do,  befet  with  dangers  round 
No  neighbouring  dorp,  no  lodging  to  be  found, 
But  bleaky  plains,  and  bare  unhofpitable  ground. 
The  latter  brood,  who  juft  began  to  fly, 
Sick-feather'd,  and  unpraflisM  in  the  (ky. 
For  fuccour  to  their  helplefs  mother  call  5 
She  fpread  her  wings ;  fome  few  beneath  them  crawl 
She  fpread  them  wider  yet,  but  could  not  cover  all. 
T'  augment  their  woes,  the  winds  began  to  move 
Debate  in  air  for  empty  fields  above. 
Till  Boreas  got  the  fkies,  and  pour'd  amain 
His  rattling  hailftones  mixM  with  fnow  and  rain. 

The  joylefs  morning  late  arofe,  and  found 
A  dreadful  defolation  reign  around. 
Some  buryM  in  the  fnow,  fome  frozen  to  the  ground, 
The  reft  were  ftruggling  ftill  with  death,  arid  lay 
The  Crows  and  Ravens  rights,  an  undefended  prey  : 
Excepting  Martin's  race  j  for  they  and  he 
Had  gain'd  the  ihelter  of  a  hollow  tree : 
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But,  foon  difcoverM  by  a  llurdy  clown. 

He  headed  all  the  rabble  of  a  town. 

And  finiih'd  them  witli  bats,  or  poll'd  them  down. 

Martin  himfelf  was  caught  ali\'e,  and  tiy'd 

For  treafonous  crimes,  becaufe  the  laws  provide 

No  Martin  there  in  winter  fhall  abide. 

High  on  an  oak,  which  never  leaf  (hall  bear. 

He  breath'd  his  laft,  exposed  to  open  air  ; 

And  there  his  corpfe  unblefs'd  is  hanging  ftill. 

To  Ihow  the  change  of  winds  with  his  prophetic  bill. 

The  patience  of  the  Hind  did  almoft  fail ; 
For  well  (he  markM  the  malice  of  the  tale : 
Which  ribbald  art  their  church  to  Luther  owes  5 
In  malice  it  began,  by  malice  grows  ; 
He  fowM  the  Serpent's  teeth,  an  iron-harveft  rofc. 
But  moft  in  Martin's  charafter  and  fate, 
She  faw  her  flander'd  fons,  the  Panther's  hate. 
The  people's  rage,  the  perfecuting  ftate  : 
Then  faid,  I  take  th'  advice  in  friendly  part ; 
You  clear  your  confcience,  or  at  leaft  your  heart : 
Perhaps  you  fail'd  in  your  forcfeeing  (kill. 
For  Swallows  are  unlucky  birds  to  kill : 
As  for  my  fons,  the  family  is  blefs'd, 
Whofc  every  child  is  equal  to  the  rell : 
No  church  reformed  can  boaft  a  blamelefs  line  5 
.Such  Martins  build  in  yours,  and  more  than  mine  : 
Or  clfe  an  old  fanatic  author  lies, 
AVho  fummed  their  fcandals  up  by  centuries. 
But  througli  your  parable  I  plainly  fee 
The  bloody  laws,  the  crowd's  baibarity  j 
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The  fun-(hine  that  offends  the  purblind  fight : 
Had  fome  their  wi(hes,  it  would  foon  be  night. 
Mi  (lake  mc  not ;  the  charge  concerns  not  you  : 
Your  fons  are  malecontents,  but  yet  are  true, 
•As  far  2L%  non-refiftance  makes  them  fo^ 
But  that's  a  word  of  neutral  fenfe,  you  know, 
A  pafTive  term,  which  no  relief  will  bring. 
But  trims  betwixt  a  rebel  and  a  king. 

Reft  well  affurM,  the  Pardelis  rcply'd, 
My  fons  would  all  fupport  the  regal  fide. 
Though  heaven  forbid  the  caufe  by  battle  fhould  I 
try'd. 

The  Matron  anfwer'd  with  a  loud  Amen, 
And  thus  purfued  her  argument  again. 
If,   as  you  fay,  ani.1  as  I  hope  no  lefs, 
Your  fons  will  praclife  what  yourfelves  profefs, 
What  angry  power  prevents  ou^  prefent  peace  ? 
The  Lion,  ftudious  of  our  common  good, 
Defires  (and  kings'  defires  are  ill  withftood) 
To  join  our  nations  in  a  lafting  love  j 
The  bars  betwixt  are  eafy  to  remove ; 
For  fanguinary  laws  were  never  made  above. 
If  you  condemn  that  prince  of  tyranny, 
Whofe  mandate  forc'd  your  Gallic  friends  to  fly. 
Make  not  a  worfe  example  of  your  own  j 
Or  ctrafc  to  rail  at  caufelefs  rigour  fliown, 
And  let  the  guililcfs  perfon  throw  the  fton^. 
His  blunted  fword  your  fuffering  brotherhood 
Have  fcldom  felt ;  he  ftops  it  (hort  of  blood  : 
But  you  have  ground  the  pcrfecuting  knife. 
And  fet  it  to  a  razor  edge  on  life. 
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CursM  be  the  wit,  which  cruelty  i-efines, 
Or  to  his  father's  rod  the  fcorpion's  joins  ; 
Your  finger  is  more  grofs  than  the  great  monarch' 

loins. 
But  you,  perhaps,  remove  that  bloody  note,    * 
And  ftick  it  on  the  firft  reformers*  coat. 
Oh  let  their  crime  in  long  oblivion  fleep : 
'Twas  theirs  indeed  to  make,  'tis  yours  to  keep. 
Unjuft,  or  juft,  is  all  the  queftion  now  ; 
'Tis  plain,  that  not  repealing  you  allow. 

To  name  the  Teft,  would  put  you  in  a  rage  5 
You  charge  not  that  on  any  former  age, 
But  fmile  to  think  how  innocent  you  ftand, 
ArmM  by  a  weapon  put  into  your  hand. 
Yet  ftill  remember,  that  you  weild  a  fword 
Forg'd  by  your  foes  againft  your  fovereign  lord  ; 
Defign'd  to  hew  th'  imperial  cedar  down. 
Defraud  fuccefTion,  and  dif-heir  the  crown. 
T'  abhor  the  makers,  and  their  laws  approve. 
Is  to  hate  traitors,  and  the  treafon  love. 
What  means  it  elfe,  which  now  your  children  fay. 
We  made  it  not,  nor  will  we  take  away  ? 

Sitppofe  fome  great  oppreflbr  had,  by  flight 
Of  law,  difl'eis'd  your  brother  of  his  right. 
Your  common  fire  furrendering  a  fright  j 
Would  you  to  that  unrighteous  title  ftsnd. 
Left  by  the  villain's  will  to  heir  the  land  ? 
More  juft  was  Judas,  who  his  Saviour  fold  j 
The  facrilegious  bribe  he  could  not  hold, 
l^or  hang  in  peace,  before  he  rendered  back  the  gold 
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What  more  could  you  have  done,  than  now  you  do. 
Had  Oates  and  Bedloe,  and  their  plot,  been  true  ? 
Some  fpecious  reafons  for  thofe  wrongs  were  found  5 
Their  dire  magicians  threw  their  mifts  around. 
And  wife  men  walk'd  as  on  inchanted  ground. 
But  now,  when  time  has  made  th"*  impofture  plain, 
(Late  though  he  followed  truth,  and  limping  held  her 

train) 
What  new  delufion  charms  your  cheated  eyes  again  ? 
The  painted  harlot  might  a  while  bewitch. 
But  why  the  hag  uncas'd,  and  all  obfcene  with  itch  ? 

The  firft  reformers  were  a  modeft  race  5 
Our  peers  poffefsM  in  peace  their  native  place  5 
And  when  rebellious  arms  o'erturnM  the  ftate. 
They  fufFer'd  only  in  the  comftioi^  fate  : 
But  now  the  fovereign  mounts  the  regal  chair. 
And  mitred  feats  are  full,  yet  David's  bench  is  bare. 
Your  anfwer  is,  they  were  not  difpoffeft : 
They  need  but  rub  their  metal  on  the  teft 
To  provQ  their  ore  :  'twere  well  if  gold  alone 
Were  touchM  and  tryM  on  your  difcerning  ftone  { 
But  that  unfaithful  teft  unfound  will  pafs. 
The  drofs  of  atheifts,  and  feftarian  brafs ; 
As  if  th'  experiment  were  made  to  hold 
For  bafe  produ6lion,  and  rejefl  the  gold. 
Thus  men  ungodded  may  to  places  rife, 
And  fefts  may  be  preferred  without  difguife  : 
No  danger  to  the  church  or  ftate  from  thefe ; 
The  papift  only  has  his  writ  of  eafe. 

No 
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No  gainful  office  gives  him  the  pretence 
To  grind  the  fubjeft,  or  defraud  the  prince. 
Wrong  confcience,  or  no  confcience,  may  deTeire 
To  thrive  ;  but  ours  alone  is  privileged  to  ftarve. 

Still  thank  yourfelves,  you  cry ;  your  noble  race 
We  banifti  not,  but  they  forfake  the  place  j 
Our  doors  are  open  :  true,  but  ere  they  conae. 
You  tofs  your  'cenfing  teft,  and  fume  the  room  | 
As  if  'twere  Toby^  rival  to  expel. 
And  fright  the  fiend  who  could  not  bear  the  fmell. 

To  this  the  Panther  fharply  had  rcply*d ; 
But,  having  gain'd  a  verdift  on  her  (ide. 
She  wifely  gave  the  lofer  leave  to  chide  j 
Well  fatisfy'd  to  have  the  But  and  Peace, 
And  for  the  plaintiff's  caufe  fhe  carM  the  Icfs, 
Becaufe  (he  fued  in  forma  pauperis ; 
Yet  thought  it  decent  fomething  fhould  be  faid  j 
For  fecret  guilt  by  filence  is  betray'd. 
So  neither  granted  all,  nor  much  deny'd, 
But  anfvver'd  with  a  yawning  kind  of  pride* 

Methinks  fuch  terms  of  profer'd  peace  you  bring. 
As  once  ^neas  to  th'  Italian  king : 
By  long  pofreffion  all  the  land  is  mine ; 
You  ftrangers  come  with  your  intruding  line. 
To  (hare  my  fceptre,  which  you  call  to  join. 
You  plead  like  him  an  ancient  pedigree. 
And  claim  a  peaceful  feat  by  fate's  decree. 
In  ready  pomp  your  facrificer  ftands, 
T'  unite  the  Trojan  and  the  Latin  bands. 

And, 
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And,  that  the  league  more  firmly  may  be  ty'd, 

DeAiand  the  fair  Lavinia  for  yotir  bride. 

Thus  plaufibly  you  veil  th'  intertded  wrong. 

But  ftill  you  bring  your  exil'd  gods  along  i 

And  will  endeavour,  in  fucceeding  fpace, 

Thofe  houfhold  puppets  on  our  hearths  to  place. 

Perhaps  fome  baibarous  laws  have  been  preferred  3 

I  fpake  againd  the  teft,  but  was  not  heard  ) 

Thefe  to  refcind,  and  peerage  to  reftore,  ^ 

My  gracious  fovereign  would  my  vote  implore  :  L 

I  owe  iilm  much,  but  owe  my  confciencc  more.  J 

Confcience  is  then  your  plea,  reply'd  the  dame. 
Which  well  infonn*d  will  ever  be  the  fame. 
But  yours  is  much  of  the  camelion  hue. 
To  change  the  die  with  every  diftant  view. 
When  firft  the  Lion  fat  with  awful  fway. 
Your  confcience  taught  your  duty  to  obey  : 
He  might  have  had  your  ftatutes  and  your  teft  5 
No  confcience  but  of  fubjefts  was  profefsM. 
He  found  your  temper,  and  no  farther  try'd. 
But  on  that  broken  reed  your  church  rcly*d. 
In  vain  the  fe6ls  effay'd  their  utmoft'art. 
With  oflfierM  treafrtre  to  efpoufe  their  part ; 
Their  treafures  were  a  briborfoo  mean  to  roovc  his  { 

heart. 

But  when  by  long  experience  you  had  jmx>vM, 
How  far  he  could  forgive,  how  well  he  Jov*d  j 
A  goodnefs  that  excelled  his  godlike  race, 
And  only  fhort  of  heaven's  unbounded  grace  j 
A  flood  of  mercy  that  o'erflowM  our  ifle,  ' 

Calm  in  the  rife,  and  fruitful  as  the  Nile-^ 
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Forgetting  whence  your  Egypt  was  fupply'd, . 
You  thought  your  fovereign  bound  to  fend  the  tide  s 
Nor  upward  lookM  on  that  immortal  fpring. 
But  vainly  decmM,  he  durft  not  be  a  king  : 
Then  Confcience,  unreftrainM  by  fear,  began 
To  ftretch  her  limits,  and  extend  the  fpan  j 
Did  bis  indulgence  as  her  gift  difpofe. 
And  make  a  wife  alliance  with  her  foes. 
Can  Confcience  own  th^  aflbciating  name. 
And  raife  no  blufhcs  to  conceal  her  fhame  ? 
For  fure  (he  has  been  thought  a  bafhful  dame. 
But  if  the  caufe  by  battle  Ihould  be  try'd, 
You  grant  (he  muft  cfpoufe  the  regal  fide  : 
O  Proteus  confcience,  never  to  be  ty*d  I 
What  Phoebus  from  the  Tripod  fliall  difdofe. 
Which  are,  in  laft  refort,  your  friends  or  foes  ? 
Homer,  who  learnM  the  language  of  the  iky. 
The  feeming  Gordian  knot  would  foon  unty  ; 
Immortal  powers  the  term  of  Confcience  know. 
But  Intereft  is  her  name  with  men  below. 

Confcience  or  Intereft  be't,  or  botli  in  one, 
(The  Panther  anfwer'd  in  a  furly  tone) 
The  fir  ft  commands  me  to  maintain  the  crown. 
The  laft  forbids  to  throw  my  barriers  down, 
pur  penal  laws  no  fons  of  yours  admit, 
Our  teft  excludes  your  tribe  from  benefit. 
Thefe  are  my  banks  your  ocean  to  withftand, 
Which  proudly  rifing  overlooks  the  land  ; 
And  once  let  in,  with  unrefifted  fway. 
Would  fweep  the  paftors  and  their  flocks  «'\way. 
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Think  not  my  judgment  leads  me  to  pomply 
With  .laws  unjuft,  but  hard  neceiRty  : 
Imperious  need,  which  cannot  be  withftood^ 
Makes  ill  authentic,  for  a  greater  good. 
PoiTefs  your  foul  with  patience,  and  attend  t 
A  more  aufpicious  planet  may  afcend  j 
Good  foftune  may  prefent  fome  happier  timCf 
With  means  to  cancel  my  unwilling  crime } 
(Unwilling,  witnefs  all  ye  powers  above) 
To  mend  my  errors,  and  redeem  your  love  i 
That  little  fpace  you  fafely  may  allow  ) 
Your  all^ifpenfmg  power  prote6^s  you  now. 

Hold>  faid  the  Hind,  *tis  needlefs  to  explain  { 
You  would  poftpone  me  to  another  reign ; 
Till  when  you  are  content  to  be  unjuft  t 
Your  pait  is  to  poffefs,  and  mine  to  ti>i(^. 
A  fair  exchange  proposed  of  future  chance. 
For  prefent  profit  and  inheritance. 
Few  words  will  ferve  to  finifli  our  difpute ; 
Who  will  not  now  repeal,  would  perfecute. 
To  ripen  green  revenge,  your  hopes  attend, 
Wifhing  that  happier  planet  would  afcend. 
For  (hame,  let  Confcicnce  be  your  plea  no  more 
To  will  hereafter,  proves  (he  might  before  t 
But  fhe  's  a  bawd  to  gain,  and  holds  the  door. 

Your  care  about  your  banks  infers  a  fear 
Of  threatening  floods  and  inundations  near  | 
If  fo,  a  juft  reprife  would  only  be 
Of  what  the  land  ufurp'd  upon  the  fea  j 
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And  all  your  jealoufies  but  ferve  to  fhow. 

Your  ground  is,  like  your  neighbour-nation,  low. 

T'  intrench  in  what  you  grant  unrighteous  laws. 

Is  to  diftruft  the  juftice  of  your  caufe  j 

And  argues  that  the  true  religion  lies 

In  thofe  weak  adverfaries  ypu  defpife. 

Tyrannic  force  is  that  which  leaft  you  fear  j 
The  ihund  is  frightful  in  a  chriftian^s  ear : 
Avert  it,  heaven  !  ncr  let  that  plague  be  (bnt 
To  us  from  the  difpeopled  continent. 

But  piety  commands  me  to  refrain  5 
Thofe  prayers  are  needlefs  in  this  monarches  reign. 
Behold !  how  he  protefts  your  friends  opprefs^d. 
Receives  the  banifliM,  fuccours  the  diftrefs^d  : 
Behold,  for  you  may  read  an  honeft  open  breaft. 
He  ftands  in  day-light,  and  difdains  to  hide 
An  aft,  to  which  by  honour  he  is  ty'd, 
A  generous,  laudable,  and  kingly  pride. 
Your  Teft  he  would  repeal,  his  peers  reftore  j 
TKis  when  he  fays  he  means,  he  means  no  more. 

Well,  faid  the  Panther,  I  believe  him  juft. 
And  yet— 

And  yet,  'tis  but  becaufe  you  muft  ; 
You  would  be  trufted,  but  you  would  not  truft. 
The  Hind  thus  briefly  ;  and  difdainM  t'  inlarge 
On  power  of  kings,  and  their  fuperlor  charge. 
As  heaven's  truftees  before  the  people's  choice : 
Though  fure  the  Panther  did  not  much  rejoice 
To  hear  thofe  echos  given  of  her  once-loyal  voice. 

5  The 
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The  Matron  woo'd  her  kindncfs  to  the  laft» 
But  could  not  win  j  her  hour  of  grace  was  paft. 
AVhom,  thus  perlilling,  when  (he  could  not  bring 
To  leave  the  Wolf,  and  to  believe  her  king» 
Sbc  gave  her  up,  and  fairly  wiih'd  her  joy 
Of  her  late  treaty  with  her  new  ally  : 
Which  well  flie  hop'd  would  more  ruccefsfulprovey 
Than  was  the  Pigeon*s  and  the  Buzzard's  love. 
The  Panther  aflt'd,  what  concord  there  could  bt 
Betwixt  two  kinds  whofe  natures  difagree  ? 
The  Dame  rcply'd :  *Tis  fung  in  every  ftrcet> 
The  common  chat  of  goifips  when  they  meet  t 
But,  fince  unheard  by  you,  'tis  worth  your  while 
To  take  a  wholfome  tale,  though  told  in  homely  ftyle. 

A  plain  good  man,  whofe  name  is  underftood, 
(So  few  defei-ve  the  name  of  plain  and  good) 
Of  three  fair  lineal  lordfhips  ftood  poflefs'd. 
And  livM,  as  reafon  was,  upon  the  beft. 
InurM  to  hardlhips  from  his  early  youth, 
Much  had  he  done,  and  fufferM  for  his  truth  : 
At  land  and  Tea,  in  many  a  doubtful  fight. 
Was  never  known  a  more  adventurous  knight. 
Who  oftner  drew  his  fword,  and  always  for  the  r 

As  fortune  would  (his  fortune  came,  though  late) 
He  took  pofleflion  of  his  juft  eftate  : 
Nor  rack'd  his  tenants  with  increafe  of  rent ; 
Nor  livM  too  fparing,  nor  too  largely  fpent; 
But  overlooked  his  Hinds ;  their  pay  was  juft. 
And  ready,  for  he  fcom'd  to  go  on  trull  j 
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Slow  to  refolve,  but  in  performance  quick  5 
So  true,  that  he  was  aukward  at  a  trick. 
For  little  Amis  on  little  fliifts  rely. 
And  cowards  arts  of  mean  expedients  try ; 
The  noble  mind  will  dare  do  any  thing  but  lyc. 
Falfe  friends,  his  deadliel^  foes,  could  find  no  way 
But  (hows  of  honeft  bluntncfs,  to  betray  : 
That  unfufpefted  plainnefs  he  belicvM  ; 
He  lookM  into  himfeif,  and  was  deceivM. 
Some  lucky  planet  fure  attends  his  birth. 
Or  heaven  would  make  a  miracle  on  earth  ; 
For  profperous  honefty  is  feldom  feen 
To  bear  fo  dead  a  weight,  and  yet  to  win. 
It  Ipoks  as  fate  with  nature's  law  would  ftrive. 
To  (hew  plain-dealing  once  an  age  may  thrive : 
And,  when  fo  tough  a  frame  (he  could  not  bend. 
Exceeded  her  commi(&on  to  befriend. 

This  grateful  man,  as  heaven  increased  his  ftore, 
Gave  God  again,  and  daily  fed  his  poor. 
His  houfe  with  all  convenience  was  jnirveyM  ; 
The  reft  he  found,  but  raisM  the  fabric  where  he  pray'd  j 
And  in  that  facred  place  his  beauteous  wife 
Employed  her  happieft  hours  of  holy  life. 

Nor  did  their  alms  extend  to  thofe  alone. 
Whom  common  faith  more  ftriftly  made  their  own  j 
A  fort  of  Doves  were  housed  too  near  their  hall. 
Who  crofs  the  proverb,  and  abound  with  gall. 
Though  fome,  'tis  true,  are  paffively  inclin'd. 
The  greater  pait  degenerate  from  their  kind ; 
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Voracious  birds  that  hotly  bill  and  breed, 
And  largely  drink,  becaufc  on  fait  they  feed. 
Small  gain  from  them  their  bounteous  owner  draws  ; 
yet,  bound  by  promife,  he  fupports  their  caufe. 
As  corporations  privileged  by  laws. 

That  houfe  which  haibour  to  their  kind  affords. 
Was  built,  long  fince,  God  knows,  for  better  birds  5 
But  fluttering  there  they  neftle  near  the  throne. 
And  lodge  in  habitations  not  their  own. 
By  their  high  crops  and  corny  gizzards  known. 
Like  Harpies  they  could  fcent  a  plenteous  board. 
Then  to  be  fure  they  never  faiPd  their  lord  : 
The  reft  was  form,  and  bare  attendance  paid  $ 
They  drunk,  and  eat,  and  grudgingly  obey'd. 
The  more  they  fed,  they  raven'd  ftill  for  more ; 
They  di-ain'd  from  Dan,  and  left  Beeriheba  poor. 
All  this  they  had  by  law,  and  none  repin'd  j 
The  preference  was  but  due  to  Levi's  kind  : 
But  when  forae  lay-preferment  fell  by  chance. 
The  Gourmands  made  it  their  inheritance. 
When  once  poflcft'd,  they  never  quit  their  claim  i 
For  then  'tis  fanftify'd  to  heaven^s  high  name ; 
And  hallow'd  thus,  they  cannot  give  confent. 
The  gift  (hould  be  prophan'd  by  worldly  management. 

Their  flefti  was  never  to  the  table  ferv'd  5 
Though  'tis  not  thence  inferred  the  birds  were  ftarvM  % 
But  that  their  matter  did  not  like  the  food, 
As  rank,  and  breeding  melancholy  blood. 
Nor  did  it  with  his  gracious  natui^  fuit, 
Ev'n  though  they  .were  not  doves,  to  perfecute: 
G  J 
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Yet  he  refusM  (nor  could  they  take  offence) 

Their  glutton  kind  (hould  teach  him  abftinencc. 

Nor  confecrated  grain  their  wheat  he  thought, 

Which  new  from  treading  in  their  bills  they  brought! 

But  left  his  Hinds  each  in  his  private  power, 

That  thofe  who  like  the  bran  might  leave  the  flour. 

He  for  himfelf,  and  not  for  others,  chofe, 

Nor  would  he  be  imposM  on,  nor  impofe  ; 

But  in  their  faces  his  devotion  paid,  n 

And  facrifice  with  folemn  rites  was  made,  > 

And  facred  incenfe  on  his  altars  laid.  -^ 

Befides  thefe  jolly  birds,  whofe  corpfe  impure 

Repaid  their  commons  with  their  falt-manure  j 

Another  farm  he  had  behind  his  houfe. 

Not  overftock'd,  but  barely  for  his  ufe  : 

Wherein  his  poor  domeftic  poultry  fed, 

And  from  his  pious  hands  received  their  bread. 

Our  pampcr'd  Pigeons,  with  malignant  eyes. 

Beheld  thefe  inmates,  and  their  nurferies  : 

Though  hard  their  fare,  at  evening,  and  at  morn, 

A  cruife  of  water  and  an  ear  of  corn  ; 

Yet  (till  they  grudg'd  that  n.odlcum,  and  thought 

A  fheaf  in  every  fmgle  grain  was  brought. 

Fain  would  they  filch  that  little  food  away. 

While  unreftrainM  thofe  happy  gluttons  prey. 

And  much  they  grievM  to  fee  fo  nir;h  their  hall. 

The  bird  that  warnM  St.  Peter  of  his  fall  : 

That  he  fliould  raife  his  mitred  crell  on  high, 

And  clap  his  wings,  and  call  his  family 
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To  facred  rites  ;  and  vex  th'  etherial  powers 

With  midnight  mattins  at  uncivil  hours  : 

Nay  more»  his  quiet  neighbours  fhould  moleft, 

Juft  in  the  fweetnefs  of  their  morning  reft, 

Beaft  of  a  bird,  fupinely  when  he  might 

Lie  fnug  and  fleep,  to  rife  before  the  light ! 

What  if  his  dull  forefathers  us'd  that  cry, 

Gould  he  not  let  a  bad  example  die  ? 

The  world  was  fallen  into  an  eafier  way  5 

This  age  knew  better  than  to  faft  and  pray. 

Good  fenfe  in  facred  worlhip  would  appear 

^o  to  begin,  as  they  might  end  the  year. 

Such  feats  in  former  times  had  wrought  the  falls 

Of  crowing  Chanticleers  in  cioyfter'd  walls. 

Expel rd  foe  this,  and  for  their  lands,  they  fled  j 

And  fifte^:  Partlet  with  her  hooded  head 

Was  hooted  hence,  becaufe  fhe  would  not  pray  a-bed. 

The  way  to  win  the  reftiff  world  to  God, 

Was  to  lay  by  the  difciplining  rod. 

Unnatural  fafts,  and  foreign  forms  of  prayer  i 

Religion  frights  us  with  a  mien  fevcrc. 

'Tis  prudence  to  reform  her  into  cafe. 

And  put  her  in  undrefs  to  make  her  pleafe  i 

A  lively  faith  will  bear  aloft  the  mind. 

And  leave  the  luggage  of  good  works  behind. 

Such  doftrines  in  the  pigeon-houfc  were  taught  1 
You  need  not  aflc  how  wondroufly  they  wrought ; 
But  fure  the  common  cry  was  all  for  thefe, 
Whofe  life  and  precepts  both  encouraged  eafe» 

G  4  Yet 
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Yet  fearing  thofe  alluring  baits  might  fail. 

And  holy  deeds  o'er  all  their  arts  prevail  $ 

For  vice,  though  frontlefs,  and  of  hardened  face. 

Is  daunted  at  the  fight  of  awful  grace. 

An  hideous  figure  of  their  foes  they  drew. 

Nor  lines,  nor  looks,  nor  (hades,  nor  colours  tmt  | 

And  this  grotefquc  defign  expos'd  to  public  view. 

One  would  have  thought  it  fome  Egyptian  piece. 

With  garden-gods,  and  barking  deities. 

More  thick  than  Ptolemy  has  ftuck  the  (kies. 

All  fo  pervcrfe  a  draught,  fjo  far  unlike. 

It  was  no  libel  where  it  meant  to  ftrike. 

Yet  ftill  the  daubing  pleas'd,  and  great  and  fmall 

To  view  the  monfter  crowded  Pigeon -hall. 

There  Chanticleer  was  drawn  upon  his  knees 

Adorning  flirines,  and  ftocks  of  fainted  trees  5 

And  by  him, .  a  mif-ftiapen,  ugly  race  j 

The  curfe  of  God  was  feen  on  every  face  ; 

No  Holland  emblem  could  that  malice  mend. 

But  ftill  the  worfe  the  look,  the  fitter  for  a  fiend. 

The  mafter  of  the  farm,  difpleas'd  to  find 
So  much  of  rancour  in  fo  miLl  a  kind. 
Enquired  into  the  caufe,  and  came  td  krtow. 
The  paffive  church  had  ftruck  the  foremoft  blow ; 
With  groundlcfs  fears  and  jealoufics  poffeft. 
As  if  this  troublefome  intiiiding  gueft 
Would  drive  the  birds  of  Venus  from  their  neft. 
A  d?ed  his  inborn  equity  abhorr'd; 
But  intereft  will  not  truft,  though  God  fliould  pli§ 
bis  word. 

Ala 
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A  law,  the  fource  of  many  future  harmsy 

Had  bani(hM  all  the  poultry  from  the  farms  ; 

With  lofs  of  life,  if  any  (hould  be  found 

To  craw  or  peck  on  this  forbidden  ground* 

That  bloody  ftatute  chiefly  was  defign^d 

For  Chanticleer  the  white,  of  clergy  kind ;    ^ 

But  after-malice  did  not  long  forget 

The  lay  that  wore  the  robe  and  coronet. 

For  them,  for  their  inferiors  and  allies. 

Their  foes  a  deadly  Shibboleth  devife : 

By  which  unrighteoufly  it  was  decreed. 

That  none  to  truft  or  profit  (hould  fucceed. 

Who  would  not  fwallow  firft  a  poifonous  wicked 

weed  : 
Or  that,  to  which  old  Socrates  was  cursM, 
Or  henbane  Juice  to  fwell  them  till  they  burft. 

The  patron  (as  in  reafon)  thought  it  hard 
To  fee  this  inquifition  in  his  yard, 
By  which  th«  fovereign  was  of  fubjc^ls'  ufe  debarrM. 
All  gentle  means  he  try'd,  which  might  withdraw 
Th'effefts  of  fo  unnatural  a  law  : 
But  dill  the  dove-houfe  obftinat^y  ftood 
Deaf  to  their  ov^,  and  to  their  neighbours  good  j 
And  which  was  worfe,  if  any  worfe  could  be. 
Repented  of  their  boafted  loyalty  : 
Now  made  the  champions  of  a  cruel  caufe. 
And  drunk  with  fumes  of  popular  applaufe ; 
For  thofe  whom  God  to  ruin  has  defign'd. 
He  fits  for  fate,  and  firft  deftroys  their  mind. 

New 
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New  doubts  indeed  they  daily  ftrove  to  raiie^ 
Suggefted  dangers,  inteq)os'd  delays  i 
And  emiflTary  Pigeons  had  in  ftore. 
Such  as  the  Meccan  prophet  usM  of  yore, 
To  whifper  counfels  in  their  patron's  ear; 
And  veird  their  falfe  advice  with  zealous  fear. 
The  mailer  fmil'd,  to  fee  them  work  in  vain. 
To  wear  him  out,  and  make  an  idle  reign  : 
He  faw,  but  fuffefd  their  protraftive  arts. 
And  ftrove  by  mildnefs  to  reduce  their  hearts  : 
But  they  abus'd  that  grace  to  make  allies, 
And  fondly  closM  with  former  enemies ; 
For  fools  are  doubly  fools,  endeavouring  to  be  wife, 

After  a  grave  confult  what  courfe  were  beft. 
One,  more  mature  in  folly* than  the  reft. 
Stood  up,  and  told  them  with  his  head  adde. 
That  defperate  cures  muft  be  to  defperate  ills  applyM : 
And  tlierefore,  fmce  their  main  impending  fear 
Was  from  th'  increafmg  race  of  Chanticleer, 
Some  potent  bird  of  prey  they  ought  to  find, 
A  foe  profefsM  to  him,  and  all  his  kind : 
Some  haggard  Hawk,  who  had  her  eyry  nigh, 
Well  pounc\l  to  fatten,  and  well  wing'd  to  fly : 
One  they  might  truft,   their  common  wrongs  to  v/reak; 
The  Mufquet  and  the  Coyftrel  were  too  weak. 
Too  fierce  the  Falcon  j  but,  above  the  reft, 
The  noble  Buzzard  ever  pleasM  me  beft  j 
Of  fmall  renown,  'tis  true  j  for,  not  to  lye. 
We  call  him  but  a  H.iwk  by  courtefy. 
I  know  he  hates  the  Plgeon-houfe  and  Farm, 
And  more,  in  tim  e  of  war,  has  done  us  harm  : 

But 
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But  all  Jiis  hate  on  trivial  points  depends : 
Give  up  our  forms,  and  vre  fhall  foon  be  friends. 
For  Pigeons  flefli  he  feems  not  much  to  care  ; 
Cramm'd  chickens  are  a  more  delicious  fare. 
On  this  high  potentate,  without  delay, 
I  wifh  you  would  confer  the  fovereign  fway  1 
Petition  him  t'  accept  the  government. 
And  let  a  fplendid  embafly  be  fent. 

This  pithy  fpeech  prevailed ;  and  all  agreed, 
Old  enmities  forgot,  the  Buzzard  fhould  fucceed. 

Their  welcome  fuit  was  granted  foon  as  heard, 
His  lodgings  furnifh'd,  and  a  train  preparM, 
With  B's  upon  their  breaft,  appointed  for  his  guard. 
He  came,  and,  crownM  with  great  folemnity, 
God  fave  king  Buzzard  !  was  the  general  cry, 

A  portly  prince,  and  goodiy  to  the  iight. 
He  feem'd  a  fon  of  Anach  for  his  height : 
Like  thofe  whom  ftatui-e  did  to  crowns  prefer: 
Black-browM,  and  bluff,  like  Homer's  Jupiter  : 
Broad-back'd,  and  brawny-built  for  love"'s  delight  j 
A  prophet  form'd  to  make  a  female  profelyte. 
A  theologue  more  by  need  than  genial  bent  5 
By  breeding  fliarp,  by  nature  confident. 
Intereft  in  all  his  actions  was  difcernM  5 
More  learnM  than  honeft,  more  a  wit  than  leamM  : 
Or  forcM  by  fear,  or  by  his  profit  led, 
Or  both  conjoin'd,  his  native  clime  he  fled: 
But  brought  the  virtues  of  his  heaven  along  5 
A  fair  behaviour,  and  a  fluent  tongue. 

And 
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And  yet  with  all  his  arts  he  could  not  thrive  ; 

The  moft  unlucky  parafite  alive. 

Loud  praifes  to  prepare  his  paths  he  fent. 

And  then  himfelf  purfued  his  con^pliment  j 

But,  by  reverfe  of  fortune  chasM  away. 

His  gifts  no  longer  than  their  author  ftay : 

He  (hakes  the  duft  againft  th^  ungrateful  race. 

And  leaves  the  ftench  of  ordures  in  the  place. 

Oft  has  he  fiatter'd  and  blafphem'd  the  fame; 

For  in  his  rage  he  fpares  no  fovereign'^s  name  : 

The  hero  and  the  tyrant  change  their  ftylc 

By  the  fame  meafure  that  they  frown  or  fmile. 

When  well  received  by  hofpi  table  foes, 

The  kindnefs  he  returns,  is  to  expofe  : 

For  courtefies,  though  undeferv'd  and  great. 

No  gratitude  in  felon-minds  beget ; 

As  tribute  to  his  wit,  the  churl  receives  the  treat. 

His  praife  of  foes  is  venomoufly  nice  ; 

So  touched,  it  turns  a  virtue  to  a  vice  : 

<*  A  Greek,  and  bountiful,  forewarns  us  twice.'* 

Seven  facraments  he  wifely  does  difown, 

Becaufe  he  knows  confeflion  ftands  for  one  ; 

Where  fms  to  facred  filence  are  conveyM, 

And  not  for  fear,  or  love,  to  be  betray'd  : 

But  he,  uncaird,  his  patron  to  control, 

DivulgM  the  fecret  whifpers  of  his  foul  5 

Stood  forth  th'  accufing  Satan  of  his  crimes, 

And  offered  to  the  Moloch  of  the  times. 

Prompt  to  affail,  and  carelefs  of  defence, 

Jjivulnerable  in  his  impudence, 
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He  dares  the  world  ;  and  eager  of  a  name. 
He  thrufts  about,  and  juftles  into  fame. 
Frontlefs,  and  fatire-proof,  he  fcowers  the  ftrects. 
And  runs  an  Indian-muck  at  all  he  meets. 
So  fond  of  loud  report,  that  not  to  mifs 
Of  being  known  (his  laft  and  utmoft  blifs) 
He  rather  would  be  known  for  what  he  is. 

Such  was,  and  is,  the  Captain  of  the  Teft,' 
Though  half  his  virtues  are  not  here  exprefsM  $ 
The  modefty  of  fame  conceals  the  reft. 
The  fpleenful  Pigeons  never  could  create 
A  prince  more  proper  to  revenge  their  hate  | 
Indeed,  more  proper  to  revenge,  tiian  fave. 
A  king,  whom  in  his  wrath  th*  Almighty  gave  s 
For  all  the  grace  the  landlord  had  allowed, 
B«t  made  the  Buzzard  and  the  Pigeons  proud  ; 
Gave  time  to  fix  their  friends,  and  to  feduce  the  | 

crowd. 
They  long  their  fellow-fubjefts  to  inthral. 
Their  patron *s  promife  into  queftion  call. 
And  vainly  think  he  meant  to  make  them  lords  of  all. 

Falfe  fears  their  leaders  faiPd  not  to  fuggeft. 
As  if -the  Doves  were  to  be  difpoflefs'd ; 
Nor  fighs,  nor  groans,  nor  gogling  eyes,  did  want  i 
For  now  the  Pigeons  too  had  learn'd  to  cant. 
The  houfe  of  prayer  is  ftock'd  with  large  incretfej 
Nor  doors  nor  windows  can  contain  the  prefs  s 
For  birds  of  every  feather  fill  th'  abode  ; 
Ev'n  atheifts  out  of  envy  own  a  God  : 
And  reeking  from  the  (lews  adulterers  come, 
Like  Goths  and  Vandals  to  demolilh  Rome* 
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That  Confcience,  which  to  all  their  crimes  was  mute. 

Now  calls  aloud,  and  cries  to  perfecute  : 

No  rigor  of  the  laws  to  be  released, 

And  much  the  lefs,  becaufe  it  was  their  Lord's  requeft  * 

They  thought  it  great  their  fovereign  to  controul. 

And  nam'd  their  pride,  nobility  of  foul. 

'Tis  true,  the  Pigeons,  and  their  prince  cleft. 
Were  fhort  of  power,  their  purpofe  to  effeft  : 
But  with  their  quills  did  all  the  hurt  they  could. 
And  cufF'd  the  tender  Chickens  from  their  food  ; 
And  much  the  Buzzard  in  their  caufe  did  ftir,     ^^ 
Though  naming  not  the  patron,  to  infer 
With  all  refpeft,  he  was  a  grofs  idolater. 

But  when  th'  imperial  owner  did  efpy, 
That  thus  they  tum'd  his  grace  to  villany. 
Not  fufFering  wrath  to  difcompofe  his  mind. 
He  ftrove  a  temper  for  th*  extremes  to  find. 
So  to  be  juft,  as  he  might  ftill  be  kind  j 
Then,  all  maturely  weighed,  pronounced  a  doom 
Of  facred  ftrength  for  every  age  to  come. 
By  this  the  doves  their  wealth  and  ilate  po/Tefs, 
No  rights  infringed,  but  licence  to  opprefs  : 
Such  power  have  they  as  fa61:ious  lawyers  long 
To  crowns  afcrib'd,  that  kings  can  do  no  wrong. 
But  fince  his  own  domeftic  birds  have  tryM 
The  dire  effefts  of  their  deftruflive  pride. 
He  deems  that  proof  a  meafure  to  the  reft. 
Concluding  well  within  his  kingly  breaft. 
His  fowls  of  nature  too  unjuftly  were  oppreft. 

He 
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He  therefore  makes  all  birds  of  every  feft 

Free  of  his  farm,  with  promife  to  refpeft 

Their  feveral  kinds  alike,  and  equally  prote£^. 

His  gracious  edift  the  fame  franchife  yields  -^ 

To  all  the  wild  increafe  of  woods  and  fields,  > 

And  who  in  rocks  aloof,  and  who  in  fteeples  builds  :  ^ 

To  Crows  tlie  like  impartial  grace  affords, 

And  Choughs  and  Daws,  and  fuch  republic  birds : 

Secur'd  with  ample  privilege  to  feed. 

Each  has  his  diftri6l,  and  his  bounds  decreed  s 

Combined  in  common  intereft  with  his  own. 

But  not  to  pafs  the  Pigeons  Rubicon. 

Here  ends  the  reign  of  his  pretended  Dove  5 
All  prophecies  accomplifh'd  from  above. 
For  Shiloh  comes  the  fceptre  to  remove. 
ReducM  from  her  imperial  high  abode. 
Like  Dionyfius  to  a  private  rod. 
The  paflive  church,  that  with  pretended  grace 
Did  her  diftin^tive  mark  in  duty  place, 
Now  touched,  reviles  her  Maker  to  his  face. 

What  after  happened  is  not  hard  to  guefs  :  -^ 

The  fmall  beginnings  had  a  large  increafe,  > 

And  arts  and  wealth  fucceed,  the  fecret  fpoils  of  peace.  3 
*Tis  faid,  the  Doves  repented,  though  too  late. 
Become  the  fmiths  of  their  own  foolifh  fate : 
Nor  did  their  owner  haften  their  ill  hour  j 
But,  funk  in  credit,  they  decreas'd  in  power : 
Like  fnows  in  warmth  that  mildly  pafs  away, 
DiiTolving  in  the  filencc  of  decay. 

The 
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The  Buzzard,  hot  content  with  equa]^  placCf 
Invites  the  fcather'd  Nimrods  of  his  race  j 
To  hide  the  thinnefs  of  their  flock  from  fight. 
And  all  together  make  a  feeming  goodly  flight  t 
But  each  have  feparate  intcreflis  of  their  own  i 
Tv(^o  Czars  are  one  too  many  for  a  throne. 
Nor  can  th'  ufurper  long  abflain  from  food  { 
Already  he  has  tailed  Pigeons  blood  : 
And  may  be  tempted  to  his  former  fare> 
When  this  indulgent  lord  (hall  late  to  heaven  repair. 
Bare  benting  times,  and  moulting  months  may  come» 
When,  lagging  late,  they  cannot  reach  their  home  3 
Or  rent  in  fchifm  (for  Co  their  fate  decrees) 
Like  the  tumultuous  college  of  the  bees, 
They  fight  their  quarrel,  by  themfelves  oppreft ; 
The  tyrant  fmiles  below,  and  waits  the  falling  fcaft. 

Thus  did  the  gentle  Hind  her  fable  end. 
Nor  would  the  Panther  blame  it,  nor  commend  ; 
But,  with  afFeftcd  yawnings  at  tlie  clofe, 
Seem'd  to  require  her  natural  repofe  : 
For  now  the  ftreaky  light  began  to  peep ; 
And  fetting  flars  admonidrd  both  to  fleep. 
The  dame  withdrew,  and,  wifliing  to  her  gueft 
The  peace  of  heaven,  betook  herfelf  to  refl:. 
Ten  thoufand  angels  on  her  flumbers  wait. 
With  glorious  vifions  of  her  future  ftate. 
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BRITANNIA   REDIVIVA: 

A   POEM   on  the   PRINCE,  born  on  thq 
Tenth  of  June,  1688. 

/^U  R  vows  are  heard  betimes,  and  heaven  takes  care 
^^  To  grant,  before  we  can  concl;ude  the  prayer  ; 
Preventing  angels  met  it  half  the  ^y, 
And  Tent  us  back  to  praife,  who  came  to  pray» 

Juft  on  the  day,  when  the  high-mounted  fun 
pid  farthefl:  in  its  northern  progrefs  run. 
He  bended  forward,  and  ev^n  (IretchM  the  fphere 
Beyond  the  limits  of  the  lengthened  year. 
To  view  a  brighter  fun  in  Britain  bom  5 
That  was  the  bufmefs  of  his  longed  morn  j 
The  glorious  objc6l  feen,  'twas  time  to  turn. 

Departing  Spring  could  only  ftay  to  flied 
Her  gloomy  bcauticj  on  the  genial  bed, 
But  left  the  manly  fummer  in  her  ftead^ 
With  timely  fruit  the  longing  land  to  chear^ 
And  to  fulfil  the  promife  of  the  year. 
Betwixt  two  feafons  comes  th'  aufpicious  heiry 
This  age  to  blofTom,  and  the  next  to  bear. 

Laft  folemn  fabbath  faw  the  Church  attend, 
The  Paraclete  in  fiery  pomp  defcend  5 
^ut  when  his  wondrous  o6lave  roUM  again,  • 
He  brought  a  royal  infant  in  his  train. 
So  great  a  blefiing  to  fo  good  a  king, 
{»Jone  but  th'  Eternal  Comforter  could  bring. 

Vol.  n.  H  Ov 


1 


9f  D  RYD  EN'S    FOE  MS^ 

Or  did  the  mighty  Trinity  confpirey 
As  oBce  in  council  to  create  our  (ire  ? 
It  Teems  as  if  they  fent  thenew-bom  gueft 
To  wait  on  the  preccflion  of  their  feaft  $ 
And  on  their  facred  anniverfe  decreed 
To  damp  their  image  on  the  promisM  (eed.   % 
Three  realms  uniiied»  and  on  one  bcftow*d» 
An  emblem  of  their  rayilk  union  AowM  s 
The  mighty  trine  the  triple  empire  fliar^d : 
As  every  perfon  would  bare  one  to  gumd. 

Hail,  Son  of  prayers !  by  holy  violence 
Drawn  down  from  heaven ;  b«t  long  be  bamiftiM  ttoic^ 
And  late  to  thy  paternal  ikies  retire  t 
To  mend  our  crimety  whole  ages  wouM  reqwre  j 
To  change  th'  inveterate  habit  of  our  fin^ 
And  finifh  what  thy  godlike  iire  begins. 
Kind  heaven,  to  make  us  Englifhmen  again^ 
No  lefs  can  g^ve  us  than  a  patriarch's  reign. 

The  iacred  cradle  to  your  charge  receive. 
Ye  leraphs,  and  by  turns  the  guard  relieve  i 
Thy  father's  angel,  and  thy  father  join. 
To  keep  poiTeilion,  and  fecure  the  line ; 
But  long  defer  the  honours  of  thy  fate : 
Great  may  they  be  like  his,  like  his  be  late  i 
That  James  his  running  century  may  view, 
And  give  this  Son  an  aufpice  to  the  new. 

Our  wants  exa£l  at  lead  that  moderate  ftay  t 
For  fee  the  dragon  winged  on  his  way. 
To  watch  the  travail;  and  devour  the  prey. 
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Behold  another  Sylvefter,  to  blefs 
The  facred  llandard,  and  fecure  ruccefs  ; 
Large  of  his  trcalures,  of  a  foul  fo  great. 
As  fills  and  crowds  his  univerfal  feat. 
Now  view  at  home  a  fecond  Conftantine 
(The  former  too  was  of  the  Britifh  line); 
Has  not  his  healing  balm  your  breaches  closed, 
Whofe  exile  many  fought,  and  few  opposM  ? 
O,  did  not  heaven  by  its  eternal  doom 
Permit  thofe  evils,  that  this  good  might  come  ? 
So  manifeft,  that  ev'n  the  moon-ey'd  fefts 
See  whom  and  what  this  Providence  protects. 
Methinks,  had  we  within  our  minds  no  more 
Than  that  one  (hipwreck  on  the  fatal  ore. 
That  only  thought  may  make  us  think  again. 
What  wonders  God  i-eferves  for  fuch  a  reign. 
To  dream  that  chance  his  prefervation  wrought. 
Were  to  think  Noah  was  prefervM  for  nought  5 
Qr  the  furviving  eight  were  not  defignM 
To  people  earth,  and  to  reftore  their  kind. 

When  humbly  on  the  royal  babe  we  gaze. 
The  manly  lines  of  a  majeftic  face 
Give  awful  joy  :  'tis  paradife  to  look 
On  the  fair  frontifpiece  of  Nature's  book  : 
If  the  firft  opening  page  fo  charms  the  fight. 
Think  how  th' unfolded  volume  will  delight! 
See  how  the  venerable  infant  lies 
In  early  pomp  ;  how  through  the  mother's  eyes 
The  father's  fuul,  with  an  undaunted  view, 
f.ocks  out,  and  takes  oui*  homage  as  his  due. 
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See  on  his  future  fubjefls  how  he  finiles, 
Nor  meanly  flatters,  nor  with  craft  beguiles } 
But  with  an  open  face,  as  on  his  throne, 
AfTiires  our  birthrights,  and  aflumes  his  own  i 
Bern  in  broad  day-light,  that  th*  ungrateful  rout 
May  find  no  room  for  a  remaining  doubt ; 
Ti-uth,  which  itfelf  is  light,  does  darknefs  (hun. 
And  the  true  eaglet  fafely  dares  the  fun. 

Fain  would  the  fiends  have  made  a  dubious  birthy 
Loth  to  confefs  the  Godhead  cloath'd  in  earth  t 
But  ficken'd  after  all  their  baflBled  lies, 
To  find  an  heir  apparent  in  the  fkies : 
Abandoned  to  defpair,  ftill  may  they  grudge, 
And,  owning  not  the  Saviour,  prove  the  judge. 

Not  great  ^neas  ftood  in  plainer  day, 
When  the  dark  mantling  mift  diflblv'd  away, 
He  to  the  Tyrians  (hcw'd  his  fudden  face. 
Shining  with  all  his  goddefs  mother *8  grace  ; 
For  fhe  herfclf  had  made  his  countenance  bright,     ■ 
BreathM  honour  on  his  eyes,  and  her  own  purple  light. 

If  our  vi£lorious  Edward,  as  they  fay, 
Gave  Wales  a  prince  on  that  propitious  day. 
Why  may  not  years  revolving  with  hit  fate 
Produce  his  like,  but  with  a  longer  date  f 
One,  who  may  carry  to  a  didant  ftiore 
The  terror  that  his  fam*d  forefather  bore. 
But  why  fhould  James  or  his  young  hero  (lay 
For  flight  prefagcs  of  a  name  or  day  ? 
We  need  no  Edward^s  fortune  to  adorn 
Ihat  happy  moment  when  our  piincc  was  bom 
H  J 
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Our  punce  adorns  this  day,  and  ages  hence 
Shall  wiih  his  birth-day  for  fome  future  prince. 

Great  Michael,  prince  of  all  th'  stfaerial  hofts* 
And  whatever  inborn  faints  our  Britain  boafts  j 
And  thou,  th^  adopted  patron  of  our  ifle. 
With  cheaiful  afpefls  on  this  infant  fmile  : 
The  pledge  of  heaven,  which,  dropping  from  above. 
Secures  our  blifs,  and  i-econciles  his  love. 

Enough  of  ills  our  dire  rebellion  wrought. 
When  to  the  dregs  we  drank  the  bitter  draught  j 
Then  airy  atoms-did  in  plagues  confpire. 
Nor  did  th*"  avenging  angel  yet  retire. 
But  purg'd  our  ftill-increafing  crimes  with  fire. 
Then  perjurM  plots,  the  (till  impending  teft, 
And  worfe — but  chai'ity  conceals  the  reft : 
Here  ftop  the  current  of  the  fanguinc  flood  ; 
Require  not,  gracious  God,  thy  martyrs'  blood  5 
But  let  their  dying  pangs,  their  living  toil. 
Spread  a  rich  harveft  through  their  native  foil  j 
A  harveft  ripening  for  another  reign, 
Of  which  this  royal  babe  may  reap  the  grain. 

Enough  of  ep.rly  faints  one  womb  has  given  ; 
Enougli  increased  the  family  of  heaven  : 
Let  them  for  his,  and  our  atonement  go  j 
And,  reigning  bleft  above,  leave  him  to  nilc  below, 

Enougli  already  has  the  year  forelliow'd 
His  wonted  courfe,  the  ft-a  has  overflowed, 
The  meads  were  floated  with  a  weeping  fpring. 
And  frightened  birds  in  woods  forgot  to  fing : 

The 
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The  ftron^-lirnbM  fteed  beneath  his  harnefs  faints» 
And  the  fame  fliiveriog  fweat  his  lord  attaints. 
When  will  the  minifter  of  wrath  give  o*er  ? 
Behold  him  at  Araunah*s  threiking-floor : 
He  ftops,  and  feems  to  iheath  his  flaming  brand, 
Pleas'^d  with  bv4mit  incenfe  from  oar  David^s  hand. 
David  has  bought  the  Jebufite'^s  abode. 
And  rais'd  an  altar  to  the  living  Qod. 

Heaven,  to  reward  him,  makes  his  joys  fincere ; 
No  future  ills  ivor  accidents  appear 
To  fully  and  pollute  the  facfed  infanf  s  year. 
Five  months  to  dilcord  and  debate  were  given  c 
He  fanclifies  the  yet  remaiiring  fevcn. 
Sabbath  of  months  1  henceforth  in  hkn  be  blei^ 
And  prelude  to  the  realms  perpetual  refti 

Let  his  baptifmai  drops  for  us  atone  ; 
Luftrations  for  offences  not  his  own. 
Let  Confcience,  which  U  intereft  ill  difguis*d. 
In  the  fame  font  be  cleansed,  and  all  the  land  baptized. 

Un-namM  as  yet }  at  leaft  unknown  to  fame : 
Is  there  a  ftrtfe  in  heaven  about  his  name  $ 
Where  every  famous  predeceflbr  vies. 
And  makes  a  faflion  for  it  in  the  flues  ? 
Or  muft  it  be  refeiVd  to  thought  alone  f 
Such  was  the  facred  Tetragrammaton. 
Things  worthy  fllence  mufl:  not  be  revealM  : 
Thus  the  true  name  of  Rome  was  kept  concealM, 
To  fliun  the  fpells  and  forceries  of  thofe, 
Who  durd  her  infant  majefty  oppore%  - 

H  4  Bat 
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But  when  l.i?  tender  ftrength  in  time  (hall  rife 

To  cLrc  ill  tongues,  and  fafciiiating  e)'es  ; 

This  ide,  which  hides  the  little  thunderer*8  fame^ 

Shall  be  too  narrow  to  contain  his  name : 

Th'  artillery  of  heaven  fhall  make  him  known ; 

Crete  could  not  hold  the  God,  when'  Jove  was  grown* 

As  Jove's  increafe,  who  from  his  brain  was  bom, 
Wiioni  arms  and  arts  did  equally  adorn, 
Free  of  the  bread;  was  bred,  whofe  milky  tafte 
Minerva's  name  to  Venus  had  debased  j 
80  this  imperial  babe  reje£ls  the  food 
That  mixes  monarch's  with  plebeian  blood  1 
Food  that  liis  inborn  courage  might  controul. 
Extinguish  all  the  father  in  his  foul. 
And  for  his  Eftian  race,  and  Saxon  ilrain. 
Might  reproduce  fome  fecond  Richard's  reign. 
Mildncfs  he  (hares  from  both  his  parents'  blood : 
But  kings  too  tame  are  defpicably  good  ; 
Be  this  the  mixture  of  this  regal  child. 
By  nature  manly,  but  by  virtue  mild. 

Thus  far  the  furious  tranfport  of  the  news 
Had  to  prophetic  madnefs  fir'd  the  Mufe  5 
Madncfs  ungovernable,  uninfpir'd. 
Swift  to  foretel  whatever  (he  defir'd. 
Was  it  for  me  the  dark  abyfs  to  tread, 
And  read  the  book  which  angels  cannot  read  ? 
How  was  I  punifliM  when  the  fudden  blaft. 
The  face  of  heaven,  and  our  young  Sun  o'ercaft  ! 
Fame,  the  fwift  ill,  increafmg  as  fhe  roll'd, 
PJfvaic,  dcfpair,  and  death,  at  tlirec  reprifes  told  : 

At 
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At  three  infulting  ftridcs  ihe  ftalk'd  the  town, 
And,  like  contagion,  ftruck  the  loyal  down. 
Down  fell  the  winnow'd  wheat ;  but,  mounted  high. 
The  whirlwind  bore  the  chaiF,  and  hid  the  flcy. 
Here  black  rebellion  (hooting  from  below 
(As  earth's  gigantic  brood  by  moments  grow) 
And  here  the  ions  of  God  are  petrified  with  woe  1 
An  apoplex  of  grief !  Co  low  were  driven 
The  faints,  as  hardly  to  defend  their  heaven. 

As,  when  pent  vapours  run  their  hollow  round. 
Earthquakes,  which  are  convulfions  of  the  ground. 
Break  bellowing  forth j  and  no  confinement  brook, 
Till  the  third  fettles  what  the  former  (hook  5 
Such  heavings  had  our  fouls  ;  till,  (low  and  late. 
Our  life  with  his  returned,  and  faith  prevailed  on  fate. 
By  prayers  the  mighty  blefling  was  implor'd. 
To  prayers  was  granted,  and  by  prayers  reftorM, 

So,  ere  the  Shunamite  a  fon  conceived, 
The  prophet  promised,  and  the  wife  believ'd, 
A  fun  was  fent,  the  fon  fo  much  defuM  ; 
But  foon  upon  the  mother's  knees  expir'd. 
The  troubled  fecr  approachM  the  mournful  door. 
Ran,  pray'd,  and  fent  his  paftoral  i^aff  before. 
Then  (Iretch'd  his  limbs  upon  the  child,  and  mourn'd. 
Till  warmth,  and  breath,  and  a  new  foul,  return'^. 

Thus  mercy  llretches  out  her  hand,  and  faves 
Dcfponding  Peter  fmking  in  the  waves. 

As  when  a  fudden  ftorm  of  hail  and  rain 
Beats  to  the  ground  the  yet  unbearded  grain. 

Think 


io6  DRYDEN'S    POEMS. 

Think  not  the  hopes  of  hanrrft  are  deflroj'd 
On  the  flat  field,  and  on  the  naked  void  ; 
The  light,  unloaded  ftem,  from  tempeft  freed» 
Will  raife  the  youthful  honours  of  his  head  j 
And  foon  reftor'd  by  native  vigour,  bear 
The  timely  produd  of  the  bounteous  year. 

Nor  yet  conclude  all  fiery  trials  pad  : 
For  heaven  will  exercife  us  to  the  Uft ; 
Sometimes  will  check  us  in  our  fiill  career. 
With  doubtful  blefTings,  and  with  mingled  fear  ; 
That^  flill  depending  on  his  daily  grace. 
His  every  mercy  for  an  alms  may  pafs. 
With  fparing  hands  wiil  diet  us  to  good  : 
Preventing  furfeits  of  our  pampered  blood. 
So  feeds  the  mother  bird  her  craving  young 
With  little  morfels,  and  delays  them  long. 

True,  this  laft  blefHng  was  a  royal  feaft  ; 
But  where 's  the  wedding-garment  on  the  guefl  ? 
Our  manners,  as  religion  were  a  dream, 
Are  fuch  as  teach  the  nations  to  blafpheme. 
In  lufts  we  wallow,  and  with  pride  we  fwell. 
And  injuries  with  injuries  repel ; 
Prompt  to  revenge,  not  daring  to  forgive. 
Our  lives  unteach  the  doi^rine  we  believe. 
Thus  Ifrael  fmn'd,  impenitcntly  hard. 
And  vainly  thought  the  prcfent  ark  their  g^uard  5 
But  when  the  haughty  Philiftines  appear, 
They  fled,  ahandon'd  to  their  foes  and  fear  } 
Their  God  was  abfent,  though  liis  ark  was  there. 

Ah! 
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All !  left  our  crimes  ihould  fnatch  this  pledge  away. 

And  make  our  joys  the  bleifiogs  of  a  day  f 

For  we  have  finn'd  him  hence ;  and  that  he  livet, 

God  to  his  promife,  not  our  praAice  gives. 

Our  crimes  would  foon  weigh  down  the  guilty  fcale^ 

But  James  and  Mary,  and  the  church,  prevail. 

Nor  Amalck  can  rout  the  chofen  bands, 

While  Hur  and  Aaron  hold  up  Mofcs'  hands. 

By  living  well,  let  us  fecure  his  days, 
Moderate  in  hopes,  and  humble  in  our  ways. 
No  forcfe  the  free-born  fpirit  can  conftrain. 
But  charity,  and  great  examples  gain. 
Forgivenefs  is  our  thanks  for  fuch  a  day. 
*Tis  god-like  God  in  his  own  coin  to  pay. 

But  you,  propitious  queen,  tranilated  here, 
From  your  mild  heaven,  to  rule  our  rugged  fphere^ 
Beyond  the  luniiy  walks,  and  circling  year: 
You,  who  your  native  climate  have  bereft 
Of  all  the  virtues,  and  the  vices  left  ; 
Whom  piety  and  beauty  make  their  boaft. 
Though  beautiful  is  well  in  pious  loft ; 
So  loft  as  ftar-light  is  diftblvM  away, 
And  melt^.  into  the  brightnefs  of  the  day  j 
Or  gold  about  the  royal  diadem. 
Loft  to  improve  the  luftre  of  the  gem. 
What  can  we  add  to  your  triumphant  day  ? 
Let  the  great  gift  the  beauteous  jriver  pay. 
For  fliould  our  thanks  awake  the  rifing  fun. 
And  lengthen,  as  his  lateft  fhadows  run. 
That,  though  the  longeft  day,  would  foon,  too  foon  ' 
be  done. 
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Let  angels  voices  with  their  harps  confpirc, 
But  keep  th*  aufpicious  infant  from  the  choir  ; 
Late  let  him  fmg  above,  and  let  us  know 
No  fweeter  mufic  than  his  cries  below. 

Nor  can  I  wifh  to  you,  great  monarch,  more 
Than  fuch  an  annual  income  to  your  ftore  ; 
The  day  which  gave  this  unit,  did  not  (hine 
For  a  lefs  omen,  than  to  fill  the  trine. 
After  a  prince,  an  admiral  beget ; 
The  Royal  Sovereign  wants  an  anchor  yet. 
Our  ifle  has  younger  titles  ftill  in  ftore,  ^ 

And  when  th'  exhaufted  land  can  yield  no  more.        > 
Your  line  can  force  them  from  a  foreign  fliore.  J 

The  name  of  great  your  martial  mind  will  fuit  j 
But  jufticc  is  your  darling  attiibute: 
Of  all  the  Greeks,  'twas  but  one  hero's  due. 
And,  in  him,  Plutarch  prophefyM  of  you. 
A  prince's  favours  but  on  few  can  fall. 
But  juftice  is  a  virtue  fliar'd  by  all. 

Some  kings  the  name  of  conquerors  have  aflfum'd. 
Some  to  be  great,  fomc  to  be  gods  prefum'd  ; 
But  boundlefs  power,  and  arbitrary  luft. 
Made  tyrants  ftill  abhor  the  name  of  juft  ; 
They  fhunn'd  the  praife  this  godlike  virtue  gives. 
And  fear'd  a  title  that  reproached  their  lives. 

The  power,  from  which  all  kings  derive  their  ftate. 
Whom  they  pretend,  at  leaft,  to  imitate. 
Is  equal  both  to  punifli  and  reward ; 
For  few  would  love  tlicir  God,  unlefs  they  fearM. 

Refiftlefs 
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Refiftlefs  force  and  imniortality 
Make  but  a  lame,  imperfeft,  deity  : 
Tcmpefts  have  force  unbounded  to  deftroy, 
And  deathlefs  being  even  the  jlamnM  enjoy  ; 
And  yet  heaven's  attributes,  both  laft  and  firft. 
One  without  life,  and  one  with  life  accurft : 
But  juftice  is  heaven's  felf,  fo  ftri6lly  he. 
That  could  it  fail,  the  Godhead  could  not  be. 
This  virtue  is  your  own  ;  but  life  and  ftate 
Are  one  to  fortune  fubje6b,  one  to  fate  : 
Equal  to  all,  you  juftly  frown  or  finile  j 
Nor  hopes  nor  fears  your  fteady  hand  beguile ; 
Yourfelf  our  balance  hold,  the  world 's  our  ifle. 

MAC-FLECKNOE. 
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ALL  human  things  are  fubjeft  to  decay, 
•^        And  when  fate  fummons,  monarchs  rauft  obey. 
This  Flecknoe  found,  who,  like  Auguftus,   young 
Was  caird  to  errpirc,  and  had  govern'd  long  : 
In  profe  and  verfc,  was  ownM,  without  difpute. 
Through  all  the  realms  of  Nonfeufc,  abfolute. 
This  aged  prince,  now  flourilhing  in  peace. 
And  bleft  with  iffiie  of  a  large  incrcafe  j 
Worn  out  with  bufmefs,  did  at  length  debate 
To  fettle  the  fucccflion  of  the  ftate  :  . 
And,  pondering,  which  of  all  his  fons  was  fit 
To  reign,  and  wage  immortal  war  with  wit, 
Crv\i,  'TisrefolvM;  for  nature  pleads,  that  he 
Should  only  rule,  who  moft  rcfembles  me. 

5  Shadwell 


ltd  DRYDEN'S    POEMS. 

Shadvvell  alone  my  perfeft  image  bear*. 

Mature  in  dulncfs  from  his  tender  years  s 

Shadwell  alone,  of  all  my  fons,  is  he. 

Who  (lands  confirmed  in  full  (tupidity. 

The  reft  to  fome  faint  meaning  make  pi-etence. 

But  Shadwell  never  deviates  into  ienie. 

Some  beams  of  wit  on  other  fouls  may  fall. 

Strike  through,  and  make  a  lucid  interval ; 

But  Shadweirs  genuine  night  admits  no  ray. 

His  rifing  fogs  prevail  upon  the  day. 

Befides,  his  goodly  fabric  fills  the  eye, 

And  feems  defignM  for  thoughtlefs  majefty  : 

Thoughtlefs  as  monarch  oaks,  that  fhade  the  plain^ 

And  fpread  in  folemn  ftate  fupinely  reign. 

Hey  wood  and  Shirley  were  but  types  of  thee. 

Thou  laft  great  prophet  of  tautology ! 

Ev'n  I,  a  dunce  of  more  renown  than  they. 

Was  fenl'before  but  to  prepare  thy  way  ; 

And,  coarfely  clad  in  Norwich  drugget,  came 

To  teach  the  nations  in  thy  greater  name. 

My  warbling  lute,  the  lute  I  whilom  ftrung. 

When  to  king  John  of  Portugal  I  fung. 

Was  but  the  prelude  to  that  glorious  day. 

When  thou  on  filvcr  Thames  didft  cut  thy  way. 

With  well-tim'd  oars  before  the  ro5ral  barge, 

S weird  with  the  pride  of  thy  celeftial  charge  ; 

And,  big  with  hymn,  commander  of  an  hoft. 

The  like  was  ne'er  in  Epfom  blankets  toft. 

Methinks  I  fee  the  new  Arion  fail. 

The  lute  ftill  trembling  underneath  thy  nail. 
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At  thy  well-fharpen'd  thumb  from  fliore  to  fliore 
The  trebles  fqueak  for  fear,  the  bafcs  roar : 
Echoes  from  Pifling- Alley  Shadwell  call. 
And  Shadwell  they  rcfotind  from  Afton-HalK 
About  thy  boat  the  little  fifhcs  throng, 
As  at  the  morning  toafl  that  floats  along. 
Sometimes,  as  prince  of  thy  harmonious  band. 
Thou  weild'ft  thy  papers  in  thy  threfhing  hand. 
St.  Andre's  feet  ne'er  kept  more  equal  time. 
Not  ev'n  the  feet  of  thy  own  Pfyche's  rhyme  : 
Though  they  in  number  as  in  fenfe  excel  5 
So  juft,  fo  like  tautology,  they  fell. 
That,  pale  with  envy.  Singleton  forfwore 
The  lute  and  fword,  which  he  in  triumph  bore. 
And  vow'd  he  ne'er  would  aft  "^^lleriu8  more. 

Here  ftopt  the  good  old  fire,  and  wept  for  joy. 
In  filent  raptures  of  the  hopeful  boy. 
All  arguments,  but  mod  his  plays,  perfuade,. 
That  for  anointed  dulnefs  he  was  made. 

Clofe  to  the  walls  which  fair  Augufta  bindy 
'  (The  fair  Augufta  much  to  fears  inclined) 
An  ancient  fabric  rais'd  t'  inform  the  fight, 
Thei-e  ftood  of  yore,  and  Barbican  it  hight : 
A  watch-tower  once  5  but  now,   fo  fate  ordains,, 
Of  all  the  pile  an  empty  name  remains : 
From  its  old  ruins  brothel-houfes  rile. 
Scenes  of  lewd  loves,  and  of  polluted  joys. 
Where  their  vaft  courts  the  roother-ftrumpets  keep, 
And,  undiftuib'd  by  watch,  in  filence  fleep. 

5  Neair 
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Near  thefe  a  nurfery  erecls  its  head. 
Where  queens  are  formed,  and  future  heroes  bred  j 
Where  unfledg'd  aftors  learn  to  laugh  and  cry. 
Where  infant  punks  their  tender  voices  try. 
And  little  Maximins  the  gods  defy. 
Great  Fletcher  never  treads  in  buflcins  here. 
Nor  greater  Jonfon  dares  in  focks  appear  j 
But  gentle  Simkin  juft  reception  finds 
Amidft  this  monument  of  vanifhM  minds  : 
Pure  clinches  the  fuburbian  Mufe  affords. 
And  Panton  waging  harmlefs  war  with  words. 
Here  Flecknoe,  as  a  place  to  fame  well  known, 
Ambitioufly  defign'd  his  Shadwell's  throne. 
For  ancient  Decker  prophefyM  long  fince. 
That  in  this  pile  fhould  reign  a  mighty  prince. 
Born  for  a  fcourge  of  wit,  and  flail  of  fenfe. 
To  whom  true  dulnefs  (hould  Ibmc  Pfyches  owe. 
But  worlds  of  mifcrs  from  his  pen  fliould  flow : 
Humorifts  and  hypocrites  It  fliould  produce, 
Whole  Raymond  families,  and  tribes  oi  Uruce. 
Now  emprefs  fame  had  publifli'd  the  renown 
Of  ShadwelTs  coronation  through  the  town. 
Rouz\l  by  report  of  fame,  the  nations  meet, 
From  near  Bunhill,  and  diflant  Watling-ftreet. 
No  Perfian  carpets  fpread  th'  imperial  way. 
But  fcattcr\l  limbs  of  mangled  poets  lay  : 
From  dufty  fliops  negleftcd  authors  come. 
Martyrs  of  pits,  and  reliques  of  the  bum. 
Much  Hcywood,  Shirley,  Ogleby,  there  lay. 
But  loads  of  Shadwcll  alraoft  chokM  the  way. 

Bllk'd 
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BiIkM  ftationers  for  yeomen  ftood  preparM^ 

And  Herrlngman  was  captain  of  the  guard. 

The  hoary  prince  in  majefty  appear^, 

High  on  a  throne  of  his  own  labours  reared* 

At  his  right  hand  our  yoting  Afcanius  fate, 

Romans  other  hope,  and  pillar  of  the  flate. 

His  brows  thick  fogs,  inftead  of  glories,  grace^ 

And  lambent  dulnefs  playM  around  his  face. 

As  Hannibal  did  to  the  altars  come^ 

Swore  by  his  fire,  a  mortal  foe  to  Rome ; 

So  Shadwell  fwore,  nor  fhould  his  vow  be  vaiit^ 

That  he  till  death  true  dulnefs  would  maintain  | 

And,  in  his  father's  right,  and  realm's  defence. 

Ne'er  to  have  peace  with  wit,  nor  truce  with  fenfe. 

The  king  himfelf  the  facred  unftion  made^ 

As  king  by  office,  and  as  prieft  by  trade. 

In  his  finifter  hand,  inftead  of  ball. 

He  plac'd  a  mighty  mug  of  potent  ale  j 

Love's  kingdom  to  his  right  he  did  convey, 

At  once  his  fceptre,  and  his  rule  of  fway ; 

Whofe  righteous  lore  the  prince  had  pra6lisM  young, 

And  from  whofe  loins  recorded  Pfyche  fprung. 

His  temples,  laft,  with  poppies  were  o'erfpread. 

That  nodding  fcem'd  to  confecratc  his  head. 

Juft  at  the  point  of  time,  if  fame  not  lye. 

On  his  left  hand  twelve  reverend  owls  did  fly. 

So  Romulus,  'tis  fung,  by  Tyber's  brook, 

Prefage  of  fway  from  twice  fix  vultures  took. 

Th'  admiring  throng  loud  acclamations  make, 

And  omens  of  his  future  empire  take. 
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The  fire  then  fliook  the  honours  of  his  head. 
And  from  his  brows  damps  of  oblivion  (hed 
Full  on  the  filial  dulnefs  :  long  he  Hood, 
Repelling  from  his  breaft  the  raging  God  ; 
.  At  length  burft  out  in  tliis  prophetic  mood. 

Heavens  blefs  my  Ton  !  from  Ireland  let  him  reign 
To  far  Barbadoes  on  the  weftern  main  j 
Of  his  dominion  may  no  end  be  known, 
And  greater  than  his  father''s  be  his  throne  $ 
Beyond  Lovers  kingdom  let  him  ftretch  his  pen  !--« 
He  pausM,  and  all  the  people  cryM  Amen. 
Then  thus  continued  he  :  My  fon,  advance 
Still  in  new  impudence,  new  ignorance. 
Succefs  let  others  teach,  learn  thou  from  me 
Pangs  without  birth,  and  fruitlefs  induftry. 
Let  virtuofos  in  five  years  be  writ ; 
Yet  not  one  thought  accufe  thy  toil  of  wit. 
Let  gentle  George  in  triumph  tread  the  ftage. 
Make  Dorimant  betray,  and  Lovelt  rage  ; 
Let  Cully,  Cockwood,  Fopling,  charm  the  pit. 
And  in  their  folly  ihew  the  writer's  wit. 
Yet  ftill  thy  fools  fhall  ftand  in  thy  defence, 
And  juftify  their  author's  want  of  fenfe. 
Let  them  be  all  by  thy  own  model  made 
Of  dulnefs,  and  defire  no  foreign  aid ; 
That  they  to  future  ages  may  be  known,  . 
Not  copies  drawn,  but  iflTue  of  thy  own. 
Nay,  let  thy  men  of  wit  too  be  the  fame. 
All  full  of  thee,  and  differing  but  in  name. 

But 
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But  let  no  alien  Sedley  interpofe. 

To  lard  with  wit  thy  hungry  Epfom  profc. 

And  when  falfe  flowers  of  rhetoric  thoawonldft  cull, 

Truft  nature,  do  not  hbour  to  be  dull ; 

But  write  thy  bcft,  and  top  ;  and,  in  each  line. 

Sir  Formars  oratory  will  be  thine : 

Sir  Formal,  though  unfought,  attends  thy  quill, 

And  does  thy  northern  dedications  fill. 

Nor  let  falfe  friends  feduce  thy  mind  to  fame. 

By  arrogating  Jonfon's  hoftile  name. 

Let  father  Flecknoe  fire  thy  mind  with  praife. 

And  uncle  Ogleby  thy  envy  raifc. 

Thou  art  my  blood,  where  Jonfon  has  no  part : 

What  (hare  have  we  in  nature  or  in  art  ? 

Where  did  his  wit  on  learning  fix  a  brand. 

And  rail  at  arts  he  did  not  undcrftand  ? 

Where  madfe  he  love  in  prince  Nicander*s  vein. 

Or  fwcpt  the  duft  in  Pfyche's  humble  ftrain  ? 

Where  fbid  he  bargains,  whip-ftitch,  kifs  my  arfe. 

Promised  a  play,  and  dwindled  to  a  farce  ? 

When  did  hfs  Mufe  from  Fletcher  fcencs  purloin. 

As  thou  whole  Etherege  doit  transfufe  to  thine  f 

But  fo  transfusM,  as  oil  and  waters  flow. 

His  always  floats  above,  thine  finks  below. 

This  is  thy  province,  this  <hy  Wohdr6us  way. 

New  humours  to  invent  for  each  new  play  t 

This  is  that  boafled  bias  of  thy  mind. 

By  which,  one  way,  to  dulnefs  *tis  inclined  s 

Which  makes  thy  writings  lean  on  one  fide  ftill. 

And,  in  all  changes,  that  /ray  bend%  l\\^  WvVi. 

i»  ^*« 
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Nor  let  thy  mountain-belly  make  pretence 

Of  likenefs  ;  thine 's  a  tympany  of  fenfe. 

A  tun  of  man  in  thy  large  bulk  is  writ» 

But  fure  thou  *rt  but  a  kilderkin  of  wit. 

Like  mine,  thy  gentle  numbers  feebly  creep ; 

Thy  tragic  Mufe  gives  fmiles,  thy  comic  fieep. 

With  whatever  gall  thou  fett'ft  thyfelf  to  write. 

Thy  inoffenfive  fatires  never  bite. 

In  thy  felonious  heart  though  venom  lies. 

It  does  but  touch  thy  Irifh  pen,  and  dies. 

Thy  genius  calls  thee  not  to  purchafe  fame 

In  keen  Iambics,  but  mild  Anagram. 

Leave  writing  plays,  and  choofe  for  thy  command. 

Some  peaceful  province  in  Acroftic  land. 

There  thou  mayft  wings  difplay  and  altars  raife. 

And  torture  one  poor  word  ten  thoufand  ways. 

Or  if  thou  wouldfl  thy  different  talents  fuit. 

Set  thy  own  fongs,  and  flng  them  to  thy  lute. 

He  faid  i  but  his  lafl  words  were  fcarcely  heard  : 
For  Bruce  and  Longvii  had  a  trap  prepared. 
And  down  they  fent  the  yet  declaiming  bard. 
Sinking  he  left  his  drugget  robe  behind, 
Borne  upwards  by  a  fubterranean  wind. 
The  mantle  fell  to  the  young  prophet's  part, 
With  double  portion  of  his  father's  art. 
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EPISTLES. 

EPISTLE    THE    FIRST. 

To  my  honoured  Friend  Sir  Robert  Howard, 
on  his  excellent  Pobms. 

A  S  there  is  miific  iminformM  by  art 
■^^  In  thofe  wild  notes,  which  with  a  merry  heart 
The  birds  in  nnfrequented  fliades  exprcfs. 
Who,  better  taught  at  home,  yet  pleafe  us  lefs  s 
So  in  your  verfe  a  native  fweetnefs  dwells. 
Which  (hames  compofure,  and  its  art  excels. 
Singing  no  more  can  your  foft  numbers  grace. 
Than  paint  adds  chaitns  unto  a  beauteous  face. 
Yet  aS|  when  mighty  rivers  gently  creep. 
Their  even  calmnefs  does  fuppofe  them  deep  | 
Such  is  your  Mufe:  no  metaphor  fwelPd  high 
With  dangerous  boldnefs  lifts  her  to  the  fky : 
Thofe  mounting  fancies,  when  they  fall  again. 
Shew  fand  and  dirt  at  bottom  do  remain. 
So  firm  a  ftrength,  and  yet  withal  fo  fweet. 
Did  never  but  in  Samfon's  riddle  meet. 
"•Tis  ftrange  each  line  fo  great  a  weight  fhould  bear. 
And  yet  no  fign  of  toil,  no  fweat  appear. 
Either  your  art  hides  art,  as  ftoics  feign 
Then  leaft  to  feel,  when  moft  they  fuffer  pain  j 
And  we,  dull  fouls,  admire,  but  cannot  fee 
What  hidden  fprings  within  the  engine  be  \ 
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Or  *ti$  fome  happinefs  that  ftill  purfues 

Each  a£k  and  motion  of  your  graceful  Mufe. 

Or  is  it  fortune's  work,  that  in  your  head 

The  curious  net  that  is  for  fancies  fpread, 

Lets  through  its  mefhes  every  meaner  thought, 

While  rich  ideas  there  are  only  caught  ? 

Sure  that 's  not  all ;  this  is  a  piece  too  fair 

To  be  the  child  of  chance,  and  not  of  care. 

No  atoms  cafually  together  hurPd 

Could  e'er  produce  fo  beautiful  a  world. 

Nor  dare  I  fuch  a  doftrine  here  admit. 

As  would  deftroy  the  providence  of  wit. 

'Tis  your  ftrong  genius  then  which  does  not  feel 

Thofe  weights,  would  make  a  weaker  fpiiit  reel. 

To  carry  weiglit,  and  run  fo  lightly  too. 

Is  what  alone  your  Pegafus  can  do. 

Great  Hercules  himfelf  could  ne'er  do  more, 

Than  not  to  feel  thofe  heavens  and  gods  he  bore. 

Your  eafier  odes,  which  for  delight  were  penn'd. 

Yet  cur  inftru^lion  make  their  fecond  end  : 

We're  both  enrich'd  and  pleas'd,  like  them  that  woo 

At  once  a  beauty,  and  a  fortune  too. 

Of  moral  knowledge  poefy  was  queen. 

And  ftill  (he  might,  had  wanton  wits  not  been  ; 

Who,  like  ill  guardians,  liv'd  themfelves  at  large, 

And,  not  content  with  that,  debauch'd  their  charge. 

Like  fome  brave  captain,  your  fuccefsful  pen 

Reftores  the  cxil'd  to  her  crown  again  : 

And  give>  us  hope,  that,   having  feen  the  days 

Whtn  nothing  fteuvifti'd  but  fanatic  bays, 

All 
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All  will  at  length  m  this  opinion  reft^ 

**  A  fober  prince's  government  is  beft." 

This  is  not  all ;  your  art  the  way  has  found 

To  make  th'  improvement  of  the  richeft  ground^ 

That  foil  which  thofe  immortal  laurels  bore, 

That  once  the  facred  Maro^s  temples  wore. 

Eliza's  griefs  are  fo  exprefs'd  by  you, 

They  are  too  eloquent  to  have  been  true. 

Had  (he  fo  fpoke,  JEneas  had  obeyed 

What  Dido,  rather  than  what  Jove  had  faid. 

If  funeral  rites  can  give  a  ghoft  repofe. 

Your  Mufe  fo  juftly  has  difcharged  thofe, 

Eliza's  (hade  may  now  its  wandering  ceafe. 

And  claim  a  title  to  the  fields  of  peace. 

But  if  ^neas  be  obligM,  no  lefs 

Your  kindnefs  great  Achilles  doth  confefs  ; 

Who,  drefs'd  by  Statius  in  too  bold  a  look, 

Did  ill  become  thofe  virgin  robes  he  took. 

To  underftand  how  much  we  owe  to  you. 

We  muft  your  numbers,  with  your  author's,  view  s 

Then  we  (hall  fee  his  work  was  lamely  rough. 

Each  figure  ftiff,  as  if  defigpi'd  in  buff : 

His  colours  laid  fo  thick  on  every  place. 

As  only  fliew'd  the  paint,  but  hid  the  face. 

But  as  in  perfpedlive  we  beauties  fee. 

Which  in  the  glafs,  not  in  the  pifture,  be  j 

So  here  our  fight  obligingly  miilakes 

That  wealth,  which  his  your  bounty  only  makes. 

Thus  vulgar  difhes  are,  by  cooks  difguis'd, 

More  for  their  dreffing,  than  their  fubftance  priz'd. 
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Your  curious  notes  Co  fearch  into  that  age, 

When  all  was  fable  but  the  Tacrcd  page. 

That,  fmce  in  that  dark  night  we  needs  muft  ftray^ 

We  are  at  leaft  mifled  in  pleafant  way. 

But,  what  we  moft  admire,  your  verfe  no  lefs 

The  prophet  than  the  poet  doth  confefs. 

Ere  our  weak  eyes  difcern'd  the  doubtful  ftreak 

Of  light,  you  faw  great  Charles  his  morning  break. 

So  fkilful  Teamen  ken  the  land  from  far. 

Which  (hews  like  mifts  to  the  dull  paflenger. 

To  Charles  your  Mufe  firft  pays  her  duteous  love. 

As  ftill  the  antients  did  begin  from  Jove. 

With  Monk  you  end,  whofe  name  preferv'd  ihall  be. 

As  Rome  recorded  Rufus'  memory. 

Who  thought  it  greater  honour  to  obey 

His  counti^'s  intereft,  than  the  world  to  fway. 

But  to  write  worthy  things  of  worthy  men. 

Is  the  peculiar  talent  of  your  pen  : 

Yet  let  me  take  your  mantle  up,  and  I 

Will  venture  in  your  right  to  prophefy. 

**  This  work,  by  merit  firft  of  fame  fecure, 

**  Is  likewife  happy  in  its  geniture  : 

**  For,  fince  'tis  born  when  Charles  afcends  the  throne, 

•*  It  fhaics  at  once  his  fortune  and  its  own." 
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EPISTLE    THB    SECOND. 

To  my  honoured  friend  Dr.  Charleton^  on 
his  learned  and  ufefal  works ;  but  more  parti- 
cularly his  Treatife  of  Stone-Hbngb,  by  him 
reftored  to  the  true  founder. 

np  HE  longeft  tyranny  that  ever  fway*d, 
'■'     Was  that  wherein  our  anceftors  betray'd 
Their  free-born  reafon  to  the  Stagirite, 
And  made  his  torch  their  univerfal  light. 
So  truth,  while  only  one  AipplyM  the  ftate. 
Grew  fcarce,  and  dear,  and  yet  fophifticate. 
Still  it  was  bought,  like  emp'ric  wares,  or  cliarms. 
Hard  words  feal'd  up  with  Ariftotle's  arms. 
Columbus  was  the  firft  that  fhook  his  throne  | 
And  found  a  temperate  in  a  torrid  zone : 
The  feverifh  air  FannM  by  a  cooling  breeze. 
The  fruitful  vales  fet  round  with  ihady  trees  s. 
And  euiltlefs  men,  who  danc'd  away  their  time, 
Fre(h  as  their  groves,  and  happy  as  their  clime. 
Had  we  ftill  paid  that  homage  to  a  name. 
Which  only  God  and  nature  juiUy  claim  $ 
The  weftern  Teas  had  been  our  utmoft  bound. 
Where  poets  dill  might  dream  the  fun  was  drownM: 
And  all  the  flars  that  Hiine  in  fouthern  ikies. 
Had  been  admirM  by  none  but  favage  eyes. 

Among  th'  aflcrters  of  free  reafon's  claim. 
Our  nation's  not  the  leaH  in  worth  or  fame. 
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The  world  to  Bacon  does  not  only  owe 

Its  prefent  knowledge,  but  its  future  too. 

Gilber  (hall  live,  till  loadftones  ceafe  to  draw. 

Or  Britiih  fleets  the  boundlefs  ocean  awe. 

And  noble  Boyle,  not  lefs  in  nature  feeo. 

Than  bis  great  brother  read  in  ftates  and  men. 

The  circling  ftreams,  once  thought  but  |k>o1s,  of  blood 

(Whether  life's  fuel,  or  the  body's  food) 

From  dark  oblivion  Harvey's  name  (hall  fare  ; 

While  Ent  keeps  all  the  honour  that  he  gave. 

Nor  are  you,  learned  friend,  the  leaft  renown'd  j 

Whofe  fame,  not  circumfcribM  with  Engli(h  ground, 

Flies  like  the  nimble  journies  of  the  light ; 

And  is,  like  that,  unfpent  too  in  its  flight. 

Whatever  truths  have  been,  by  art  or  chance. 

Redeemed  from  error,  or  from  ignorance, 

Thin  in  their  authors,  like  rich  veins  of  ore. 

Your  works  unite,  and  ftill  difcover  more. 

Such  is  the  healing  virtue  of  your  pen. 

To  perfcft  cures  on  books,  as  well  as  men. 

Nor  is  this  work  the  leaft  :  you  well  may  give 

To  men  new  vigour,  who  make  (tones  to  live. 

Through  you,  the  Danes,  their  (hort  dominion  loft, 

A  longer  conqueft  than  the  S axons  boaft. 

Stonehenge,  once  thought  a  temple,  you  have  found 

A  throne,  where  kings,  our  earthly  gods,  were  crown'J  j 

Where  by  their  wondering  fubjc£ls  they  were  feen, 

Joy*d  with  their  ftature,  and  their  princely  mien. 

Our  fovereign  here  above  the  reft  might  ftand, 

And  here  be  chofe  again  to  rule  the  land. 

Thefc 
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Thefe  j-uIns-nielterM  once  his  facred  heady 
When  he  from  Wor'fter's  fatal  batde  fled  ; 
WatchM  by  the  genius  of  this  royal  place. 
And  mighty  vifions  of  the  Danifh  race. 
His  refuge  then  was  for  a  temple  (hown  : 
But,  he  reftor'd,  'tis  now  become  a  thione. 

EPISTLE   THE    THIRD. 

To   the    Lady   Castlemain,     upon   her 
er.coursg.ng  his  firft  Play. 

A  S  ieamen,  fhipwrcck'd  on  fome  happy  (Hon, 
Difcovcr  wealth  in  lands  unknown  before  j 
And,  what  their  art  had  laboured  long  in  vain, 
By  their  misfortunes  happily  obtain : 
So  my  much-envyM  Mufe,  by  ftorms  long  toft. 
Is  thrown  upon  your  hofpitable  coaft. 
And  finds  more  favour  by  her  ill  fuccefs. 
Than  flie  could  hope  for  by  her  happincfs. 
Once  Cato's  virtue  did  the  gods  oppofe;  v 

While  they  the  victor,  he  the  vanquifli'd  chofe  j 
But  you  havie  done  what  Cato  could  not  do. 
To  choofe  the  vanquilh'd,  and  reftore  him  too. 
Let  others  ftill  triumph,  and  gain  their  caufe 
By  their  deferts,  or  by  the  world's  applaufe  j 
Let  merit  crowns,  and  juftice  laurels  give, 
But  let  me  happy  by  your  pity  live. 
True  poets  empty  fame  and  pralfc  de/pife. 
Fame  is  the  truroptt,  but  your  fmile  the  prize. 
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You  fit  above,  and  fee  vain  men  below 

Contend  for  what  you  only  can  beftow : 

But  thofe  great  actions  others  do  by  chance. 

Are,  like  your  beauty,  your  inheritance : 

So  great  v^  foul,  fuch  fweetnefs  joinM  in  oney 

Could  only  fpring  from  noble  Grandifon. 

You,  like  the  ftars,  not  by  refleftion  bright. 

Are  born  to  yt}ur  own  heaven,  and  your  own  light ; 

Like  them  are  good,  but  from  a  nobler  caufe. 

From  your  own  knowledge,  not  from  nature's  laws. 

Your  power  you  never  ufe,  but  for  defence. 

To  guard  your  own,  or  others*  innocence  : 

Your  foes  are  fuch,  as  they,  not  you,  have  made. 

And  virtue  may  repel,  though  not  invade. 

Such  courage  did  the  antient  heroes  iho>y, 

Who,  when  they  might  prevent,  would  wait  the  blow 

With  fuch  aflurance  as  they  meant  to  fay. 

We  will  overcome,  but  fcorn  the  fafelt  way. 

What  further  fear  of  danger  can  there  be  ? 

Beauty,  which  captives  all  things,  fets  me  free. 

Pofterity  will  judge  by  my  fuccefs, 

I  had  the  Grecian  poet's  happinefs. 

Who,  waving  plots,  found  out  a  better  way ; 

Some  God  defcended,  and  prefervM  the  play. 

When  firft  the  triumphs  of  your  fex  were  fung 

By  thofe  old  poets,  beauty  was  but  young. 

And  few  admir'd  the  native  red  and  white. 

Till  poets  drefs\l  them  up  to  charm  the  fight ; 

So  beauty  took  on  tnift,  and  did  engage 

For  fums  of  praifes  till  flic  came  to  age. 

5  B, 
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But  this  long-growing  debt  to  poetry 
You  juftly,  madam,  have  difcharg'd  to  me. 
When  your  applaufe  and  favour  did  infufe 
New  life  to  my  condemnM  and  dying  Mufe. 

EPISTLE   THE   FOURTH. 
To  Mr.  Lee,  on  his  A  l  e  x  a  n  d  e  r, 

'T^  H  E  blaft  of  common  cenfure  could  I  fear, 
'*'     Before  your  play  my  name  (hould  not  appear  j 
For 't  will  be  thought,  and  with  fome  colour  too, 
I  pay  the  bribe  I  firft  i-eceiv'd  from  you  5 
That  mutual  vouchers  for  our  fame  we  ftand,  • 
And  play  the  game  into  each  other^s  hand  $ 
And  as  cheap  pen^orths  to  ourfelves  afford, 
As  Beflus  and  the  brothers  of  the  fword. 
Such  libels  private  men  may  well  endure. 
When  ftates  and  kings  themfelves  are  not  fecure  s 
For  ill  men,  confcious  of  their  inward  guilt. 
Think  the  befl  actions  on  by-ends  are  built. 
And  yet  my  (ilence  had  not  TcapM  their  fpite ; 
Then,  envy  had  not  fufferM  me  to  write  j 
For,  fmce  I  could  not  ignorance  pretend. 
Such  merit  I  muft  envy  or  commend. 
So  many  candidates  there  (land  for  wit, 
A  place  at  court  is  fcarce  fo  hard  to  get : 
In  vain  they  crowd  each  other  at  the  door  | 
For  tv'n  rcvcrfions  arc  all  beggM  before ; 

Dcfcrt, 
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Defert,  how  known  foe'er,  is  long  delayed  ; 

And  tlien  too  fools  and  knaves  are  better  payM. 

Yet,  as  fome  a£^ions  bear  fo  great  a  name. 

That  courts  themfelves  are  juft,  for  fear  of  Ihame } 

So  has  the  mighty  merit  of  your  play 

Extorted  praife,  and  forc'd  itfelf  away. 

Tis  here  as  'tis  at  fea  ;  who  farfheft  goes, 

Or  dares  the  moft,  makes  all  the  reft  his  foes.    . 

Yet  vfrhen  fome  virtue  much  outgrows  the  reft. 

It  fhoots  too  faft,  and  high,  to  be  expreft  j 

As  his  heroic  worth  ftruck  envy  dumb. 

Who  took  the  Dutchman,  and  who  cut  the  boom. 

Such  praife  is  yours,  while  you  the  paflions  move. 

That  'tis  no  longer  feign'd,  *tis  real  love, 

Where  nature  triumphs  over  wretched  art ; 

We  only  warm  the  head,  but  you  the  heart. 

Always  you  waim  ;  and  if  the  rifing  year. 

As  in  hot  regions,  brings  the  fun  too  near, 

'Tis  but  to  make  your  fragrant  fpices  blow. 

Which  in  our  cooler  climates  will  not  grow. 

They  only  think  you  animate  your  theme 

With  too  much  fire,  who  are  themfelves  all  plilegm. 

Prizes  would  be  for  lags  of  floweft  pace. 

Were  cripples  made  the  judges  of  the  race. 

Defpife  thofe  drones,  who  praife,  while  they  accu(e. 

The  too  much  vigour  of  your  youthful  Mufe. 

That  humble  ftyle  which  they  your  virtue  make. 

Is  in  your  power  ;  you  need  but  ftoop  and  take. 

Your  beauteous  images  muft  be  allowed 

By  all,  but  fome  vile  poets  of  the  crowd. 

5  I 
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But  how  (hould  any  fign-poft  dawber  know 
The  vvortli  of  Titian  or  of  Angelo  ? 
Hard  features  every  bungler  can  command  5 
To  draw  true  beauty,  ihews  a  mailer's  hand. 

E  P  I  S  T  L  E   THE   F  I  F  T  H. 

To  the  Earl  of  Roscommon,  on  his  excellent 
Eflay  on  Tranflated  Verfc. 

TTTHether  the  fruitful  Nile,  or  Tyrian  fhore, 
^  ^     The  feeds  of  arts  and  infant  fcience  bore, 
*Ti8  fure  the  noble  plant,  translated  firft. 
Advanced  its  head  in  Grecian  gardens  nurft. 
The  Grecians  added  verfe  i  their  tuneful  tongue 
Made  nature  firft,  and  nature's  God,  their  fong. 
Nor  ftopt  translation  here :  for  conquering  Rome, 
With  Grecian  fpoils,  brought  Grecian  numbers  home  j 
BnrichM  by  thofe  Athenian  Mufes  more. 
Than  all  the  vanquiihM  world  could  yield  before. 
Till  barbarous  nations,  and  more  barbarous  times, 
Debas*d  the  majefty  of  verfe  to  rh3rrae8  j 
Thofe  rude  at  firfl :  a  kind  of  hobbKng  prole. 
That  limp'd  along,  and  tinkled  in  the  clofe. 
But  Italy,  reviving  from  the  trance 
Of  Vandal,  Goth,  and  Monkiih  ignorance. 
With  paufes,  cadence,  and  well-vowelM  words, 
^nd  all  the  graces  a  good  ear  affords, 
Vlade  rhyme  an  art,  and  Dante's  poUihM  page 
Heilor'd  a  illver,  nut  a  golden  age. 


i»S  DRYDEN'S    POEMS. 

Then  Petrarch  followed,  and  in  him  we  fee. 

What  rhyme  improv'd  in  all  its  height  can  be : 

At  beft  a  pleafing  found,  and  fair  barbarity. 

The  French  purfued  their  fteps  ;  and  Britain^  laft) 

In  manly  fweetnefs  ^11  the  reft  furpafs'd. 

The  wit  of  Greece,  the  gravity  of  Rome> 

Appear  exalted  in  the  Britiih  loom  : 

The  Mufes*  empire  is  reftor'd  again. 

In  Charleses  reign,  and  by  Rofcommon*s  pen* 

Yet  modeftly  he  does  his  work  furvey. 

And  calls  a  finifti'd  Poem  an  Eflay } 

For  all  the  needful  rules  are  fcatter'd  here  ; 

Truth  fmoothly  told,  and  pleafantly  fevere  ; 

So  well  is  art  difguisM,  for  nature  to  appear. 

Nor  need  thofe  rules  to  give  tranflation  light  j 

His  own  example  is  a  flame  fo  bright ; 

That  he  who  but  arrives  to  copy  well, 

Unguided  will  advance,  unknowing  will  excel. 

Scarce  his  own  Horace  could  fuch  rules  ordain. 

Or  his  own  Virgil  fing  a  nobler  ftrain. 

How  much  in  him  may  rifmg  Ireland  boaft. 

How  much  in  gaining  him  has  Britain  loft ! 

Their  iiland  in  revenge  has  ours  reclaimed  ; 

The  more  inftrufted  we,  the  more  we  ftill  are  iham'd. 

'Tis  well  for  us  his  generous  blood  did  flow 

Derived  from  Britifti  channels  long  ago. 

That  here  his  conquering  anceftors  were  nurft  ; 

And  Ireland  but  tranflated  England  firft  : 

By  this  reprifal  we  regain  our  right, 

Elfe  muft  the  two  contending  nations  flght  $ 
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A  nobler  quarrel  for  his  native  earth, 
Than  what  divided  Greece  for  Homer's  birtht 
To  what  perfeftion  will  our  tongue  arrive. 
How  will  invention  and  franflation  thrive. 
When  authors  nobly  born  will  bea|:  their  part. 
And  not  difdain  th"  inglorious  praife  of  art ! 
Great  generals  thus,  defcending  from  command. 
With  their  own  toil  provoke  the  fol3iers*  hand. 
How  will  fweet  Ovid's  ghoft  be  pleas'd  to  hear 
His  fame  augmented  by  an  Englifh  peer  j 
How  he  embellifties  his  Helen's  loves, 
Outdoes  his  foftnefs,  and  his  fenfe  improves  ! 

,   When  thefe  tranflate,  and  teach  tranflators  too. 
Nor  firftling  kid,  nor  any  vulgar  vow. 
Should  at  Apollo's  grateful  altar  ftand  : 
Kofcommon  writes  ;  to  that  aufpicious  hand, 

•    Mufe,  feed  the  bull  that  fpums  the  yellow  fand. 
Kofcommon,  whom  both  court  and  camps  commend. 
True  to  his  prince,  and  faithful  to  his  friend  j 
Kofcommon  firft  in  fields  of  honour  known, 
Firft  in  the  peaceful  triumphs  of  the  gown  5 
Who  both  Minervas  juftly  makes  his  own. 
Now  let  the  few  belov'd  by  Jove,  and  they 
Whom  infus'd  Titan  form'd  of  better  clay. 
On  equal  terms  with  ancient  wit  engage. 
Nor  mighty  Homer  fear,  nor  facred  Virgil's  page : 
Our  Englifti  palace  opens  wfde  in  ftate ; 
And  without  (looping  they  may  pafs  the  gate. 

Vol.  II.  K  E  P  I  S- 
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EPISTLE    THE    SIXTH.  ' 

To  theDutchefs  of  York,  on  her  Return  from 
Scodand  in  the  Year  1681. 

"ITT'  HEN-  factious  rage  to  cruel  exile  drove 

^  ^     The  queen  of  beauty,  and  the  court  of  love. 
The  Mufes  droop''d,  with  their  forfaken  arts. 
And  the  fad  Cupids  broke  their  ufelefs  daits  : 
Our  fruitful  plains  to  wilds  and  defarts  turn'd* 
Like  Eden's  face,  when  baniihM  man  it  mournM. 
Love  was  no  more,  when  loyalty  was  gone. 
The  great  fupporter  of  his  awful  throne. 
Love  could  no  longer  after  beauty  ftay. 
But  wander'd  northward  to  the  verge  of  da)'. 
As  if  the  fun  and  he  had  loft  their  way. 
But  now  th*  illuftrious  nymph,  rcturn'd  again. 
Brings  every  g^ce  triumphant  in  her  train. 
The  wondering  Nereids,  though  they  rais'd  no  ftorm, 
Foreflow'd  her  paffage,  to  behold  her  form ; 
Some  cry'd,  a  Venus  5  fome,  a  Thetis  paft ; 
But  this  was  not  fo  fair,  nor  tliat  fo  chafle. 
Far  from  her  fight  flew  Fa6lion,  Strife,  and  Pride; 
And  Envy  did  but  look  on  her,  and  dy'd. 
Whate'cr  we  lufFer'd  from  our  fullen  fate. 
Her  fight  is  purchased  at  an  eafy  rate. 
Three  gloomy  years  againft  this  day  were  fet  j 
But  this  one  mighty  fum  has  cleared  the  debt : 
Like  Jofeph's  dream,  but  with  a  better  doom. 
The  famine  pad,  the  ^ktvl^  ftUl  to  come. 
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For  her  the  weeping  heavens  become  ferene } 
For  her  the  grouird  is  clad  in  cheerful  green  t 
For  her  the  nightingales  are  taught  to  iingy 
And  Nature  has  for  her  delayed  the  fprmg. 
The  Mufe  refumes  her  long-forgotten  lays. 
And  Love  reftorM  his  ancient  realm  furveys> 
Kecals  our  beauties,  and  revives  our  ptay^  | 
His  wade  dominions  peoples  once  dgain, 
And  from  her  prefence  ^HtH  hii  fecond  r6ign* 
But  awful  charms  on  her  fair  forehead  fit, 
DifpenHng  what  (he  never  will  admit : 
Pleaiing,  yet  cold,  lik^  Cyili^ia^s  filver  beam» 
The  people's  wonder,  and  Ae  po^t*8  thertfe. 
DiftemperM  Zeal,  Sedittom,  cankered  Hlat^, 
No  more  (hall  veit  the  church,  wttd  tear  ih6  ftatd : 
No  more  (hall  Fa6lion  civil  difcords  itidve. 
Or  only  diicords  of  to6  tender  love : 
Difcord,  like  that  of  mufic's  varibus  parts  ; 
Difcord,  tliat  makes  the  harmony  of  hearts  ; 
Difcord,  that  only  this  difpute  (half  bring, 
Who  bed  (hall  love  the  duke,  and  (erve  tht  king. 

EPISTLE    THIS    SEVENTH, 

A  Letter  to  Sir  Gsorob  ETRBRioff. 

'T^  O  you  who  live  in  chill  degree, 
'*    As  map  informs,  of  fifty-three. 
And  do  not  much  for  cold  att>ne, 
By  bringing  thither  (ifty-orte. 

K  1  Methinks 
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Methinks  all  climes  (hould  be  alike. 
From  tropic  ev'n  to  pole  artique  5 
Since  you  have  fuch  a  conftitution 
As  no  where  AifFers  diminution. 
You  can  be  old  in  grave  debate, 
And  young  in  love-affairs  of  ftate ; 
.  And  both  to  wives  and  hulbands  (how 
The  vigour  of  a  plenipo. 
Like  mighty  miflioner  you  come 
"  Ad  Partes  Infidelium." 
A  work  of  wondrous  merit  fure. 
So  far  to  go,  fo  much  V  endure  ; 
And  aH  to  preach  to  German  dame. 
Where  found  of  Cupid  never  came. 
Lefs  had  you  done,  had  you  been  fent 
As  far  as  Drake  or  Pinto  went. 
For  cloves  or  nutmegs  to  the  line-a. 
Or  ev'n  for  oranges  to  China. 
That  had  indeed  been  charity  ; 
Where  love-fick  ladies  helplefs  lie, 
Chapt,  and  for  want  of  liquor  dry^ 
But  you  have  made  your  zeal  appear 
Within  the  circle  of  the  Bear. 
What  region  of  the  earth  's  fo  dull. 
That  is  not  of  your  labours  full  ? 
Triptolcmus  (fo  Tung  tlie  Nine) 
Strew'd  plenty  from  his  cart  divine. 
B'lt,  fpite  of  all  thefe  fable-makers, 
He  never  fow'd  on  Almain  acres : 
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No,  that  was  left  by  fate's  decree. 

To  be  performed  and  fung  by  thee. 

Thou  break'ft  through  forms  with  as  much  cafe 

As  the  French  king  through  articles. 

In'^^nd  affairs  thy  days  are  fpent. 

In  waging  weighty  compliment. 

With  fuch  as  monarchs  reprefent. 

Tliey,  whom  fuch  vaft  fatigues  attend^ 

Want  fome  foft  minutes  to  unbend, 

Ta  ihew  the  world  that  now  and  then 

Great  minifters  are  mortal  men. 

Then  Rhenifh  rummers  walk  the  round; 

In  bumpers  every  king  is  crown'd  j 

Befides  three  holy  mitred  Heftors, 

And  the  whole  college  of  Eleftors. 

No  health  of  potentate  is  funk, 

That  pays  to  make  his  envoy  drunk. 

Thefe  Dutch  delights,  I  mentioned  laft. 

Suit  not,  I  know,  your  Engli/h  tafte  : 

For  wine'  to  leave  a  whore  or  play 

Was  ne'er  your  excellency's  way. 

NcH"  need  this  title  give  offence. 

For  here  you  were  your  excellence, 

For  gaming,  writing,  fpeaking,  keeping. 

His  excellence  for  all  but  fleeping. 

Now  if'you  tope  in  form,  and  treat, 

'Tis  the  four  fauce  to  the  fweet  meat. 

The  fine  you  pay  for  being  great. 

Nay,  here 's  a  harder  impofition. 

Which  is  indeed  the  court's  petition, 

K  3  '^'^^^^ 


1 


154  DRyDEN'S    POEMS. 

That,  fctting  worldly  pomp  afidc. 

Which  poet  has  at  font  dcnyM, 

You  would  be  pleasM  in  humble  wzy 

To  write  a  trifle  calPd  a  Play. 

Tips  truly  is  a  degradation,  ^ 

But  would  oblige  the  crown  and  nation  > 

N^t  to  your  wift  negotiation.  J 

If  you  pretend,  as  well  you  may,  'I 

Your  high  degree,  your  friends  will  fay,  f 

The  duke  St.  Aignpn  made  a  play.  J 

If  Gallic  wit  convince  you  fcarce, 

His  grace  of  Bucks  has  niade  a  farce, 

And  you,  whofe  comic  wit  is  terfe  all. 

Can  hardly  fall  below  Rehearfal. 

Then  finifli  what  you  have  began  ; 

But  fcribble  faftcr  if  you  can  : 

For  yet  no  George,  to  our  difceruing, 

Has  writ  without  a  ten  years  warning. 

EPISTLE     THE    EIGHTH. 

To  Mr.   SouTHERNE,  on   his  Comedy  call'd. 
The  Wives  Excuse. 

O  URE  there 's  a  fate  in  plays,  and  'tis  in  vain 
^  To  write,  while  thefe  malignant  planets  reign. 
Some  very  foolifli  influence  rules  the  pit. 
Not  always  kind  to  fenfe,  or  juft  to  wit : 
And  whilft  it  lafts,  let  buftbonry  fucceed, 
To  make  us  laugh  j  for  never  was  more  need. 

Farce, 
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Farce^  in  itfelf,  is  of  a  nafty  fcent ; 

fiat  the  gain  fmeUs  not  of  the  excrement. 

The  Spanifli  nympby  a  wit  and  beauty  too. 

With  all  her  charms,  bore  but  a  fmgle  (hows 

But  let  a  monfter  Mufcovite  appear, 

He  draws  a  crowded  audience  round  the  year* 

May  be  thou  haft  ftot  pleasM  the  box  and  pit  | 

Yet  thofe  who  blame  thy  tale -applaud  thy  wit  c 

So  Terence  plotted,  but  fo  Terence  writ. 

Jbike  his  thy  thoughts  are  true,  thy  language  clean  i 

Ev*n  lewdnefs  is  made  moral  in  thy  fcene. 

The  hearers  may  for  want  of  Nokes  repine  j 

But  reft  feciire,  tlie  readers  will  be  thine. 

Nor  was  thy  laboured  drama  damnM  or  hifsM^ 

But  with  a  kind  civility  difmifsM  ; 

With  fuch  good  manners,  as  the  Wife  did  ufe. 

Who,  not  accepting,  did  but  juft  refufe. 

There  was  a  glance  at  parting  $  fuch  a  look. 

As  bids  thee  not  give  o^er,  for  one  rebuke. 

But  if  thou  wouldft  be  feen,  as  well  as  ready 

Copy  one  living  author,  and  one  dead  : 

The  ftandard  of  thy  ftyle  let  Etherege  be  $ 

For  wit,  th'  immortal  fpring  of  Wycherley  1 

Learn,  after  both,  to  draw  fome  juft  deiign. 

And  the  next  age  will  learn  to  copy  thine. 
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EPISTLE    THE    NINTH. 

To  Henry  Hi g den,  Efq;  on  his  Tranflarion  of 
fhc  Tenth  Satire  of  Juvenal. 

'np  HE  Grecian  wits,  who  Satire  firft  began, 
**•     Were  pleafant  Pafquins  on  the  life  of  man  ; 
At  mighty  villains,  who  the  ftate  oppreft. 
They  durft  not  rail,  perhaps  5  they  lafh^d,  at  leaftj 
And  turn'd  them  out  of  office  with  a  jeft. 
No  fool  could  peep  abroad,  but  ready  ftand 
The  drolls  to  clap  a  bauble  in  his  hand. 
Wife  legiflators  never  yet  could  draw 
A  fop  within  the  reach  of  common  law  ; 
For  pofture,  drefs,  grimace,  and  afFeftation, 
Though  foes  to  fenfe,  are  harmlefs  to  the  nation. 
Our  laft  redrefs  is  dint  of  verfe  to  try, 
And  Satire  is  our  Court  of  Chancery. 
This  way  took  Horace  to  reform  an  age. 
Not  bad  enough  to  need  an  author's  rage. 
But  yours,  who  liv'd  in  more  degenerate  times. 
Was  forcM  to  faften  deep,  and  woriy  crimes. 
Yet  you,  my  friend,  have  temper'd  him  fo  well. 
You  make  him  fmile  in  fpite  of  all  his  zeal : 
An  art  peculiar  to  yourfelf  alone. 
To  join  the  virtues  of  two  ftyles  in  one. 

Oh  !  were  your  author's  principle  recciy'd. 
Half  of  the  labouring  world  would  be  relieved  : 
For  not  to  wifli  is  not  to  be  ueceivM. 

Revenge 
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Revenge  would  into  charity  be  changed, 
Becaufe  it  cofts  too  dear  to  be  reveng'd  ; 
It  cofts  our  quiet  and  content  of  mind, 
And  when  'tis  coropafsM  leaves  a  fting  behind. 
Suppofc  I  had  the  better  end  o'  th'  ftafF, 
•  Why  (hould  I  help  th'  ill-natur'd  world  to  laugh  ? 
*Tis  all  alike  to  them,  who  get  the  day ; 
They  love  the-fpite  and  mifchief  of  the  fray. 
No ;  I  have  curM  myfelf  of  that  difeafe  ; 
Nor  will  r  be  piovok'd,  but  when  I  pleafe : 
B«t  let  me  half  that  cure  to  you  rcftore  f 
You  give  the  falve,  I  laid  it  to  the  lore. 

Our  kind  relief  againft  a  rainy  day,  ^ 

Beyond  a  tavern,  or  a  tedious  play,  C 

We  take  your  book,  and  laugh  our  fpleen  away.       3 
If  all  your  tribe,  too  ftudious  of  debate. 
Would  ceafe  falfe  hopes  and  titles  to  create. 
Led  by  the  rare  example  you  begun. 
Clients  would  fail,  and  lawyers  be  undonet 

EPISTLE    TH  E    TENTH. 

To  my  dear  Friend    Mr  Congrevb,    on  his 
Comedy  call'd.  The  Double  Dealer. 

'1X7' ELL  tlysn,  the  promised  hour  is  come  at  laft. 

The  prefcnt.  age  cf  wit  obfcures  the  paft  : 
Strong  were  our  fires,  and  as  they  fought  they  writ. 
Conquering  with  force  of  arms,  and  dmt  of  wit : 
Theirs  was  the  giant  race,  before  the  flood  ; 
And  thus,  when  Chailes  returned,  owr  ^tiv^vxt  ^qo\. 
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Like  Janus  he  the  ftubbom  foil  manurMy 

With  rules  of  hufbandty  the  ranknefs  curM  $ 

TamM  us  to  manners^  when  the  ftage  was  mde  ; 

And  boifterous  Englifh  wit  with  art  indued. 

Our  age  was  cultivated  thus  at  length  i 

But  what  we  gain'd  in  fkill  we  loft  in  ftrength. 

Our  builders  were  with  want  of  genius  curft  { 

The  fecond  temple  was  not  like  the  firft : 

Till  yoUf  the  beft  Vitruyius^  come  at  length  j 

Our  beauties  equal,  but  excel  our  ftrength  ^ 

Firm  Doric  piHars  found  your  folid  bafe  : 

The  fair  Corinthian  crowns  the  higher  fpace  s 

Thus  all  below  is  ftrength,  and  all  above  is  grace. 

In  eafy  dialogue  is  Fletcher^s  praife  ; 

He  movM  the  mind,  but  had  not  power  to  raife. 

Great  Jonfon  did  by  ftrength  of  judgment  pleafe  j 

Yet,  doubling  Fletcher's  force,  he  wants  Jiis  eafe. 

In  differing  talents  both  adorn'd  their  age  j 

One  for  the  ftudy,  t'  other  for  the  ftagc. 

But  both  to  Congreve  juftly  fliall  fubmit. 

One  matched  in  judgment,  both  o'ermatch'd  in  wit. 

In  him  all  beauties  of  this  age  we  fee,  ^ 

Etherege's  courtftiip.  Southern's  purity,  v 

The  fatire,  wit,  and  ftrength,  of  manly  Wycherley.  j 

All  this  in  blooming  youth  you  have  atchievM ; 

Nor  arc  your  foil'd  contemporaries  giievM. 

So  much  the  fweetnefs  of  your  manners  move. 

We  cannot  envy  you,  becaufe  we  love. 

Fabius  might  joy  in  Scip«o,  when  he  faw 

A  beardlefs  conCuV  m^dt  ^j^^^dwft  tlie  law. 
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And  join  his  fufFci-agc  to  the  votes  of  Rome  5 
Though  he  witji  Hannibal  was  overcome. 
Thus  old  Romano  bowM  to  Raphael's. fame. 
And  fcholar  to  the  youth  he  taught  became. 

O  that  yoMi*  brows  my  laurel  h^d  fuftainM ! 
Well  had  I  been  deposM,  if  you  had  reignM  1 
The  father  had  defcended  for  the  ion  j 
For  only  you  are  line;al  to  the  throne. 
Thus,  when  the  ftate  one  Edward  did  depoie, 
A  greater  Edward  in  his  room  arofe. 
But  now,  not  I»  but  poetry  is  cursM  j 
For  Tom  the  frcond  itigns  like  Tom  the  firft. 
But  let  them  not  mil^ake  my  patron's  part, 
Nor  call  his  charity  their  own  defert. 
Yet  this  I  prophefy ;  thou  fhalt  be  feen, 
(Though  with  fome  (hort  parenthefis  between) 
High  on  the  throne  of  wit,  and,  feated  theve. 
Not  mine,  that 's  little,  but  thy  laurel  wear. 
Thy  firft  attempt  an  early  promife  made ; 
That  early  promife  this  has  more  than  paid. 
So  bold,  yet  fo  judicioufly  you  dare. 
That  your  leaft  praife  is  to  be  regular. 
Time,  place,  and  a£lion,  may  with  pains  be  wrought ; 
But  genius  muft  be  born,  and  never  can  be  taught. 
This  is  your  portion  j  this  your  native  ftore  j 
Heaven,  that  but  once  was  prodigal  before, 
To  Shakefpeare  gave  as  much ;  (he  could  not  give 
him  more. 

Maintain  your  poft :  That 's  all  the  fame  you  need  % 
For  'tis  impofllble  you  ihould  proceed. 

Already 
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Already  I  am  worn  with  cares  and  age. 
And  juft  abandoning  th'  ungrateful  ftagc  : 
Un profitably  kept  at  heaven's  expence, 
I  live  a  rent-charge  on  his  providence  : 
Biit  you,  whom  every  Mufe  and  Grace  adorn. 
Whom  I  forefee  to  better  foitune  bom, 
Be  kind  to  my  remains  j  and  O  defend, 
Againft  your  judgment,  your  departed  friend  ! 
Let  not  th'  infulting  foe  my  fame  purfue. 
But  (hade  thofe  laurels  which  defcend  to  you  : 
And  take  for  tribute  what  thefe  lines  exprefs  ; 
You  merit  more  5  nor  could  my  love  do  lefs. 

EPISTLE    THE    ELEVENTH. 

To  Mr.  Granville,  on  his  excellent  Tragedy 
called.  Heroic  Love. 

A  Ufpicious  poet,  were  thou  not  my  friend, 
'^^  How  could  I  envy,  what  I  muft  commend  ! 
But  fince  'tis  nature's  law  in  love  and  wit. 
That  youth  fliould  reign,  and  withering  age  fubmit. 
With  lefs  regret  thofe  laurels  I  refign. 
Which,  dying  on  my  brows,  revive  on  thine. 
With  better  grace  an  ancient  chief  may  yield 
The  long-contended  honours  of  the  field. 
Than  venture  all  his  fortune  at  a  caft, 
And  fight,  like  Hannibal,  to  lofe  at  lad. 
Young  princes,  obftinate  to  win  the  prize. 
Though  yearly  beaten,  yearly  yet  they  rife  : 

Old 
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Old  monarchs,  though  fuccefsful,  dill  in  doubt. 
Catch  at  a  peace,  and  wifely  turn  devout. 
Thine  be  the  laurel  then  5  thy  blooming  age 
Can  beft,  if  any  can,  fupport  the  ftage ; 
Which  fo  declines,  that  fliortly  we  may  fee 
Players  and  plays  reduced  to  fecond  infancy. 
Sharp  to  the  world,  but  thoughtlefs  of  renown. 
They  plot  not  on  the  ftage,  but  on  the  town, 
And,  in  defpair  their  empty  pit  to  fill. 
Set  up  fome  foreign  monfter  in  a  bill. 
Thus  they  jog  on,  ftill  tricking,  never  thriving. 
And  murdering  plays,  which  they  mifcall  reviving. 
Our  fenfe  is  nonfenfe,  through  their  pipes  conveyed  } 
Scarce  can  a  poet  know  the  play  he  made  $ 
*Tis  fo  difgiusM  in  death  $  nor  thinks  *tis  he 
That  fuffers  in  the  mangled  tragedy. 
Thus  Itys  firft  was  kill'd,  and  after  drefs'd 
For  his  own  fire,  the  chief  invited  gueft. 
I  fay  not  this  of  thy  fuccefsful  fcenes, 
Where  thine  was  all  the  glory,  theirs  the  gains. 
With  length  of  time,  much  judgment,  and  more  toil. 
Not  ill  they  afted,  what  they  could  not  fpoil. 
Their  fetting-fun  ftill  (hoots  a  glimmering  ray. 
Like  ancient  Rome,  majeftic  in  decay  : 
And  better  gleanings  their  worn  foil  can  boaft. 
Than  the  crab-vintage  of  the  neighbouring  coaft. 
This  difFcrence  yet  the  judging  world  will  fee  j 
Tliou  copieft  Homer,  and  they  copy  thee. 
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To  my  Friend  Mr.  Mottbux,  on  luit  Tf^jt^T 
called,  BtAVTY  iw  DisTRitt. 

snpIS  hard)  my  fnefid»  to  write  id  Todi  CA  i^,     - 
'^    At  damaty  not  only  poets,  bm  tlul  Ifaige.  -      f 
That  (acred  trt^  hyhtaLftn  itfelf  iofia^d,  *' 

Which  Mofet,  David,  Sokimon,  have  Qifd» 
Is  now  to  be  no  mofe  i  the  Muies*  fKt    -  *' 

Would  fink  tkeir  Maker's  praifes  mtv  profc*  ^* 

Wece  thejr  content  to  prune  the  kviih  vine 
Ol  ftraggling  hnmchea,  and  improve  the  trhie^  ^ 

Who,  but  a  ciadrnan,  ^itould  hit  thongfati  defend  f 
All  would  fubtnif)  for  all  but  fooltf  will  mend. 
But  when  to  common  (enfe  they  give  the  lye. 
And  turn  diftorted  wordt  to  blasphemy. 
They  give  thefcandal  $  and  the  wife  difcern. 
Their  glofles  teach  an  age,  too  apt  to  learn. 
What  I  have  loofdy  or  prophanely  writ. 
Lit  them  to  fires,  their  due  defert,  commit  s 
Nor,  when  accusM  by  me,  let  them  complato-s 
Their  faults,  and  not  their  fun£(ion,  I  arraign. 
Rebellion,  worfe  than  witchcraft,  they  purfued  ; 
The  pul[»t  preadi'd  the  crime,  the  people  rued. 
The  ftage  was  filencM  $  for  the  faints  would  fee 
In  fields  performed  their  plotted  tragedy. 
But  let  us  firft  reform,  and  then  fo  live. 
That  we  may  teach  our  teachers  to  forgive : 

5  Our 
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Our  defk  be  placM  below  their  k>fty  chairs ; 

Ours  be  the  pra£lice»  as  the  precept  theirs. 

The  moral  part,  at  leaft,  we  may  divide^ 

Humility  reward,  and  punifii  pride  ; 

Ambition,  interest  avarice,  accufe : 

The&  are  the  province  of  a  Tragic  Mufe. 

Tbefe  haft  thou  chofen  ;  and  Uie  public  voice 

Has  equaled  thy  performance  with  thy  choice. 

Time,  a^ion,  place,  are  fo  prefervM  by  thee 

That  ev'n  Comeille  might  with  envy  fee 

Th'  alliance  of  his  Tripled  Unity. 

Thy  incidents,  perhaps,  too  thick  are  fofwo} 

But  too  much  plenty  is  thy  fault  alone. 

At  kaft  but  two  can  that  good  crime  commit. 

Thou  in  deiign,  and  Wycherley  in  wit. 

Let  thy  own  Gauls  condemn  thee,  if  they  dare ; 

Contented  to  be  thinly  regular  : 

Bom  there,  but  not  for  them,  our  fruitful  foil 

With  more  increafe  rewards  thy  happy  toil. 

Their  tongue,  enfeebled,  is  reEii'd  too  much  ^ 

And,  like  pure  gold,  it  bends  at  evory  touch  : 

Our  fturdy  Teuton  yet  will  art  obey. 

More  fit  for  manly  thought,  andftrengtbenM  with  allay. 

But  whence  art  thou  infpir^d,  and  thou  alone. 

To  flourifli  in  an  idiom  not  thy  own  ? 

It  moves  our  wonder,  that  a  fbreigrn  gueft 

Should  over-match  the  moft,  and  match  the  beft. 

In  under-praifing  thy  deferts,  I  wrong  j 

Jlerc  find  the  firft  deficience  of  our  tongue : 
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Words,  once  my  ftock,  are  wanting,  to  commend 
So  great  a  poet,  and  fo  good  a  friend. 

EPISTLE    THE   THIRTEENTH. 

To  my  honoured  Kinfman,  John  Dry  den,  of 
Chcfterton,  in  the  County  of  Huntingdon,  Efq. 

TT  OW  blefsM  is  he,  who  leads  a  country  life, 
-*•  •■•  UnvexM  with  anxious  cares,  and  void  of  ftrife  ! 
Who,  ftudying  peace,  and  ihunning  civil  rage, 
Enjoy'd  his  youth,  and  now  enjoys  his  age  i 
All  who  deferve  his  love,  he  makes  his  own; 
And,  to  be  lov'd  himfelf,  needs  only  to  be  known* 

Juft,  good,  and  wife,  contending  neighbours  come. 
From  your  award  to  wait  their  final  doom  ; 
And,  foes  before,  return  in  friendship  home. 
Without  their  coft,  you  terminate  the  caufe  ; 
And  fave  th*  expence  of  long  litigious  laws  : 
Where  fuits  are  traversed  ;  and  fo  little  won. 
That  he  who  conquers,  is  but  lad  undone  : 
Such  are  not  your  decrees ;  but  fo  defignHl, 
The  fan6lion  leaves  a  lafting  peace  behind ; 
Like  your  own  foul,  ferene  j  a  pattern  of  your  mind. 

Promoting  concord,  and  compofmg  ftrife  i 
Lord  of  yourfclf,  uncumber'd  with  a  wife  j 
Where^  fv)r  a  year,  a  month,  perhaps  a  night. 
Long  penitence  fucceeds  a  (hort  delight : 
Minds  are  fo  hardly  matched,  that  ev^n  the  firft, 
TJiough  paired  by  Heaven,  in  Paradife  were  curs'd. 

For 
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For  lAsm  and  vtrofflaii)  though  in  on^e  thiey  grovir^ 

Yet,  firft  or  laft,  return  again  to  two. 

He  to  God's  image,  ihe  to  his  was  made  j 

So,  farther  from  the  fount  the  ftream  at  random  ftrayM* 

How  eould  he  (land,  when,  put  to  double  jpaisy 
He  muH  a  Weaker  than  himfelf  fuftain ! 
Each  might  h^vc  (lood  perhaps }  b«t  each  alone  | 
Two  witftlbrs  help  to  pliU  each  ether  down. 

Not  that  my  Verfe  would  blemkh  iill  the  fair ; 
But  yet,  if  fome  be  bad,  'tis  wiidom  to  bewares 
And  better  (huh  the  bait,  than  ftruggie  ih  the  faare. 
Thus  have  ^ou  fliartu'd,  and  fliua  the  mairy'd  Aatd^ 
Trufting  as  little  at  you  can  h>  fate. 

No  poster  guards  the  paflage  of  your  door, 
T*  admit  the  wealthy,  and  exclude  the  poor  $ 
For  God,  who  gave  the  riches,  gave  the  hearty 
To  fanftify  the  whole,  by  giving  part ; 
Heaven,  who  forefaw  the  will,  the  means  has  wrought^ 
And  to  the  fecond  Ton  a  blefling  brought ; 
The  firft-begotten  had  his  father's  (hare  i 
But  you,  like  Jacob,  are  Rebecca's  heir. 

So  may  your  (lores  and  fruitful  £elds  iacreaft  § 
And  ever  be  you  blefs'd,  who  live  to  blefs. 
As  Ceres  fow'd*  where-e'er  her  chariot  flew  $ 
At  heaven  in  deierts  rain'd  the  bread  of  dew  § 
So  free  to  many,  to  relations  moA, 
You  feed  with  maooa  your  own  Krad  hod. 

With  crowds  attended  of  your  ancient  r3ce> 
You  feek  the  champion  fports,  or  fylvan  chace : 

Vol.  n.  L  With 
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With  well-breath'd  beagles  you  furround  the  woody 
Ev'n  then,  induftrious  of  the  common  good  : 
And  often  have  you  brought  the  wily  fox 
To  fuffer  for  the  firftlings  of  the  flocks  ; 
ChasM  ev^n  amid  the  folds  ;  and  made  to  bleed. 
Like  felons,  where  they  did  the  murderous  deed. 
This  fiery  game  your  aftivc  youth  maintained  5 
Not  yet  by  years  extinguifh'd,  though  reftrainM : 
You  feafon  ftill  with  fports  your  ferious  hours  t 
For  age  but  taftes  of  pleafures,  youth  devours* 
IThe  h^re  in  paftures  or  in  plains  is  found, 
Emblem  of  human  life,  who  runs  the  round  ; 
And,  after  all  his  wandering  ways  are  done. 
His  circle  fills,  and  ends  where  he  begun, 
Juft  as  the  fetting  meets  the  rifing  fun. 

Thus  princes  eafe  their  cares ;  but  happier  he. 
Who  feeks  not  pleafure  through  neceflity, 
Than  fuch  as  once  on  flippery  thrones  were  plac'd  5 
And,  chafing,  figh  to  think  themfelves  are  chasM. 

So  liv'd  our  fires,  ere  doctors  leamM  to  kill. 
And  multiply'd  with  theirs  the  weekly  bill. 
The  firft  phyficians  by  debauch  were  made  : 
Excefs  began,  and  (loth  fuilains  the  trade : 
Pity  the  generous  kind  their  cares  beftow 
To  fearch  forbidden  truths  ;  (a  fin  to  know  :) 
To  which  if  human  fcience  could  attain. 
The  doom  of  death,  pronouncM  by  God,  were  vain. 
In  vain  the  leech  would  interpofe  delay; 
Fate  fallens  firft;  and  vindicates  the  prey. 

5  ^-  What 
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"What  help  from  art's  endeavours  can  we  have  ? 

Gibbons  but  gueiTes,  nor  is  Aire  to  fave  : 

But  Maurus  fweeps  whole  parifhes,  and  peoples  cveiy  j 

grave ; 

And  no  more  mercy  to  mankind  will  ufe, 
Than  when  he  robbM  and  murderM  Maro's  Muie. 
Wouldil  thou  be  foon  dilpatch'd,  and  perifti  whole, 
Truft  Maurus  with  thy  life,  and  Milbourn  with  thy 

foul. 
By  chace  our  long-liv'd  fathers  earn'd  their  food  i 
Toil  ftrung  the  nerves,  and  purify 'd  the  blood  : 
But  we  their  fons,  a  pampered  race  of  men. 
Are  dwindled  down  to  threefcore  years  and  ten. 
Better  to  hunt  in  fields,  for  health  unbought. 
Than  fee  the  do6lor  for  a  naufeous  draught. 
The  wife,  for  cure,  on  exercifc  depend  ; 
God  never  made  his  work,  for  man  to  mend. 

The  tree  of  knowledge,  once  in  Eden  plac*d. 
Was  eafy  found,  but  was  forbid  the  tafte  : 
O,  had  our  grandfirc  walk'd  without  his  wife. 
He  firft  had  fought  the  better  plant  of  life  ! 
Now  both  are  loft  :  yet,  wandering  in  the  dark, 
Phyficians,  for  the  tree,  have  found  the  bark  : 
They,  labouring  for  relief  of  human  kind. 
With  iharpen'd  fight  fome  reme.lics  may  find  5 
Th'  apothecary-train  is  wholly  blind. 
From  files  a  random  recipe  they  take. 
And  many  deaths  of  one  prcfcription  make. 
Garth,  generous  as  his  Mufe,  prefcrihes  and  gives  5 
The  iliupman  fells  i  and  by  deftrudlion  lives  : 


\ 
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tJngratefuI  tribe !  who,  like  the  viper's  brood. 
From  medicine  ifluing,  ftick  their  mother's  bl()odl 
Let  thcfe  obey ;  and  let  the  leam'd  prefcribe  j 
That  men  may  die,  without  a  double  bribe  : 
Let  them,  but  under  their  fuperiors,  kill  j 
When  do£l:ors  firft  have  fign'd  the  bloody  bill  « 
He  fcapes  the  beft,  who,  nature  to  repair, 
t>hiW8  phyfic  from  the  ifields^  in  draughts  of  vitsJ  air^ 

You  hoard  not  health,  for  your  own  private  ufe  j 
But  on  the  public  fpend  the  rich  produce. 
When,  often  urg'd,  unwilling  to  be  great. 
Your  country  calls  you  from  your  lovM  retreat. 
And  fehds  to  fenates,  charg'd  widi  commcta  cire. 
Which  none  more  fhuns ;  and  none  can  better  f>ear : 
Where  coold  they  find  another  fokrhM  fo  fit, 
To  poifc,  with  folid  fenfe,  a  fprightly  wit ! 
Were  thefe  both  wanting,  as  they  both  abound. 
Where  could  fo  firm  integrity  be  found  ? 
Well  born,  and  wealthy,  wanting  no  fupport. 
You  ftect  betwixt  the  country  ^nd  thfe  court : 
Nor  gratify  whatever  the  great  defire. 
Nor  grudging  give,  what  public  needs  require. 
Part  muft  be  left,  a  fund  when  foes  invade  5 
And  part  employ'd  to  roll  the  witery  trade  : 
Ev'n  Canaan's  happy  land,  when  worn  with  toft, 
Requir'd  a  fabbath-year  to  mend  the  meagre  foil. 

Good  fenators  (and  fuch  as  you)  To  give. 
That  kings  may  be  fupply'd,  the  people  thrive. 
And  he,  when  want  requires,  is  truly  wife,  J 

Who  flights  riot  foreign  aids,  toor  orer-buys ;  > 

But  on  our  nauve  ftttu^lft^  tdme  of  need,  relies.     J 
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Munfter  was  bought,  we  boafl  not  the  fuccefs ; 
Who  fights  for  gain,  for  greater  makes  his  peace. 

Our  foes,  compeird  by  need,  have  peace  embrace  s 
The  peace  both  parties  want,  is  like  to  laft : 
Which  if  fecure,  fecurcly  we  may  trade  5 
Or,  not  fecure,  fhould  never  have  been  made. 
Safe  in  ourfelves,  while  on  ourfelves  we  (hmd. 
The  fea  is  ours,  and  that  defends  the  land. 
Be,  then,  the  naval  (lores  the  nation^s  care. 
New  (hips  to  build,  and  batterM  to  repair. 

Obferve  the  war,  in  every  annual  courfe  i 
What  ha€  been  done,  was  done  with  Briti(h  force : 
Namur  fubdued,  is  £ngland*s  palm  alone ; 
The  re(l  befieg'd  5  but  we  conftrainM  the  town  : 
We  faw  th'  event  that  followed  oiu*  fuccefs  ; 
France,  though  pretending  arms,  purfued  the  peace} 
Obliged,  by  one  fole  treaty,  to  reftore 
What  twenty  years  of  war  had  won  before. 
Enough  for  Europe  has  our  Albion  fought : 
Let  us  enjoy  the  peace  our  blood  has  bought. 
When  once  the  Perfian  king  was  put  to  flight. 
The  weary  Macedons  refusM  to  (ight : 
Themfelves  their  own  mortality  confefs'd  j 
And  left  the  fon  of  Jove,  to  quarrel  for  the  reft. 

Ev'n  viftors  arc  by  victories  undone  5 
Thus  Hannibal,  with  foreign  laurels  won. 
To  Carthage  was  recalled,  too  late  to  keep  his  own 
While  fore  of  battle,  while  our  wounds  are  green. 
Why  (hould  we  tempt  the  doubtful  dye  again  ? 

L  3  la 
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In  wars  renew'd,  uncertain  of  fuccefs ; 
Sure  of  a  ihare,  as  umpit  es  of  the  peace. 

A  patriot  both  the  king  and  country  ferves  : 
Prerocrative,  and  privilege,  preferves  : 
Of  each  our  laws  the  certain  limit  (how  ; 
One  muft  not  ebb,  nor  t'  other  overflow  : 
Betwixt  the  prince  and  parliament  we  ftand  ; 
The  barriers  of  the  (late  on  either  hand  : 
May  neither  overflow,  for  then  they  drown  the  land 
When  both  are  full,  they  feed  our  blefs'd  abode  ; 
Liice  thofe  that  water'd  once  the  paradife  of  God. 

Some  ovcrpoiic  of  fway,  by  turns,  they  (hare  j 
In  peace  the  people,  and  the  prince  in  war  : 
Confuls  of  moderate  power  in  calms  were  made  j 
When  the  Gauls  came,  one  fole  di6lator  fway'd. 

Patriots,  in  peace,  aflert  the  people's  right  j 
With  noble  ftubbornnefs  refifting  might : 
No  liwlefs  mandates  from  the  court  receive, 
Nor  lend  by  force,  but  in  a  body  give. 
Such  was  your  generous  grandfire  j  free  to'  grant 
In  parliaments,  that  weighM  their  nrince's  want : 
But  fo  tenacious  of  the  common  caufe. 
As  not  to  lend  the  king  againft  his  laws. 
And  in  a  loathfome  dungeon  doora'd  to  lie. 
In  bonds  retainM  his  birthright  liberty. 
And  fham'd  opprefTion,  till  it  fet  him  free. 
•    O  true  defcendant  of  a  patriot  line, 
Who,  while  thou  fliifft, their  luftre,  Icnd'ft  them  thine, 
Vouchfafe  this  piflure  of  thy  foul  to  feej 
*Tjs  fo  far  good,  aS  it  refembles  thee  . 

The 
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The  beauties  to  th'  original  I  owe ; 
Which  when  I  mifs,  my  own  defefls  I  fhow : 
Nor  think  the  kindred  Mufes  thy  difgrace  : 
A  poet  is  not  born  in  every  race. 
Two  of  a  houfe  few  ages  can  afford  ; 
One  to  perform,  another  to  record. 
Praife-worthy  actions  are  by  thee  embrac'd  ; 
And  'tis  my  praife,  to  make  thy  praifes  laft. 
For  ev'n  when  death  diflblves  our  human  frame. 
The  foul  returns  to  heaven  from  whence  it  came ; 
Earth  keeps  the  body,  verfe  preferves  the  fame. 

.  EPISTLE  THE  FOURTEENTH. 

ToSir  Godfrey  Kneller,  principal  Painter 
to  his  Majefty. 

^NCE  I  beheld  the  faireft  of  her  kind. 
And  ftill  the  fweet  idea  charms  my  mind  : 
True,  (he  was  dumb ;  for  nature  gazM  fo  long, 
rleasM  with  her  work,  that  (he  forgot  her  tongue  5 
But,  fmjling,  faid.  She  ftill  fhall  gain  the  prize  j 
I  only  have  transferred  it  to  her  eyes. 
Such  are  thy  pictures,  Kneller  :  fuch  thy  fkill. 
That  nature  feems  obedient  to  thy  will  5 
Comes  out,  and  metts  thy  pencil  in  the  draught  5 
Lives  there,  and  wants  but  words  to  fpeak  her  thought. 
At  lelft  thy  pi6lurcs  look  a  voice ;  and  we 
Imagine  founds,  deceived  to  that  degree. 
We  think  'tis  fomewhat  more  than  juft  to  fee. 

L    4.  ^-^i^QW^ 
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Shadows  are  but  privations  of  the  light  \ 
Yet,  wh?n  we  walk,  they  (hoot  before  the  fight  j 
With  us  approach,  retire,  strife,  and  fall ; 
Nothing  themfelves,  and  yet  exprefling  all* 
Such  are  thy  pieces,  imitating  life 
So  near,  they  almoft  conquer  in  the  ftrifej 
And  from  their  animated  canvafs  came. 
Demanding  fouls,  and  loofenM  from  the  frame* 

Prometheus,  were  he  here,  would  caft  away 
His  Adam,  and  refufc  a  foul  to  clay  ; 
And  either  would  thy  noble  work  infpire. 
Or  think  it  warm  enough  without  his  fire. 
■  But  vulgar  hands  niay  vulgar  likenefs  raife  j 
This  is  the  leaft  attendant  on  thy  praife  :     •    ^. 
From  hence  the  rudiments  of  art  began  j 
A  coal,  or  chalk,  firft  imitated  man  : 
Perhnps  the  fliadow,  taicen  on  a  wall, 
Gave  outlines  to  the  rude  original ; 
Ere  capv^fs  yet  was  ftrainM,  before  the  grace 
Of  blended  colours  fcund  their  ufe  and  place, 
Or  cyprefs  tablets  firft  receivM  a  face. 

By  ilow  degrees  the  godlike  art  adyancM  5 
As  man  grew  polifh'd,  pi^ure  was  inhanc'd  : 
Greece  added  pofture,  fhadc,  and  perfpe^live  j 
And  then  the  mimic  piece  began  to  live. 
Yet  perfpc6livf  w:is  lame,  no  difta,Ke  true, 
But  all  came  forward  in  one  conjmon  view  : 
No  point  of  light  was  known,  no  bounds  of  art  j 
When  light  was  there,  it  kpew  not  to  depart, 

But 
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But  glaring  on  remoter  ohjedls  playM  j 
Not  languifh'd,  and  infenfibly  depay'd. 

Rome  rais'd  not  art,  but  b?rely  kept  alive, 
And  with  old  Greece  unequally  djd  ftrive  ; 
Till  Goths  and  Vandals,  ^  rude  northern  r^ce. 
Did  all  the  matchlefs  moni|ipents  deface. 
Then  all  the  Mtifes  in  one  ruin  He, 
And  rhyme  begr.n  t'  enervate  poetry. 
Thus,  in  a  ftupid  military  ftate^^ 
The  pen  and  pencil  find  an  equal  fate. 
Flat  faces,  fuch  as  would  djfgrace  a  flcreeq. 
Such  as  in  Bantam''s  emb^flfy  were  feen, 
Unrais'd,  unrounded,  were  the  rude  delight 
Of  brutal  nations,  only  born  tg  fight. 

Long  time  the  fifter  arts,  in  iron  fleep, 
A  heavy  fabbath  did  fupinely  keep  : 
At  length,  in  Raphael's  age,  at  once  tl>ey  rife. 
Stretch  all  their  limbs,  and  open  all  their  eyes. 

Thence  rofe  the  Roman,  and  the  Lombard  liije ; 
One  colourM  beft,  and  one  did  beft  defign. 
Raphael's,  like  Homef  s,  v/as  the  nobler  part, 
put  Titian's  painting  lookM  like  Virgil's  art. 

Thy  genius  gives  thee  both  j  where  true  defign, 
Poftures  unforc'd,  and  lively  colours  join. 
Likcnefs  is  ever  there  ;  but  ftill  the  beft. 
Like  proper  thoughts  in  lofty  language  dreft : 
Where  light,  to  (hades  dcfccnding,  plays,  not  ftrives, 
Dies  by  degrees,  and  by  tlegiees  revives. 
Of  various  parts  a  perfe6t  whole  is  wrought : 
Thy  pictures  think,  and  we  divine  their  thought. 
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Shakefpeare,  thy  gift,  I  place  before  my  fight : 
With  awe,  I  a(k  his  blefling  ere  I  write  j 
With  reverence  look  on  his  majeftic  face  ; 
Proud  to  be  lefs,  but  of  his  godh'ke  race. 
His  foul'  infpires  me,  while  thy  praife  I  write. 
And  I,  like  Teucer,  under  Ajax  fight : 
Bids  thee,  through  me,  be  bold  -,  with  dauntlefs  breaft 
Contemn  the  bad,  and  emulate  the  beft. 
Like  his,  thy  criticks  in  th'  attempt  are  loft  : 
When  moft  they  rail,  know  then,  they  envy  moft. 
In  vain  they  fnarl  aloof ;  a  noily  croud. 
Like  women s  anger,  impotent  and  loud. 
While  they  their  barren  induftry  deplore, 
Pafs  on  fecure,  and  mind  the  goal  before. 
Old  as  (he  is,  my  Mufe  (hall  march  behind. 
Bear  off  the  blaft,  and  intercept  the  wind. 
Our  arts  are  fifters,  though  not  twins  in  birth : 
For  hymns  were  fung  in  Eden's  happy  earth  : 
But  oh,  the  painter  Mufe,  though  laft  in  place. 
Has  feiz'd  the  blefTmg  firft,  like  Jacob's  race. 
Apelles'  art  an  Alexander  found  ;  1 

And  Raphael  did  with  Leo's  gold  abound  ;  > 

But  Homer  was  with  barren  laurel  crownM.  j 

Thou  hadft  thy  Charles  a  while,  and  fo  had  I  j 
But  pafs  we  that  unpleafing  image  by. 
Rich  in  thyfelf,  and  of  thyfelf  divine; 
All  pilgrims  come  and  offer  at  thy  flirine. 
A  graceful  truth  thy  pencil  can  command  ; 
The  fair  thcmfelves  go  raenJcd  from  thy  hand. 

Liken  efs 
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Likenefij  appears  in  every  lineament; 

But  likenefs  in  thy  work  is  eloquent. 

Though  nature  there  her  true  refemblance  bearSy 

A  nobler  beauty  in  thy  piece  appears. 

So  warm  thy  work,  fo  glows  the  generous  frame^ 

Flelh  looks  lefs  living  in  the  lovely  dame. 

Thou  paint'ft  as  we  defcribe,  improving  ftill, 

When  on  wild  nature  we  ingraft  our  ikill  5 

But  not  creating  beauties  at  our  will. 

But  poets  are  confin'd  in  narrower  fpace, 
To  fpeak  the  language  of  their  native  place  : 
The  piinter  widely  ftretches  his  command  5 
Thy  pencil  fpeaks  the  tongue  of  evciy  land. 
From  hence,  my  friend,  all  climates  are  your  own, 
Nor  can  you  forfeit,  for  you  hold  of  none. 
All  nations  all  immunities  will  give 
To  make  you  theirs,  where'er  you  pleafe  to  live; 
And  not  feven  cities,  but  the  world  would  ftrive. 

Sure  fome  propitious  planet  then  did  fmile. 
When  firft  you  were  condu6led  to  this  ifle  : 
Our  genius  brought  you  here,  t'inlarge  our  fame; 
For  your  good  ftars  arc  every  where  ihe  fame . 
Thy  matchlefs  hand,  of  every  region  free, 
Adopts  our  climate,  not  our  climate  thee. 

Great  Rome  and  Venice  early  did  impart 
To  thee  th""  examples  of  their  wondrous  art. 
Thofe  mafters  then,  but  feen,  not  underftood. 
With  generous  emulation  fir'd  thy  blood  : 
Foy  what  in  nature's  dawn  the  child  admirM, 
The  youth  endeavoured,  and  the  man  acqiiir'd. 
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If  yet  thou  haft  not  reachM  their  high  degree, 
*Tis  only  wanting  tp  this  age,  not  thee. 
Thy  genius,  bounded  by  the  times,  like  mine, 
Drudges  on  petty  draughts,  noj  dare  de%Q 
A  more  ^s^aU^d  wpjk,  and  more  divine. 
For  what  a  fong,  qr  ienfelefs  opera, 
1$  to  the  Hying  labour  of  a  play  j 
<^r  what  a  play  to  Virgil's  work  would  be, 
:^uch  is  a  fmgle  piece  to  hi^ory. 

But  we,  wjio  life  beftow,  ourfelvcs  mnft  liye  : 
Kings  cannot  reigni  unlefs  their  fubjefts  give  5 
And  they,  who  pay  the  taxes,  bear  the  rule : 
Thus  thou,  fometimes,  art  forc'd  to  draw  a  fool  s 
But  fp  Jiis  follies  in  thy  pofture  fink, 
The  fenfelefs  ideot  feems  at  laft  to  think« 

Good  heaven  !  that  fots  and  knaves  fhould  be  fo  vain, 
To  wifh  their  vjje  refeipbl^nce  may  remain  ! 
And  ftand  recorded,  at  their  own  requeft. 
To  future  days,  a  libel  pr  a  jeft ! 

Elfe  fliould  we  fee  your  noble  pencjl  trace 
Our  unities  <^f  a^ion,  time,  and  place  : 
A  whole  conipos'd  of  parts,  and  thofe  the  beft. 
With  every  various  character  expreft  : 
Heroes  at  large,  and  at  a  nearer  view  j 
Lefs,  and  at  diftance,  an  ignobler  crew. 
While  all  the  figures  in  one  a6lion  join, 
As  tending  to  complete  the  main  defign. 

More  cannot  be  by  mortal  art  expreft  } 
But  venerable  age  fhall  add  the  reft. 

For 
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For  Time  fhall  with  his  reldy  pencil  ftanti  j 
Retouch  your  figures  with  his  rijietllng  hand  j 
Mellow  your  colours^  and  imbrown  thte  teiht } 
Add  every  grace,  which  Time  alone  clii  grant  $ 
To  future  ages  Ihali  your  fame  convey^ 
And  gire  more  beauties  thah  He  takes  away. 

EPISTLE  THE   FIFTEENTH. 

A  familiar  Epiftlc  to  Mr.  Julian,  Secretary  df 
the  M^ufes. 

T^  H  O  U  eothmoh  ihbit  of  this  peietie  to^, 
*■*    Whel-e  all  the  Cerements  of  wit  arc  dtrowfls 
Forfonnel,  fatyr,  bawdry,  blafphehiy, 
Are  emptied,  and  difburdenM  all  ii\  thei6 : 
The  choleric  wight  untrufling  all  in  n^ 
Finds  thee,  and  lays  his  loid  upon  thy  ]^agte : 
Thou  Julian,  61*  thoU  wife  Vefpafian  rather, 
Doft  frovA  this  d\itYg  thy  Well-pickt  guineas  gather. 
All  mifchief  's  t!iine>  tranfcnbing  ifiou  wilt  ftdbp, 
From  lofty  Middlefek  to  tewly  Scroop. 
What  tiittes  are  thefe,  when  in  the  heroes  rddvb,         S 
ftow-bendtng  Ciipid  doth  WitH  Ballalds  come,  l» 

Khd  little  Aftott  oflfers  tto  the  burti  ?  J 

Can  two  fuch  j^giirie^  fuch  a  weight  fupport. 
Two  fuch  TofH-'fhumbs  of  fatire  m  a  court? 
Poor  George  grows  old,  his  Mufe  worn  out  of  fafhioh, 
Hoarfely  he  fung  E^helia^s  lamentation. 
Lefs  art  thou  help'd  by  Dryden's  bed-rid  age. 
That  drone  has  loft  his  fting  upon  the  fta^  \ 

5  ^^^OwN^ 
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Refolve  me,  poor  apoftate,  this  my  doubt, 
What  hope  haft  thou  to  rub  this  winter  out  ? 
Know,  and  be  thankful  then,  for  Providence 
By  me  hath  fent  thee  this  intelligence. 

A  knight  there  is,  if  thou  canft  gain  his  grace. 
Known  by  the  name  of  the  Hard-favourM  Face, 
For  prowefs  of  the  pen  renownM  is  he. 
From  Don  Quixote  defcended  lineally  5 
And,  though  like  him  unfortunate  he  prove. 
Undaunted  in  attempts  of  wit  and  love. 
Of  his  unfinifhM  face,  what  fhall  I  fay  ? 
But  that  'twas  made  of  Adam's  own  red  clay. 
That  much,  much  ochre  was  on  it  beftow'd, 
God's  image  'tis  not,  but  fome  Indian  god  ; 
Our  Chriftian  earth  can  no  refemblance  bring 
But  ware  of  Portugal  for  fuch  a  thing ; 
Such  carbuncles  his  fiery  face  confefs. 
As  no  Hungarian  water  can  redrefs. 
A  face  which  (hould  he  fee  (but  heaven  was  kind. 
And,  to  indulge  his  felf,  Love  made  him  blind.) 
He  durft  not  ftir  abroad  for  fear  to  meet 
Curfes  of  teeming  women  in  the  ftreet : 
The  beft  could  happen  from  this  hideous  fight,  1 

Js  that  they  fhould  mifcarry  with  the  fright—  > 

Heaven  guard  them  from  the  likenefs  of  the  knight !  } 
Such  is  our  charming  Strephon's  outward  man. 
His  inward  parts  let  thofe  difclofe  who  can  : 
One  while  he  honoureth  Birtha  with  his  flame. 
And  now  he  chants  no  Icfs  Lovifa's  name ; 

For 
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For  when  his  pailion  hath  been  bubbling  long. 

The  fcum  at  laft  boils  up  into  a  fong  5 

And  fui^e  no  mortal  creature  at  one  time. 

Was  e'er  fo  far  o'ergone  with  love  and  rhyme. 

To  his  dear  felf  of  poetry  he  talks. 

His  hands  and  feet  are  fcanning  as  he  walks  $ 

His  writhing  looks  his  pangs  of  wit  accufe. 

The  airy  fymptoms  of  a  breeding  Mufe, 

And  all  to  gain  the  great  Lovifa's  grace. 

But  never  pen  did  pimp  for  fuch  a  face  j 

There's  not  a  nymph  in  city,  town,  or  court. 

But  Strephon's  billet-doux  has  been  their  fport. 

Still  he  loves  on,  yet  ftill  he  's  fure  to  mifs. 

As  they  who  wafh  an  ^thiop's  face,  or  his. 

What  fat^  unhappy  Strephon  does  attend  ? 

Never  to  get  a  miftrefs,  nor  a  friend. 

Strephon  alike  both  wits  and  fools  deteft, 

'Caufe  he's  like  iEfop's  batt,  half  bird,  half  beaft  | 

For  fools  t»  poetry  have  no  pretence, 

And  common  wit  fuppofes  common  fenfe. 

Not  quite  fo  low  as  fool,  nor  quite  a-top, 

He  hangs  between  them  both,  and  is  a  fop. 

His  morals  like  his  wit  are  motley  too. 

He  keeps  from  arrant  knave  with  much  ado. 

But  vanity  and  lying  fo  prevail. 

That  one  grain  more  of  each  would  turn  the  fcale : 

He  would  be  more  a  villain  had  he  time. 

But  he 's  fo  wholly  taken  up  with  rhyme, 

That  he  miftakes  his  talent  5  all  his  care 

Is  to  be  thought  a  poet  fine  and  fair. 
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Small-beer  and  ghrel  are  his  meat  and  drink^ 
The  diet  he  prefcribes  kiftifelf  to  think  5 
Rhyme  next  his  heart  he  takes  at  the  morii  p^ft 
Some  love-epiftles  at  the  hour  of  fleep  i 
So  betwixt  elegy  and  od^  ^^^e  fee 
Strephon  is  in  a  cbttrfe  of  poetry  : 
This  is  the  man  oi-diiA'd  to  do  thee  good. 
The  pelican  to  feed  thefc  with  his  bk)od  $ 
Thy  wit,  thy  po6t,  »ay  thy  friehd,  for  he 
Is  fit  to  be  a  frifcnd  to  none  but  thee. 
Make  fure  of  him  arid  of  his  Mufe  bitiities. 
For  all  his  fludy  is  hung  tound  with  rhymes. 
Laugh  at  him>  juftle  him^  yet  ftill  ht  writes. 
In  rhyme  he  chaDengtib,  in  rhyme  he  ftghtsf 
Charged  with  the  iaft,  and  bafeft  infamy. 
His  bufinefs  is  to  think  what  rhymes  to  lye  j 
Which  found,  in  fury  bt  retorts  again, 
Strephon 's  a  very  dragon  at  his  pen  5 
His  brother  murder'dj  and  his  mother  whor'd. 
His  miilrefs  loft,  aAd  yet  his  pen 's  his  fword. 
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EPITAPHS. 


I. 

To  the  Memory  of  Mr.  Oldham. 

FAREWE  LL,  too  little  and  too  lately  known. 
Whom  I  began  to  think,  and  call  my  own  : 
For  furc  our  fouls  were  near  allied,  and  thine 
Caft  in  the  fame  poetic  mould  with  mine. 
One  common  note  on  either  lyre  did  ftrike, 
And  knaves  and  fools  we  both  adhorrM  alike. 
To  the  fame  goal  did  both  our  ftudies  drive  i 
The  la(^  fet  out,  the  fooneft  did  arrive. 
Thus  Nifus  fell  upon  the  flippery  place, 
Whilft  his  young  friend  performed,  and  won  the  race. 
O  early  ripe !  to  thy  abundant  ftore 
What  could  advancing  age  have  added  more  ? 
It  might  (what  nature  never  gives  the  young) 
Have  uught  the  fmoothnefs  of  thy  native  tongue* 
Btttiktire  needs  notthoie*  and  wit  will  ihin« 
Through  the  harfh  cadence  of  a  ruggctt  Une. 
A  noble  errorj  and  but  feldom  tnade^ 
When  poets  are  by  too  much  forc^  tsctt^^^'d 
^        V0L,JL  M 
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Thy  generous  fruits,  though  gathered  ere  their  prime. 
Still  (hew'd  a  quicknefs  ;  and  maturing  tine 
But  mellows  what  we  write,  to  the  dull  fweets 

rhyme. 

Once  more,  hail,  and  farewel ;  farewel,  thou  young. 
But  ah  too  fhort,  Marcellus  of  our  tongue  ! 
Thy  brows  with  ivy,  and  with  laurels  bound  ; 
But  fate  and  gloomy  night  encompafs  thee  around* 

ir; 

To  the  pious  Memory  of  the  accomplifc^  young 
Lady  Mrs.  Anne  Killi grew,  excellent  in  the 
two  Sifter- Arts  of  Poesy  and  Painting. 

ANODE, 


^'Tp  H  O  U  youngeft  virgin-daughter  of  the  ikles^ 
,-*-     Made  in  the  laft  promotion  of  the  bleft  i 
Whofe  palms,  new-pluck'd  from  paradife. 
In  fpreading  branches  more  fublimely  rife. 
Rich  with  immortal  green  above  the  reft  : 
Whether,  adopted  to  fome  neighbouring  ftar. 
Thou  roirft  above  us,  in  thy  wandering  race» 
Or,  in  proceffion  fix'd  and  regular, 
MovM  with  the  heaven  majeftic  pace  j 
Or,  caird  to  more  fuperior  blifs, 
Thou  treadft,  with  feraphims,  the  vaft  abyfs  : 
Whatever  happy  region  is  thy  place, 
-Cca/c  thy  celeftlal  fon^  a\\\x\t  V^^^-\ 
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f  hou  wilt  have  time  enough  for  hymns  divine» 

Since  heaven^s  eternal  year  is  thine. 
^,e^  then  a  mortal  Mufe  thy  praife  rehearfe^ 

In  no  ignoble  verfe  j 
But  fuch  a?  thy  own  voice  did  pra^ife  here, 
When  thy  firft  fruits  of  Poefy  were  given  5 
To  make  thyfelf  a  welcome  inmate  there  i 
While  yet  a  young  probationer, 
And  candidate  of  heaven. 
II. 

If  by  traduftion  Came  thy  mind. 

Our  wonder  is  the  ]e(s  to  find 
A  foul  fo  charming  from  a  ftook  ib  good ; 
Thy  father  was  transfused  into  thy  blood  5 
So  wert  thou  born  into  a  tuneful  ftrain. 
An  early,  rich,  and  inexhaufted  vein. 

But  if  thy  pre-exifting  foul 

Was  formed,  at  firft,  with  myriads  roorcy 
It  did  through  all  the  mighty  poets  roll. 

Who  Greek,  or  Latin  laurels  wore, 
And  was  that  Sappho  laft,  which  once  it  was  before* 

If  fo,  then  ceafe  thy  flight,  O  heaven-bom  mind  I 

Thou  haft  no  drofs  to  purge  from  thy  rich  ore  s 

Nor  can  thy  foul  a  fairer  manfion  find, 

Than  was  the  beauteous  frame  (he  left  behind  : 
Return  to  fill  or  mend  the  choif  of  thy  celeftiai  kind. 
III. 

May  we  prefumc  to  fay,  that,  at  thy  birth, 
.New  joy  v/as  fprung  in  heaven,  as  well  as  here  on  earths 


\ 
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For  fure  the  milder  planets  did  combine 
On  thy  aufpicious  horofcope  to  ihine. 
And  ev*n  the  mod  malicious  were  in  trine. 
Thy  brother-angels  at  thy  birth 

Strung  each  hi^Jyre,  and  tun'd  it  high. 
That  all  the  people  of  the  flcy 
Might  know  a  poetefs  was  born  on  earth. 

And  then,  if  ever,  mortal  ears 
Had  heard  the  mufic  of  the  fpheres. 
And  if  no  cluttering  fwarm  of  bees 
On  thy  fweet  mouth  diftiird  their  golden  dew, 
'Twas  that  fuch  vulgar  miracles 
Heaven  had  not  leifure  to,  renew  : 
For  all  thy  bleft  fraternity  of  love 
Solemnized  there  thy  birth,  and  kept  thy  holy-day  above, 
IV. 
O  gracious  God  !  how  far  have  we 
Prophan'd  thy  heavenly  gift  of  poefy  ? 
Made  prottitute  and  profligate  the  Mufc, 
Debased  to  each  obfcene  and  impttous  ufe, 
Whofe  harmony  was  firft  ordainM  above 
For  tongues  of  angels,  and  for  hymns  of  love  ? 
O  wretched  we  !  why  were  we  hurryM  down 

This  lubrique  and  adulterate  age, 
(Nay  added  fat  pollutions  of  our  own) 
T'  increafe  the  llreaming  ordures  of  the  ftagc  ? 
What  can  we  fay  t'  excufe  our  fecond  fall  ? 
Let  this  thy  vettal,  heaven,  atone  for  all  : 
Her  Arethullan  ftrcam  remains  unfoil'd, 

Unmix'i 
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Unmix'd  with  foreign  filth,  and  undefird  j 
Her  wit  was  more  than  man,  her  innocence  a  child. 
V. 

Art  /he  had  none,  yet  wanted  none  i 

For  nature  did  that  want  fupply  : 

So  rich  in  trealures  of  her  own, 

She  might  our  boafled  (lores  defy  1 
Such  noble  vigour  did  her  veife  adorn. 
That  it  feem'd  borrowed,  where  'twas  only  bom. 
Her  morals  too  were  in  her  bofom  bred» 

By  great  examples  daily  fed. 
What  in  the  bcft  of  books,  Iwr  father's  life,  ihe  read. 
And  to  be  read  herfelf  (he  need  not  fear ; 
Each  tcft,  and  every  light,  her  Mufc  will  bear. 
Though  Epiftetus  with  his  lamp  were  there. 
Ev'n  love  (for  love  fometimes  her  Mufe  expreft) 
Was  but  a  lambent  flame  which  play'd  about  her  breaft  s 
Light  as  the  vapours  of  a  morning  dream. 
So  cold  herfulf,  whilft  (he  fuch  warmth  expreft, 
^Twas  Cupid  bathing  in  Diana's  ftream. 

VI.        ^ 
Bom  to  the  fpacious  empire  of  the  Nine, 
One  would  have  thought,  (he  (hould  have  been  content 
To  manage  well  that  mighty  government ; 
But  what  can  young  ambitious  fouls  confine  i 

To  the  next  realm  (he  ftretch'd  her  fway. 

For  Painture  near  adjoining  lay, 
A  plcfkiteous  province,  and  alluring  prey. 
A  Chamber  of  Dependencies  was  fram'd. 

M  3  (As 
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{Ai  conquerors  will  never  want  pretence, 
Wlicn  arm*d»  to  jiiftify  th'  offence) 

And  the  whole  fief,  in  right  of  PoeOy,  (he  claim'* J* 

The  country  open  lay  without  defence  : 

For  Pcets  frequent  inroads  there  had  made. 
And  perfectly  could  reprefent 
The  fliape,  the  face,  with  every  lineament  f 

And  all  the  \urgc  domains  which  the  Dumb  Sifter  fwayM. 
All  bow'd  beneath  her  government, 
KeceivM  in  triumph  wherefoe'er  /he  went. 

Her  pencil  drew,  whatever  her  foul  defign'd. 

And  oft  fhe  happy  draught  fiirpafs*d  the  image  in  htt 
mind. 
The  iyivan  fcenes  of  herds  and  flocks* 
And  fruitful  plains  and  barren  rocks. 
Of  fhallow  brooks  that  flow'd  fo  clear, 
The  bottom  did  the  top  appear  j 
Of  deeper'too  and  ampler  floods, 
Which,  as  in  mirrors,  (hew'd  the  woods  5 
Of  lofty  trees,  with  facred  fhades, 
And  perfpeftivcs  of  pleafant  glades. 
Where  nymphs  orbrighteft  form  appear. 
And  ihaggy  Satyrs  ftanding  near, 
Which  them  at  once  admire  and  fear. 
The  niins  too  of  fome  mnjeftic  piece, 
BoafUng  the  power  of  ancient  Koir.e  or  Greece, 
Whofe  ftatucs,  freezes,  columns,  broken  lie. 
And,  though  defac'd,  the  wonder  of  the  eye  ; 
What  nature,  art,  bold  nilicn,  e'er  durft  frame, 

ihr  iorming  haft^ll  gave  feature  tc  the  name. 

I  So 


I 
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So  ftrange  a  concourfe  ne>r  was  ften  before^ 
But  when  the  peopled  ark  the  whole  creation  bore. 
VII. 

The  fcene  then  cliang'd,  with  bold  erefted  look 
Our  martial  king  the  fight  with  reverence  ftrook  t 
For,  not  content  t'  exprefs  his  outward  part, 
Her  hand  call'd  out  the  image  of  his  heart  r 
His  warlike  mind,  his  foul  devoid  of  fear, 
His  high-defigning  thoughts  were  figured  there. 
As  when,  by  magic,  ghofts  are  made  appear. 

Our  phoenix  queen  was  pourtray'd  too  fo  bright. 
Beauty  alone  could  beauty  take  (b  right : 
Her  drefs,  her  fhape,  her  matchlefs  grace, 
"Wcu  all  obfervM,  a»  well  as  heavenly  face. 
With  fuch  a  peerlcfs  majefty  fhe  (lands. 
As  in  that  day  (he  took  the  crown  from  facred  hands  : 
Before  a  train  of  heroines  was  fcen, 
In  beauty  forcmoft,  as  in  rank,  the  queen. 

Thus  nothing  to  her  genius  was  deny'd. 
But  like  a  ball  of  fire  the  further  thrown. 
Still  with  a  greater  blaze  ihc  (hone,. 
And  her  bright  foul  broke  out  on  every  fu?e. 
What  next  (he  had  de(ign*d,  heaven  only  knows : 
To  fuch  immoderate  growth  her  conquelt  rofe, 
That  Fate  alone  itr  progref»^  could  oppofe. 
VIII. 
Now  all  thofe  charms,  that  blooming  grace. 
The  well-proportionM  (hape,  and  beauteous  face. 
Shall  never  more  be  feen  by  mortul  eyes  j 
In  earth  the  much-lamented  virgin  lies. 

M.4.  ^Qfc. 
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Not  wit,  nor  piety,  could  fate  prevent  5 
'Nor  was  the  cruel  deftmy  content        *    ' 
To  finiih  all  the  murder  at  a  blow. 
To  fweep  at  once  her  Hfe  and  beauty  too  5   '    • 
But,  like  a  hardenM  felon,  took  a  pride 

To  work  more  mifchievoufly  flow. 
And  plundered  firft,  and  then  deftroy*d.    ' 
O  double  facrilege  on  things  divine. 
To  rob  thp  relick,  and  deface  the  ihrine  1 
But  thus  Orjnda  dy'd  : 
Heaven,  by  the  fame  difeafe,  did  both  tranflate  5 
As  equal  were  their  fouls,  fo  equal  was  their  ftite. 
IX. 
Meantime  her  warlike  brother  on  the  feas  ^ 

His  waving  ftreamers  to  the  winds  difplays. 
And  vows  for  his  return,  with  Vain  devotion,  pays. 
Ah,  generous  youth,  that  wifli  forbear. 
The  winds  too  foon  will  waft  thee  here  ! 
Slack  all  thy  falls,  and  fear  to  come, 
Alas,  thou  know'ft  not,  thou  art  wrecked  at  home.! 
No  more  fhalt  thou  behold  thy  lifter's  face. 
Thou  haft  already  had  her  laft  embrace. 
But  look  aloft,  and  if  thou  ken'ft  from  far 
Among  tlie  Pleiads  a  new-kindled  ftar, 
,  If  any  fparkles  than  th&  reft  more  bright ; 

'Tis  ftie  that  fhines  in  that  propitious  light. 
.        .    .  X.  .  .^ 

When  in  mId-air  the  golden  trump  fhall  found. 
To  raife  the  nations  under  ground  j 

1  When 
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When  in  the  valley  of  Jehofliaphat, 
The  judging  God  fliall  clofe  the  book  of  fate; 

And  there  the  l^ft  aflizes  keep, 

For  thofe  who  wake,  and  thofe  who  fleep : 

When  rattling  bones  together  fly, 

From  the  four  comers  of  the  Iky  5 
When  finews  o'er  the  Ikeletons  ^re  fpread, 
Thofe  clothM  with  flefh,  and  life  infpires  the  dead; 
The  facred  poets  firft  fhall  hear  the  found. 

And  foremoft  from  the  tomb  fliall  bound. 
For  they  are  cover M  with  the  lighteft  ground  5 
And  ftraight,  with  in-born  vigour,  on  the  wing. 
Like  mounting  larks,  to  the  new  morning  iing. 
There  thou,  fweet  Saint,  before  the  quire  (hall  go. 
As  harbinger  of  heaven,  the  way  to  fliow. 
The  way  which  thou  fo  well  haft  learnt  below. 

IIL 

Upon  the  Death  of  the  Earl  of  Dundee. 

Tranflated  from  the  Latin  of  Dr.  Pit  cairn. 

f^  H  laft  and  beft  of  Scots !  who  didft  maintain* 
^^  Thy  country's  freedom  from  a  foreign  reign ; 
New  people  fill  the  land,  now  thou  art  gone. 
New  gods  the  temples,  and  new  kings  the  throne. 
Scotland  and  thou  did  each  in  other  live ; 
Nor  would'ft  thou  her,  nor  could  flie  thee  furvive. 
Farewell,  who  dying  didft  fupport  the  ftate. 
And  ^ouldft  not  fall  but  with  tliy  country's  fate. 
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IV. 
1 L  E  O  N  O  R  A :  A  PaItegyric al  Poem, 

I)cdicated  to  the  Memory  of 
The  late  Countess  of  Abingdon. 


To  thcRight  HonW^  the  Earl  of  Abingbon,  &c. 

My  Lord, 
'Tp  H  E  commands  with  which  you  honoured  mc 
■*■  fomc  months  ago  are  now  performed :  they  had 
been  fooner ;  but  betwixt  ill  health,  fome  bufinefs,  and 
maify  troubles,  I  was  forced  to  defer  them  till  tlu» 
time.  Ovid,  going  to  his  banishment,  and  writing 
from  on  fhipboard  to  his  friends,  excufed  the  fkults  of 
his  poetry  by  his  misfortunes  j  and  told  them,  that 
good  verfes  never  flow  but  from  a  ferene  and  com- 
pofed  ipirit.  Wit,  which  is  a  kind  of  Mercury,  with 
wings  fattened  to  his  head  and  heels,  can  fly  but  flowly 
in  a  damp  air.  I  therefore  chofe  rather  to  obey  you 
late  than  ill  ^  if  at  lead  I  am  capable  of  writing  any 
things  at  any  time,  which  is  worthy  your  perufel  and 
your  patronage.  I  cannot  fay  that  I  have  efcaped  from 
a  fliipwreck;  but  have  only  gained  a  rock  by  hard 
fwimming  j  where  I  may  pant  a  while  and  gather  breath  c 
for  the  do6lors  give  me  a  fad  aflurance,  that  my  difeafe 
never  took  its  leave  of  any  man,  but  with  a  purpofe  to 
return.    However,  my  lord,  I  have  laid  held  on  the 

interval, 
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interval,  and  managed  the  fmall  dock,  which  age  ha» 
left  me,  to  the  beft  advantage,  in  performing  this  in- 
confiderable  fervice  to  my  lady's  memory.     We,  who 
are  priefts  of  Apollo,  have  not  the  infpiration  when  we 
pleafe ;  but  mu(l  wait  till  the  God  comes  ruihing  on  us, 
and  invades  us  with  a  fury  which  we  are  not  able  to 
fcfift:    which  gives  us  double  flrength  while  the  fit 
continues,  and  leaves  us  languishing  and  fpent  at  its- 
departure.     Let  me  not  feem  to  boaft,  my  lord  ;  for  I 
have  really  felt  it  on  this  occafion,  and  prophefied  be- 
yond my  natural  power.    Let  me  add,  and  hope  to  b& 
believed,  that  the  excellency  of  the  fubje6l  contributed 
much  to  the  happinels  of  the  execution ;  and  that  the 
weight  of  thirty  years  was  taken  off  me  while  I  was 
writing.     I  fwam  with  the  tide,  and  the  water  under  me 
was  buoyant.     The  reader  will  eafily  obferve,  that  I 
was  tranfported  by  the  multitude  and  variety  of  my 
(imilitudcs;  which  are  generally  the  produfl  of  a  luxu- 
riant fancy,  and  the  wantonnefs  of  wit.     Had  I  called 
in  my  judgment  to  my  ailiftance,  I  had  certainly  re- 
trenched many  of  them.     But  I  defend  them  not ;  let 
them  pafs  for  beautiful  faults  amongft  the  better  fort  of 
critics:  for  the  whole  poem,  though  written  in  that 
v^hich  they  call  Heroic  vei  fe,  is  of  the  Pindaric  nature, 
as  well  in  the  thought  as  the  expreflion ;  and,  as  fuch,. 
requires  the  fame  grains  of  allowance  for  it.     It  was 
intended,  as  your  lord/hip  fees  in  the  title,  not  for  an 
elegy,  but  a  panegyric :  a  kind   of  apotheofis,  indeed, 
if  a  Heathen  word  may  be  applied  to  a  Chriftian  ufe. 
And  on  all  occaru>n8  of  praife,  if  we  take  the  Ancients 
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for  our  patterns,  we  are  bound  by  prefcription  to  em- 
ploy the  magnificence  of  words,  and  the  force  of  figures, 
to  adorn  the  fublimity  of  thoughts.  Ifocratcs  amongft 
the  Grecian  orators,  and  Cicero  and  the  Younger 
Pliny  amongft  the  Romans,  have  left  us  their  prece- 
dents for  our  fecurity  :  for  I  think  I  need  not  mention 
the  inimitable  Pindar,  who  ftretches  on  thefe  pinions 
out  of  fight,  and  is  carried  upward,  as  it  were,  into 
another  world. 

This,  at  leaft,  my  lord,  I  may  juftly  plead,  that,  if  I 
have  not  performed  fo  well  as  I  think  I  have,  yet  I 
have  ufed  my  beft  endeavours  to  excel  myfelf.  One 
difadvantage  I  have  had ;  which  is,  never  to  have  known 
or  fecn  my  lady :  and  to  draw  the  lineaments  of  her 
mind  from  the  defcription  which  I  have  received  from 
others,  is  for  a  painter  to  fet  himfelf  at  work  without 
the  living  original  before  him  :  which,  the  more  beau- 
tiful it  is,  will  be  fo  much  the  more  difficult  for  him 
to  conceive,  when  he  has  only  a  relation  given  him  of 
fuch  and  fuch  features  by  an  acquaintance  or  a  friend, 
without  the  nice  touches  which  give  the  beft  refem- 
blance,  and  make  the  graces  of  the  piiSlure.  Every  ar- 
tift  is  apt  enough  to  flatter  himfelf  (and  I  amongft  the 
reft)  that  their  own  ocular  obfervations  would  have  dif- 
covcred  more  perfeftions,  at  leaft  others,  than  have 
been  delivered  to  them  :  though  I  have  received  mine 
from  the  beft  hands,  that  is,  from  pcrfons  who  neither 
want  a  juft  undcrftanding  of  my  lady's  worth,  nor  a 
due  veneration  for  her  niemoiy. 

Dealer  Donne,  the  greateft  wit,  though  not  the 
greateft  poet  of  o\ir  t\^X\ov>>  ^cVwViw* ledges,  that  he  had 
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never  feen  Mrs.  Drury,  whom  he  has  made  immortal  in 
his  admirable  Anniverfaries.  I  have  had  the  fame  for- 
tune, though  I  have  not  fuccceded  to  the  fame  genius. 
However,  I  have  followed  his  footfteps  in  the  defign  of 
his  panegyric ;  which  was  to  raife  an  emulation  in  the 
living,  to  copy  out  the  example  of  the  dead.  And 
therefore  it  was,  that  I  once  intended  to  have  called  this 
poem,  "  The  Pattern  :**  and  though,  on  a  fecond  con- 
fideration,  I  changed  the  title  into  the  name  of  the  illuf- 
trious  perfon,  yet  the  defign  continues,  and  Eleonora  is 
ftill  the  pattern  of  charity,  devotion,  and  humility  ;  of 
the  beft  wife,  the  beft  mother,  and  the  beft  of  friends. 

And  now,  my  lord,  though  I  have  endeavoured  to 
anfwer  your  commands,  yet  I  could  not  anfwerit  to  the 
world,  nor  to  my  confcience,  if  I  gave  not  .your  lord- 
fliip  my  teftimony  of  being  the  beft  hufband  now  living : 
I  fay  my  teftimony  only  5  for  the  praife  of  it  is  given 
you  by  yourfelf.  They  who  defpife  the  rules  of  virtue 
both  in  their  praflice  and  their  morals,  will  think  this  a 
very  trivial  commendation.  But  I  think  it  the  peculiar 
happinefs  of  the  Countefs  of  Abingdon,  to  have  been 
(6  truly  loved  by  you  while  (he  was  living,  and  fo 
gratefully  honoured  after  (he  was  dead.  Few  there  are 
who  have  either  had,  or  could  have,  fuch  a  lofs  ^  and 
yet  fewer  who  carried  their  love  and  conftancy  beyond 
the  grave.  The  exteriors  of  mourning,  a  decent  fune- 
ral, and  black  habits,  are  the  ufual  ftints  of  common 
hufbands  :  and  perhaps  their  wives  deferve  no  better 
than  to  be  mourned  with  hypocrify,  and  forgot  with 
cafe.     But  you  have  diftinguiftied  yourfelf  from  ordU 
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nary  lovers,  by  a  real  and  lading  grief  for  the  deceafed  | 
and  by  endeavouring  to  raife  for  her  the  moft  durable 
monument,  which  is  that  of  verfe.  And  fo  it  would 
have  proved,  if  the  workman  had  been  equal  to  the 
ytfork,  and  your  choice  of  the  artificer  as  happy  as  your 
defign.  Yet,  as  Phidias,  when  he  had  made  the  fta- 
tue  of  Miner\'a,  could  not  forbear  to  ingrave  his  own 
name,  as  author  of  the  piece  :  fo  give  me  leave  to  hope 
that,  by  fubfcribing  mine  to  this  poem,  I  may  live  by 
the  goddefs,  and  tranfmit  my  name  to  pofterity  by  the 
^)emory  of  hers.  'Tis  no  flattciy  to  affure  your  lord- 
fhip,  that  (he  is  remembered,  in  the  prefent  age,  by  all 
who  have  had  the  honour  of  her  converfation  and  ac- 
quaintance ;  and  that  I  have  never  been  in  any  com* 
pany,  fince  the  news  of  her  death  was  firft  brought  me^ 
where  they  have  not  extolled  her  virtues,  and  even 
fpoken  the  fame  things  of  her  in  profe  which  I  have 
done  in  verfe. 

I  therefore  think  myfelf  obliged  to  thank  your  lord- 
fliip  for  the  tommiflion  which  you  have  given  me  :  how 
1  have  acquitted  myfelf  of  it,  muft  be  loft  to  the  opi- 
nion of  the  world,  in  fpite  of  any  proteftation  which  I 
can  enter  againft  the  prefent  age,  as  incompetent  or  cor- 
rupt judges.  For  my  comfort,  they  are  but  Engliih- 
intn,  and,  as  fuch,  if  they  think  ill  of  me  to-day,  they 
9i'c  inccnftant  enough  to  think  well  of  me  to-morrow. 
And,  after  all,  I  have  not  much  to  thank  my  fortune 
that  I  was  born  amongft  them.  The  good  of  both  fexes 
qre  fo  few  in  England,  that  they  (land  like  exceptions 
a«:ainft  general  luks ;  and  though  one  of  thtm  has  dc- 
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fcrvcd  a  greater  commendation  than  I  could  give  her, 
they  have  taken  care  that  I  (hould  not  tire  my  pen  with 
frequent  exercife  on  the  like  fubjefts ;  that  praifes,  like 
taxes,  Ihould  be  appropriated,  and  left  almoft  as  indi- 
vidual as  the  perfon.  They  fay,  my  talent  is  fatire  t 
if  it  be  fo,  it  is  a  fruitful  age,  and  there  is  an  exti-aor- 
dinary  crop  to  gather.  But  a  fingle  hand  is  infufH- 
cient  for  fuch  a  harveft :  they  have  fown  the  dragon^s 
teeth  themfelves,  and  it  is  but  juft  they  ihould  reap  each 
'  other  m  lampoons.  You,  my  lord,  who  have  the  cha- 
rafler  of  honour,  though  it  is  not  my  happinefs  to  know 
you,  may  (land  afide,  with  the  fmall  remainders  of  the 
Englifh  nobility,  truly  fuch,  and,  unhurt  yourfelves, 
behold  the  mad  combat.  If  I  have  plcafed  you,  and 
fome  few  others,  I  have  obtained  my  end.  You  fee  I 
have  difabled  myfelf,  like  an  elected  Speaker  of  the 
Houfe  :  yet  like  him  I  have  undertaken  the  charge,  and 
find  the -burden  fufficiently  recompenfed  by  the  honour. 
Be  pleafed  to  accept  of  thefe  my  unworthy  labours,  this 
paper-monument ;  and  let  her  pious  memory,  which  I 
am  fure  is  facred  to  you,  not  only  plead  the  pardon  of 
my  many  faults,  but  gain  me  yourprote&ion,  which  it 
ambicioufly  fought  by, 

My  Lord, 

Your  Lordfliip^s 

Moft  obedieot  fenrant, 

John  Dkydeh. 


^\.i^o- 
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ELEONORA:  A  Panegyrical  Poem. 

AS  when  fome  great  and  gracious  monaFch  dies. 
Soft  whifpers,  firft,  and  mournful  murmurs  rile 
Among  the  fad  attendants  ;  then  the  found 
Soon  gathers  voice,  and  fpreads  the  news  around, 
Through  town  and  country,  till  the  dreadful  hlaft 
Is  blown  to  diflant  colonics  at  laft  ; 
Who,  then,  perhaps,  were  offering  vows  in  vain. 
For  his  long  life,  and  for  his  happy  reign  : 
So  flowly,  by  degrees,  unwilling  Fame  1 

Did  matchlefs  Eleonora^s  fate  proclaim,  > 

Till  public  as  the  lofs  the  news  became.  3 

The  nation  felt  it  in  tV  cxtreracft  parts. 
With  eyes  overflowing,  and  with  bleeding  hearts  j 
But  moft  the  poor,  whom  daily  (he  fupply'd. 
Beginning  to  be  fuch  but  when  fhe  dy'd. 
For,  while  (he  livM,  they  (lept  in  peace  by  night. 
Secure  of  bread,  as  of  returning  light  5 
And  with  fuch  firm  dependence  on  the  day. 
That  Need  grew  pampered,  and  forgot  to  pray  : 
So  fure  the  dole,  fo  ready  at  their  call. 
They  ftood  prepared  to  fee  the  manna  fall. 

Such  multitudes  (he  fed,  (he  cloath'd,   (he  nurft, 
That  (he  herfelf  might  fear  her  wanting  firft. 
Of  her  five  talents,  other  five  (he  made  j 
Heaven,  that  had  largely  given,  was  largely  paid : 
And  in  few  lives,  in  wondrous  few,  we  find 
A  fortune  bclUr  CiXU^Xo  \J\e  mind. 

Mar 
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Nor  did  her  alms  from  oftentation  fall, 

Or  proud  dcHre  of  praife  ;  the  foul  gave  all : 

Unbrib'd  it  gave  ;  or,  if  a  bribe  appear. 

No  lefs  than  heaven  ;  to  heap  huge  treafures  then. 

Want  pafs'd  for  merit  at  her  open  door  ; 
Heaven  faw,  he  fafely  might  increafe  his  poor. 
And  truft  their  fuftenance  with  her  To  well, 
As  not  to  be  at  charge  of  miracle. 
None  could  be  needy,  whom  flie  faw,  or  knew  5 
All  in  the  compafs  of  her  fphere  flic  drew  : 
He,  who  could  touch  her  garment,  was  as  fure. 
As  the  firft  Chriftians  of  th*  apoftles'  cure. 
The  diftant  heard,  by  fame,  her  pious  deeds. 
And  laid  her  up  for  their  extremeft  needs ; 
A  future  cordial  for  a  fainting  mind  5 
For,  what  was  ne'er  refus'd,  all  hop^d  to  find. 
Each  in  his  turn  :  the  rich  might  freely  come. 
As  to  a  friend ;  but  to  the  poor,  'twas  home. 
As  to  fome  holy  houfe  tli'  .iffliftcd  came, 
The  hunger- ftarv'd,  the  naked,  and  the  lame  5 
Want  and  difeafes  fled  before  her  name. 
For  zeal  like  her's  her  fervants  were  too  flowj 
She  was  the  firft,  where  need  required,  to  go  5 
Herfelf  the  foundrefs  and  attendant  too. 

Sure  (he  had  guefts  fumetimes  to  entertain, 
Guefts  in  difguife,  cf  her  great  Mailer's  train  : 
Her  Lord  himfelf  might  come,  for  aught  we  know  j 
Since  in  a  fervant's  form  he  liv'd  below  t 
Beneath  her  roof  he  might  he  pleas'd  to  (kty  i 
Or  fome  benighted  angel,  in  .hit  way. 

Vol.  II.  N  >l&^ 
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Might  eafe  his  wings,  and,  feeing  heaven  appear 

In  its  beft  work  of  mercy,  think  it  there : 

Where  all  the  deeds  of  charity  and  love 

Were  iq  as  conftant  method  as  above, 

All  carry 'd  on  5  all  of  a  piece  with  theirs ; 

As  free  her  alms,  as  diligent  her  cares ; 

As  loud  her  praifes,  and  as  warm  her  prayers. 

Yet  was  flie  not  profufe  ;  but  fear'd  to  wafte. 
And  wifely  manag'd,  that  the  ftock  might  laft 
That  all  might  be  fupplyM,  and  ftie  not  grieve, 
When  crowds  appeared,  fhe  had  not  to  relieve  : 
Which  to  prevent,  (he  ftill  increased  her  ftorc  ; 
Laid  up,  and  fpar'd,  that  fhe  might  give  the  more. 
So  Pharaoh,  or  fome  greater  king  than  he. 
Provided  for  the  feventh  neceffity : 
Taught  from  above  his  magazines  to  frame  5 
That  famine  was  prevented  ere  it  came. 
Thus  Heaven,  though  all-fufficient,  ihews  a  thrift 
In  his  oeconomy,  and  bounds  his  gift : 
Creating,  for  our  day,  one  fingle  light ; 
And  his  refle6lion  too  fupplies  the  night ; 
Perhaps  a  thoufand  other  worlds,  that  lie 
Remote  from  us,  and  latent  in  the  flcy. 
Are  lightened  by  his  beams,  and  kindly  nurft  ; 
Of  which  our  earthly  dunghill  is  the  worft. 

Now,  as  all  virtues  keep  the  middle  line. 
Yet  fomewhat  more  to  one  extreme  incline. 
Such  was  her  foul ;  abhorring  avarice. 
Bounteous,  but  almoft  bounteous  to  a  vice  : 
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Had  (he  given  more,  it  had  profufion  been. 
And  tyrn'd  th*  excefs  of  goodnef^  into  fin. 

Thefe  virtues  raisM  her  fabric  to  the  flcy  5 
For  that,  which  is  next  heaven,  is  charity. 
But,  as  high  turrets,  for  their  airy  fteep. 
Require  foundations,  in  proportion  deep  j 
And  lofty  cedars  as  far  upward  (hoot, 
As  to  the  nether  heavens  they  drive  the  root  > 
So  low  did  her  fecure  foundation  lie. 
She  was  not  humble,  but  humility. 
Scarcely  (he  knew  that  (he  was  great,  or  fair. 
Or  wife,  beyond  what  other  womeii  arc. 
Or,  which  is  better,  knew,  but  never  durft  compare: 
For  to  be  confcious  of  what  all  admire, 
And  not  be  vain,  advances  virtue  higher. 
But  ftill  ftie  found,  or  rather  thought  (he  found. 
Her  own  worth  wanting,  others  to  abound ; 
Afcrib'd  above  their  due  to  every  one, 
Unjuft  and  fdanty  to  herfclf  alone. 

Such  her  devotion  was,  as  might  give  rules 
Of  fpeculation  to  difpifting  fchools. 
And  teach  us  equally  the  (cales  to  hold 
Betwixt  the  two  extremes  of  hot  and  cold  ; 
That  pious  heat  may  moderately  prevail. 
And  we  be  warmed,  but  not  be  icorch^d  with  zeal. 
Buiinefs  might  (horten,  not  difturb,  her  prayer ; 
Heaven  had  the  beft,  if  not  the  greater  (hare. 
An  active  life  long  oraifons  forbids  ; 
Yet  ftill  (he  prayM,  for  f^ill  (he  prayM  By  deeds. 
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Her  every  day  was  fabbath ;  only  free 
From  hours  of  prayer,  for  hours  of  charity. 
Such  as  the  Jews  from  fervile  toil  releasM  j 
Where  works  of  mercy  were  a  part  of  reft  j 
Such  as  bleft  angels  exercife  above, 
VaryM  with  facred  hymns  and  afts  of  love  : 
Such  fabbaths  as  that  one  fhe  now  enjoys, 
Ev'n  that' perpetual  one,  which  fhe  employs 
(For  fuch  viciffitudes  in  heaven  there  are) 
In  praife  alternate,  and  alternate  prayer. 
All  this  fhe  praftisM  here  ;  that  when  fhe  fpning 
Amidil  the  choirs,  at  the  firft  fight  fhe  fung: 
Sung,  and  was  fung  herfelf  in  angels  lays  5 
For,  praifing  her,  they  did  her  Maker  praife. 
All  offices  of  heaven  fo  well  fhe  knew. 
Before  fhe  came,  that  nothing  there  was  new  t 
And  fhe  was  fo  familiarly  recciv'd. 
As  one  returning,  not  as  one  arrived, 

Mufe,  down  again  precipitate  thy  flight : 
For  how  pan  mortal  eyes  fuflain  immortal  light  f 
But  as  the  fun  in  water  we  can  bear. 
Yet  not  the  fun,  but  his  reflexion  there, 
So  let  us  view  her,  here,  in  what  fhe  was. 
And  take  her  image  in  this  watery  glafs  : 
Yet  look  not  every  lineament  to  fee  ; 
Some  will  be  caft  in  fhades,  and  fomewill  be 
So  lauv-ly  drawn,  you  '11  fcarcely  know,  'tis  fhe. 
For  where  fuch  v.-u-ious  virtues  we  recite, 
'Tis  like  the  milky-way,  all  over  bright, 
i>ut  fown  fo  thick  with  Itars,  'tis  undiftinguifh'd  ligh' 
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Her  virtue,  not  her  virtues  let  us  call  j 
For  one  heroic  comprehends  thenof  all  t 
One,  as  a  conftellation  is  but  one. 
Though  'tis  a  train  of  ftars,  that,  roTlmg  on. 
Rife  in  their  turn,  and  in  tfie  zodiac  run  j 
Ever  in  motion  ;  now  'tis  faith  afcends, 
Now  hope,  now  charity,  that  upward  tends, 
And  downwards  with  difFufive  good  defcends. 

As  in  perfumes  composed  vnth  art  and  coft, 
'Tis  hard  to  fay  what  fcent  is  uppermoft  j 
Nor  this  part  muilc  or  civet  can  we  cal]» 
Or  amber,  but  a  rich  rcfult  of  all  j 
So  (he  vras  all  a  fweet,  whofe  every  psnt. 
In  due  proportion  mixM,  prociaim'd  the  Maker^s  art* 
No  (ingle  virtue  wc  could  moft  c6mraend, 
Whether  the  wife,  the  mother,'tpr  the  friend ;. 
For  (he  was  all,  in  that  fupreme- if^^ree, 
That  as  no  one  prevaH'd,  fo  all  was  (he. 
The  feveral  parts  lay  hidden  in  the  piece  f 
Th'  occafion  but  exerted  that,  or  this. 
'    A  wife  as  tender,  and  as  true  withal. 
As  the  firft  woman  was  before  her  fall  j 
Made  for  the  man,  of  v^om  /he  was  a  pait  f 
Made,  to  attrafl  his  eye»,  and  keep  his  heart, 
A  fecond  Eve,  but  by  no  crime  accurft  j 
As  beauteous,  not  as  brittle  as  the  (irft.. 
Had  (he  been  firft,  ftill  ParadHe  had  been, 
And  death  had  found  no  entrance  by  her  (in.. 
So  (he  not  only  had  pre(erv'd  from  ill 
Hec  Csx  and  •urt,  but  iiv'd  their  pattern  (lilf- 
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Love  and  obedience  to  her  lord  (he  bore  ; 
She  much  obey'd  him,  but  (he  lovM  him  more  i 
Not  awM  to  duty  by  fupcrior  fway, 
But  taught  by  his  indulgence  to  obey. 
Thus  we  love  God,  as  author  of  our  good  j 
So  Aibjcfls  love  juft  kings,  or  fo  they  Ihould. 
Nor  was  it  with  ingratitude  returned; 
In  equal  fires  the  blifsful  couple  burn'd ; 
One  joy  pojTefsM  them  both,  and  in  one  grief  they 

mourn'd. 

His  paflion  ftill  improved  j  he  lovM  Co  faft. 
As  if  he  feai'M  each  day  would  be  her  laft. 
Too  true  a  prophet  to  fore  fee  the  fate 
That  fhonld  {o  foon  divide  their  happy  ftate  t 
When  he  to  heaven  entirely  muft  reftore 
That  love,  that  heart,  ^ptre  he  went  halves  before* 
Yet  as  the  foul  Is  all  ifr  every  part. 
So  God  and  he  might  each  have  all  her  heart. 

So  had  her  chikhen  too  j  for  charity 
Was  not  more  fruitful,  or  more  kind  than  fliei. 
Each  under  other  by  degrees  they  grew  ; 
A  goodly  perfpeflive  of  diftant  view. 
Anchifes  look'd  not  with  fo  pleas'd  a  face. 
In  numbering  o^er  his  future  Roman  race,. 
And  marfhaling  the  heroes  of  his  name. 
As,  in  their  order,  next,  to  light  they  came. 
Nor  Cybele,  with  half  lb  kind  an  eye. 
Surveyed  her  fons  an  i  daughters  of  the  flcy  j 
Proud,  ftiall  I  fay,  of  her  immortal  fruit  ? 
As  far  as  pride  with  heavenly  minds  may  fuit, 

7  Her 
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Her  pious  love  excellM  to  all  ihe  bore; 

New  objefts  only  multipIyM  it  more. 

And  as  the  chofen  found  the  pearly  grain 

As  much  as  every  veflel  could  contain  $ 

As  in  the  blifsful  viiion  each  ihall  ftiare 

As  much-  of  glory  as  his  foul  can  bear  $ 

So  did  (he  love,  and  To  difpenfe  her  care. 

Her  cldeft  thus,  by  confequence,  was  beft. 

As  longer  cultivated  than  the  reft. 

The  babe  had  all  that  infant  care  beguiles. 

And  early  knew  his  mother  in  her  fmiles : 

But  when  dilated  organs  let  in  day 

To  the  young  foul,  and  gave  it  room  to  play» 

At  his  firft  aptnefs,  the  maternal  love 

Thofe  rudiments  of  reafon  did  improve  t 

The  tender  age  was  pliant  to  command  $ 

Like  wax  it  yielded  to  the  forming  hand : 

True  to  th'  artificer,  the  labourM  mind 

With  eafe  was  pious,  generous,  juft,  and  kind  j 

Soft  for  impreflion,  from  the  firft  prepared. 

Till  virtue  with  long  exercifc  grew  hard  : 

With  every  a6^  confirmM,  and  made  at  laft 

So  durable  as  not  to  be  efFac*d, 

It  tumM  to  habit  ;  and,  from  vices  free, 

Goodnefs  refolvM  into  neceflfity. 

Thus  fix'd  (he  virtue^s  image,  that  *s  her  own. 
Till  the  whole  mother  in  the  children  ihone  $ 
For  that  was  their  perfection  :  (he  was  fuch, 
Tbey  never  could  exprefs  her  mind  too  mocb. 

N4  So 
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So  unexhaufted  her  pcrfeflions  were, 

That,  for  more  children,  (he  had  moire  to  fpare; 

For  fouls  unborn,  whom  her  untimely  death 

Depriv'd  of  bodies,  and  of  mortal  breath  5 

And  (could  they  take  th*  imprefSons  of  her  mind) 

Enough  ftili  left  to  fan£lify  her  kind. 
Then  wonder  not  to  fee  this  foul  extend 

The  bounds,  and  fcek  fome  other  felf,  a  friend  r 

As  fwelling  feas  to  gentle  rivers  glide. 

To  feek  repofe>  and  empty  out  the  tide  ; 

So  this  full  foul,  in  narrow  limits  pent,.    . 

Unable  to  contain  her,  fought  a  vent. 
To  iffue  out^  3»d  in  ibme  friendly  breaft 
Difcharge  her  treafures,  and  fecurely  reft  ; 
T'  unbofom  all  the  fecrets  of  her  heart. 
Take  good  advice,   but  better  to  impart. 
For  'tis  the  blifs  of  iVrendfiilp's  holy  ftate. 
To  mix  their  minds,  and  to  communicate  j 
Though  bodies  cannot,  fouls  can  penetrate  : 
Fixt  to  her  choice,,  inviolably  true, 
And  wifely  choofing,  for  (lie  chofe  but  few. 
Some  fhe  muft  have  ;  but  in  no  one  could  find 
A  tally  fitted  for  fo  large  a  mind ► 

The  fouls  of  friends  like  kings  in  progrefs  are  ; 
Still  in  their  own,  though  from  the  palace  far : 
Thus  her  friend's  heart  her  country  dwelling  was,. 
A  fwcet  retirement  to  a  coarfer  place  ; 
Where  pomp  and  cerejnomies  enter'd  not. 
Where  greatncfs  was  fhut  out,  and  b.ufinefs  well  forgo^.- 
7  Thit 
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This  is  th'  impcifcft  draught;  but  fliort  as  far 
As  the  ti-uc  height  and  bignefs  of  a  ftar 
Exceeds  the  meafures  of  th'  aftronomer. 
She  fhines  above,  we  know ;  but  in  what  place, 
How  near  the  throne,  and  heaven'^s  Fnipcria}  fistce. 
By  our  weak  optics  is  but  vainly  gueft  f 
Diftance  and  altitude  conceal  the  reft. 

Though  all  thefe  rare  endowments  of  the  mind' 
Were  in  a  narrow  (pace  of  life  confined, 
The  figure  was  with  full  perfeftron  crown'd  f 
Though  not  fo  large  an  orb,  as  truly  round. 

As  when  in  glory,  through  the  public  place,. 
The  fpoils  of  contjuer'd  nations  were  to  jflffs, 
And  but  one  day  for  triumph  was  allowM, 
The  conlul  was  conftrainM  his  pomp  to  crowd  j 
And  fo  the  fwift  proccflion  hurry 'd  on, 
That  all,  though  not  diftindlly,  might  be  (hown  s 
So  in  the  ftraitenM  bounds  of  life  confinM, 
She  gave  but  glirapfes  of  her  glorious  mind  ; 
And  multitudes  of  virtues  pafs'd  along ; 
Each  preiling  foremoft  in  the  mighty  throng. 
Ambitious  to  be  feen,  and  then  make  room 
For  greater  multitudes  that  were  to  come. 

Yet  unempIoyM  no  minute  flipt  away  ; 
Moments  were  precious  in  fo  fhort  a  ftay. 
The  haftc  of  heaven  to  have  her  was  fo  great. 
That  fbme  were  (ingle  a£(s,  though  each  compleat ; 
But  every  a6t  ftood  ready  to  repeat* 

Her  fellow-f^mts  with  bufy  care  will  look 
For  her  blcft  name  in  fate's  eternal  book  i 
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Andy  pleasM  to  be  outdone,  with  joy  will  fee 
Numberlefs  virtues,  endlefs  charity  : 
But  more  will  wonder  at  (6  fliort  an  age. 
To  find  a  blank  beyond  the  thirtieth  page  : 
And  with  a  pious  fear  begin  to  doubt 
The  piece  imperfe£b,  and  the  reft  torn  out. 
But  *twas  her  Saviour^s  time  j  and,  could  there  be 
A  copy  near  th*  original,  *twas  (he. 

As  precious  g^ums  are  not  for  lafting  fire, 
They  but  perfume  the  temple,  and  expire  : 
So  was  (he  foon  exhal'd,  and  vaniftiM  hence  $ 
A  fhort  fweet  odor,  of  a  vaft  expence. 
She  vanifhM,  we  can  fcarcely  fay  fhe  dy^d  j 
For  but  a  Now  did  heaven  and  earth  divide  : 
She  pafsM  ferenely  with  a  (ingle  breath  | 
This  moment  perfeft  health,  the  next  was  death  j 
One  figh  did  her  eternal  blifs  aflTure  ; 
So  little  penance  needs,  when  fouls  are  almoft  pure. 
As  gentle  dreams  our  waking  thoughts  purfue  j 
Or,  one  dream  pafs'd,  we  Aide  into  a  new  ; 
So  clofe  they  follow,  fuch  wild  order  keep. 
We  think  ourfelves  awake,  and  are  afleep  s 
So  foftly  death  fucceeded  life  in  her  : 
She  did  but  dream  of  heaven,  and  (he  was  there. 

No  pains  (he  fufFer'd,  nor  expirM  with  noife ; 
Her  foul  was  whifperM  out  with  God*s  ftili  voice  j 
As  an  old  friend  is  beckonM  to  a  fea(^. 
And  treated  like  a  long-familiar  gue(t. 
He  took  her  as  he  found,  but  found  her  Co, 
As  one  in  hourly  readinefs  to  go  ; 

Ev^ii 
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Ev'n  on  that  day,  in  all  her  trim  prcparM ; 
As  early  notice  (he  from  heaven  had  heard^ 
And  fome  defcending  courier  from  above 
Had  given  her  timely  warning  to  remove  ; 
Or  counferd  her  to  drefs  the  nuptial  room. 
For  on  that  night  the  bridegroom  wa$  to  come* 
He  kept  his  hour,  and  found  her  where  ihe  lay 
Cloath'd  all  in  white,  the  livery  of  the  day  : 
Scarce  had  fhe  (innM  in  thought,  or  word,  or  a^  $ 
Unlefs  omiiHons  were  to  pafs  for  fa6l : 
That  hardly  death  a  confequence  could  draw. 
To  make  her  liable  to  nature's  law. 
And,  that  (he  dy'd,  we  only  have  to  ihow 
The  mortal  part  of  her  (he  left  below : 
The  reft,  fo  fmooth,  fo  fuddenly  (he  went> 
Look'd  like  trandation  through  the  firmament. 
Or  like  the  fiery  car  on  the  third  errand  fent. 

O  happy  foul  J  if  thou  canft  view  from  high* 
Where  thou  art  all  intelligence,  all  eye. 
If,  looking  up  to  God,  or  down  to  us. 
Thou  find'^ft,  that  any  way  be  pervious^ 
Survey  the  ruins  of  thy  houfe,  and  fee 
Thy  widow'd  and  thy  orphan  family  : 
Look  on  thy  tender  pledges  left  behind  ; 
And,  if  thou  canil  a  vacant  minute  find 
From  heavenly  joys,  that  interval  afford 
To  thy  fad  children,  and  thy  mourning  lord. 
See  how  they  grieve,  miftaking  in  their  love. 

And  (hed  a  beam  of  comfort  from  above  i 

Give 
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Give  them,  as  much  as  mortal  eyes  can  bear, 
A  traiilient  view  of  thy  full  glories  there  5 
That  they  with  mocfcrate  forrow  may  fuftain 
And  mollify  thefr  loflcs  in  thy  gain. 
Or  elfe  divide  the  grief;  for  fuch  thou  wert. 
That  (hould  not  all  relations  bear  a  part. 
It  were  enough  to  break  a  iingle  heart.^ 

Let  this  fuffice  :  nor  thou,  g^reat  faint,  r^fufe 
This  humble  tribute  of  na  vulgar  Mufe  : 
Who,  pot  by  cares,  or  wants,  or  age  depreft,,    . 
Stems  a  wild  deluge  with  a  dauntlefs  breaft  j-. 
And  dares  to  fing  thy  praifes  rn  a  clime 
Where  vice  triumphs,  and  virtue  is  a  crime  f 
Where  ev'n  to  draw  the  picture  of  thy  mind,. 
Is  fatire  on  the  moff  of  human  kind  : 
Take  it,  while  yet  'tis  praifef  before  my  rage,. 
ITnfafely  juft,  break  loofe  on  this  bad  age  j 
.  So  bad,  that  thou  thyfelf  hadft  no  defence- 
From  vice,  but  barely  by  departing  hence. 

Be  what  and  where  thou  art :  to  wifh  thy  places 
Were,  in  the  beft,  prefumption  more  than  grace. 
Thy  relicks  (fuch  thy  works  of  mercy  are) 
Have,  in  this  poem,  been  my  holy  care. 
As  earth,  thy  body  keeps,  thy  foul  the  iky. 
So  (hall  this  verfe  preferve  thy  memoiy ; 
For  thou,  fhalt  make  it  live,  becaufe  it  fings  of  thee. 
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On  the  Death  of  Amyntas.     A  Paftoral  Elegy. 

»^Tp  WAS  on  a  joylefs  and  a  gloomy  morn, 
'^     Wet  was  the  graft,  and  hung  with  pearls  die 
thorn  ; 
When  Damon,  who  deiign'd  to  paft  the  day 
With  hounds  and  horns,  and  chace  the  flying  preyy 
Kofe  early  from  his  bed  ;  but  foon  he  found  • 
The  welkin  pitchM  with  fullen  clouds  around. 
An  eaftcm  wind,  and  dew  upon  the  ground. 
Thus  while  he  ftood,  and  fighing  did  lunrey 
The  fields,  and  curft  th'  ill  omens  of  the  day. 
He  (aw  Menalcas  come  with  heavy  pace ; 
Wet  were  his  eyes,  and  cheariefs  was  his  face  s 
He  wrung  his  hands,  diftrafled.  with  his  care. 
And  fen t  his  voice  before  him  from  afar. 
Ketum,  he  cry'd,  return,  unhappy  fwain. 
The  fpungy  clouds  are  fillM  with  gathering  rain  t 
The  promilc  of  the  day  not  only  crofsM, 
But  ev'n  the  fpring,  the  fpring  itfclf,  is  loft. 
Amyntas— oh  !— he  could  not  fpeak  the  reft. 
Nor  needed,  for  prefaging  Damon  gtic(sM. 
Equal  with  heaven  young  Damon  lov*d  the  boy« 
The  boaft  of  nature,  both  his  parents*  joy. 
His  graceful  form  revolving  in  his  mind  % 
So  great  a  genius,  and  a  foul  fo  kind, 
Oave  fad  aflfurance  that  his  fears  were  true ; 
Too  well  the  envy  of  the  gods  he  knew  i 

For 
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For  when  their  gifts  too  laviflily  are  plac'd> 
Soon  they  repent,  and  will  not  make  them  lad. 
For  Aire  it  was  too  bbimtiful  a  dole. 
The  mother's  features,  and  the  father's  foul. 
.  Then  thus  he  cry'd :  the  morn  befpoke  the  news  : 
The  morning  did  her  chearful  light  diffufe  : 
But  fee  how  fuddenly  fhe  changed  her  face. 
And  brought  on  clouds  and  rain,  the  day's  difgrace ; 
Juft  fuch,  Amyntas,  was  thy  promised  race. 
What  charms  adomM  thy  youth,  where  nature  fmilM, 
And  more  than  man  was  given  us  in  a  child ! 
His  infancy  was  ripe :  a  foul  fublime 
In  years  fo  tender  that  prevented  dme : 
Heaven  gave  him  all  at  once  ;  then  fnatckM  away,     ^ 
Ere  mortals  all  his  beauties  could  furvey  s  > 

Juft  like  the  flower  that  buds  and  withers  in  a  day.     ) 
Menalcas. 
The  mother,  lovely,  though  with  grief  oppreft, 
ReclinM  his  dying  head  upon  her  breaft. 
The  mournful  family  flood  all  around  5  ^ 

One  groan  was  heard,  one  univerfal  found  :  > 

All  were  in  floods  of  tears  and  endlefsforrowdrown''d.  J 
So  dire  a  fadnefs  fat  on  every  look, 
Ev'n  death  repented  he  had  given  the  ftroke. 
He  griev'd  his  fatal  work  had  been  ordain'd, 
But  promisM  length  of  life  to  thofe  who  yet  remained. 
The  mother's  and  her  eldeft  daughter's  grace, 
It  feems,  had  brib'd  him  to  prolong  their  fpace. 
The  father  bore  it  with  undaunted  foul. 
Like  one  who  durfl  his  defliny  controul : 

Yet 
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Yet  with  becoming  grief  he  bore  his  part, 
Refign'd  his  fon,  but  not  refignM  his  heait. 
Patient  as  Job;  and  miay  he  live  to  fee. 
Like  hira,  a  nfew  increafing  family  ! 
Damon. 

Such  is  my  wiih»  and  fuch  my  prophefy. 
For  yet,  my  friend,  the  beauteous  mould  remains  { 
Long  may  Ihe  exercife  her  fruitful  pains ! 
But,  ah  !  with  better  hap,  and  bring  a  race 
More  lading,  and  endued  with  equal  grace  ! 
Equal  (he  may,  but  farther  none  can  go : 
For  he  was  all  that. was  exa£l  below. 
Mbnalcas. 

Damon,  behold  yon  breaking  purple  cloud  ; 
Hear' it  thou  not  hymns  and  fongs  divinely  loud  ? 
There  mounts  Am}'iitas  j  the  young  cherubs  play 
About  their  godlike  mate,  and  fmg  him  on  his  way« 
He  cleaves  the  liquid  air,  behold  he  flies. 
And  every  moment  gains  upon  the  ikies. 
The  new-come  gueft  admires  th'  astherial  flate. 
The  fapphire  portal,  and  the  golden  gate  ; 
And  now  admitted  in  the  (hining  throng. 
He  (hows  the  palTport  which  he  brought  along. 
His  paflTpoit  is  his  innocence  and  grace. 
Well  known  to  all  the  natives  of  the  place. 
Now  fing,  ye  joyful  angels,  and  admire 
Your  brother's  voice  that  comes  to  mend  your  quire } 
Sing  you,  while  endlefs  tears  our  eyes  beftow ; 
For  like  Amyntas  none  is  left  below. 
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VI. 
On  the  Death  of  a  very  young  Gentleman. 

TT  E  who  could  view  the  hook  of  deftiny, 

-*■  •*'  And  read  whatever  there  was  writ  of  thee, 

0  charming  youth,  in  the  firft  opening  page. 
So  many  graces  in  fo  green  an  age. 

Such  wit,  fuch  modefty,  fuch  (Irength  of  mind, 

A  foul  at  once  fo  manly,  and  fo  kind  ; 

Would  wonder,  when  he  turn'd  the  volume  o'er. 

And  after  fome  few  leaves  fhould  find  no  more. 

Nought  but  a  blank  remain,  a  dead  void  fpace, 

A  ftep  of  life  that  promised  fuch  a  race. 

We  muft  not,  dare  not  think,  that  heaven  began 

A  child,  and  could  not  finilh  him  a  man  ; 

Refle6ling  what  a  mighty  ftorc  was  laid 

Of  rich  materials,  and  a  model  made  : 

The  coft  already  furnifh'd  j  fo  beftow'd, 

As  more  was  never  to  one  foul  allowed : 

Yet,  after  this  profufion  fpent  in  va»n, 

Nothing  but  mouldering  alhes  to  remain, 

1  guefs  not,  left  I  fplit  u;:"on  the  fhelf. 

Yet,  durft  I  guefs,  heaven  kept  it  for  himfelf  j 
And  giving  us  the  ufe,  did  foon  recal, 
Ere  we  could  fpare,  the  mighty  principal. 
Thus  then  he  difappear'd,  was  rarify'd  j 
Fpr  'tis  improper  fpeech  to  fay  he  dy'd : 
He  was  exhal'd  j  his  great  Creator  drew 
His  fpirit,  as  the  fun  the  morning  dew. 
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'Tis  fin  produces  death  j  and  he  had  none 
Buf'^p  taint  Adam  left  on  ^very  fon. 
He  added  npt,  he  was  fo  pure,  fo  good, 
'Twas  but  th*  original  forfeit  of  his  blood': 
And  that  fo  little,  that  the  river  ran 
More  clear  than  the  corrupted  fount  began. 
Nothing  remained  of  the  firlt  muddy  clay  ; 
The  length  of  courfe  had  wafti'd  it  in  the  way  : 
So  deep,  and  yet  fo  clear,  we  might  behold 
The  gravel  bottom,  and  that  bottom  gold. 

As  fuch  we  lov'd,  admir'd,  almoft  ador'd. 
Give  all  the  tribute  mortals  could  afford. 
Perhaps  we  gave  fo  much,  the  powers  above 
Grew  aingry  at  our  fuperftitious  love  i 
For  when  we  more  than  human  homage  pay, 
The  charming  caufe  is  juftly  fnatch'd  away. 

Thus  was  the  crime  not  his,  but  ours  alone  : 
And  yet  we  murmur  that  he  went  too  foon  j 
Though  miracles  are  Ihort  and  rarely  fhown. 

Hear  then,  ye  mournful  parents,  and  divide 
That  love  in  many,  which  in  one  was  ty'd. 
That  individual  blefling  is  no  more, 
But  muhiply'd  in  your  remaining  ftore. 
The  flame  's  difpcrs'd,  but  docs  not  all  expire; 
The  fparkles  blaze,  though  not  the  globe  of  fire. 
Love  him  by  parts,  in  all  your  numerous  race. 
And  from  thofe  parts  form  one  collected  grace  ; 
Then,  when  you  have  refinM  to  that  degree, ' 
Imagine  all  in  one,  and  think  that  or.o  is  he* 

Vol.  II.  O  ^3^tixv 
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vn. 

Upon  young  Mr.  Rogers  of  Gloacefterfkire. 

/^F  gentle  bIood>  his  parents  only  treafure^ 

^^  Their  lafting  forrow,  and  their  vaniihM  pleafure» 

AdornM  with  featui-es,  virtues,  wit^.and  grace, 

A  large  provifion  for  Co  ihort  a  race ; 

More  moderate  gifts  might  have  proIongM  his  date. 

Too  early  fitted  for  a  better  ftate ; 

But,  knowing  heaven  his  home,  to  fhun  delay, 

Hcleap'd  o^er  age,  and  took  the  ihorteft  way. 

yiiL 

On  the  D  E  A  T  H  of  Mr.  P  u  r  c  e  l  l. 
Set  to  Mufic  by  Dr.  Blow. 

I. 

\^ AR K  how  the  lark  and  linnet  fing  : 
i**-^"*-  With  rival  notes 

They  ilrain  their  warbling  throats, 
To  welcome  in  the  fpring. 
But  in  the  clofe  of  night, 
When  Philomel  begins  her  heavenly  lay, 
They  ceafe  their  mutual  fpite. 
Drink  in  her  muilc  with  delight. 
And  liftening  filently  obey. 
II. 
So  ceasM  the  rival  crew,  when  Purcell  came  ; 
They  fung  no  more,  or  only  £ung  his  fame  : 

Suiick 
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Struck  dumb,  they  all  admir'd  the  godlike  man  t 
The  godlike  man, 
AJas !  too  foon  retired. 
As  he  too  late  began. 
We  beg  not  hell  our  Orpheus  to  reftore : 
Had  he  been  there. 
Their  fovereign's  fear 
Had  fent  him  back  before. 
The  power  of  harmony  too  well  they  knew  : 
He  long  ere  this  had  tun'd  their  jarring  fphere^ 
And  left  no  hell  below. 
III. 
The  heavenly  choir,  who  heard  his  notes  from  high. 
Let  down  the  fcale  of  mufic  from  the  (ky ; 

They  handed  him  along. 
And  all  the  way  he  taught,  and  all  the  way  they  fung. 
Ye  brethren  of  the  lyre,  and  tuneful  voice. 
Lament  his  lot  j  but  at  your  own  rejoice  : 
Now  live  fecure,  and  linger  out  your  days  ;' 
The  gods  are  pleasM  alone  with  P^rcell's  lays. 
Nor  know  to  mend  their  choice. 

IX. 

Epitaph  on  the  Lady  Whitmori.   , 

T[^  AIR,  kind,  and  true,  a  treafure  each  alone, 
*"     A  wife,  a  miftrefs,  and  a  friend  in  one. 
Reft  in  this  tomb,  raised  at  thy  hu(band's  co^ 
Here  fadly  fummtng,  what  he  had,  and  loft. 

O  2  Come» 
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Come,  virgins,  ere  in  equal  bands  ye  join^ 
Come  firft,  and  offer  at  her  facred  (hrine  j 
Pray  but  for  half  the  virtues  bf  this^  ^ife, 
Compound  for  all  the  reft,  with  longer  life  5 
And  wifh  your  vows,  like  hers,  may  be  return'di- 
So  lov'd  when  living,  and  when  dead  fo  moum'd. 

X. 

Epitaph  on   Sir  Palmes  Fairbone's  Tomb  in? 
Weftminfter-Abbey. 

Sacred  to  the  immortal  memory  of  Sir  Palmes-  Fair- 
BOME,  Knight,  Governor  of  Tangier  ;  in  execution 
of  which  cofnmknd,  he  Was  mortally  wounded-  by  a 
ftiot  from  the  Moors,  then  befiieglng  the  town,  in  the 
ferty-fixth  year  of  his  age,  O6lober  24,  16S0. 

\/'^  facred  relics,  which  your  marble  keep,. 

Here,  undifturb'd  by  wars,  in  quiet  flcep  : 
Difcharge  the  truft,  which,  when  it  was  below, 
Fairbone's  undaunted  foul  did  undergo. 
And  be  the  town's  Palladium  from  the  foe. 
Alive  and  dead  thefe  walls  he  will  defend  : 
Great  actions  great  examples  mult  attend. 
The  Candian  liege  his  early  valour  knew. 
Where  Turkifh  blood'did  his  young  hands'imbrue. 
From  thence  returning  with  deferv'd  applaufe, 
Againft  the  Moors  his  well-fleflfd  fword  he  diaws 
The  fajne  ths  cournge,  and  tlu;  lajiie  the  caufe 

His 


l 
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^is  youth  and  age,  his  life  ami  death,  combine» 
As  in  fome  great  and  regular  deiign, 
All  of  a  piece  throughout,  and  all  divine.  * 
Still  nearer  heaven  his  virtues  /hone  more  bright^ 
Like  rifmg  flames  expanding  in  their  height } 
The  martyr's  glory  aownM  the  foldier's  fight* 
More  bravely  Britiih  general  never  fell, 
•Nor  general's  death  wad  e>r  reveng'd  fo  well ; 
Which  his  pleasM  eyes  beheld  before  their  clofr, 
FoUowM  "by  thoufand  victims  of  his  foes. 
To  his  lamented  lofs  for  time  to  come 
His  pious  widow  confecrates  this  tomb. 

Under  Mr.  M  1 1 1  o  n*s  Pifturc,  before   his 
Paradife  Loft. 

^np  H  RE  E  Poets,  in  three  diftant  agts  bon^ 
-''     Greece,  Italy,  and  England  did  adorn. 
The  firft,  in  loftinefs  of  thought  furpafsM  s     , 
The  next,  in  majefty  ;  in  both  the  laft. 
The  force  of  nature  could  no  further  go  \ 
To  make  a  third,  ihe  join'd  the  former  t«f9. 

xn. 

On  the  MoKuMENT  of  a  fair  Maiden  Lady^  who 
died  at  Bath,  and  is  there  interred. 

E  LOW  this  marble  monument  is  laid 
Ail  that  heaven  wants  of  this  celeftial  nva\d« 

O  3  IfwSMn^^ 
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.  foul  Co  calm,  it  knew  not  ebbs  or  flows, 
EWhich  paflion  could  but  curl,  not  difcompofe. 
.•female  foftnefs,  with  a  manly  mind: 
k  daughter  duteous,  and  a  filler  kind  : 
I  ficknefs  patient,  and  in  death  /efignM. 
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XIII, 

Epitaph   on  Mrs.  Margaret  Pastok,  of 
Burningham,  in  Norfolk. 

[O  fiiiir,  fo  yDung,  fo  innocent,  fo  fweet. 
So  ripe  a  judgment,  and  fo  rare  a  wit, 
i  at  leaft  an  age  in  one  to  meet. 
I  her  they  met;  but  long  they  could  not  (by, 
at  gold  too  fine  to  mix  without  allay. 
ii's  image  was  in  her  fo  well  expreft, 
r  reiy  fight  upbraided  all  the  reft  5 
>  juftly  ravilh'd  from  an  age  like  this, 
^  (he  18  gone,  the  world  is  of  a  piece. 


r 


XIV. 
the   Monument   of  the  Marquis  of 
Winchester. 

r  E,  who  in  impious  times  ymdaunted  ftood. 

And  midft  rebellion  durft  be  juft  and  good  : 
>/c  arms  afferted,  and  whofe  fufferings  more 
firmM  the  caufe  for  which  he  fought  before  ^ 
I  here,  rewarded  by  nn  heavenly  pnncc  j 
vhat  his  eaithly  could  not  recompencc. 

O  4  Pray 
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Preferve,  O  facred  tomby  thy  truft  confignM ; 

The  mould  ^as  made  on  purpofe  for  the  mind  : 

And  (he  would  lo(e,  if,  at  the  latter  day^ 

One  atom  could  be  mixM  of  other  clay. 

Such  were  thfc  features  of  her  heavenly  face. 

Her  limbs  were  form'd  with  fuch  harmonious  grac«  s 

So  faultlefs  was  the  frame,  as  if  the  whole 

Had  been  an  emanation  of  the  foul ; 

Which  her  own  inward  fymmetry  reyeal'd  j 

And  like  a  picture  (hone,  in  glafs  annealM. 

Or  like  the  fun  eclipsed,  with  ibaded  light : 

Too  piercing,  elfe,  to  be  fuftainM  by  fight* 

Each  thought  was  vifible  that  rollM  within  : 

As  through  a  cryftal  cafe  the  figured  hours  are  feen. 

And  heaven  did  this  tranfparentveil  provide, 

^Secaufe  /he  had  no  guilty  thought  to  hide. 

All  white,  a  virgin-faint,  /he  fought  the  ikies  : 

For  marriage,  though  it  fuUies  not,  it  dies. 

High  though  her  wit,  yet  humble  was  her  mind  j 

As  if' /he  could  not,  or  /he  would  not  find 

How  much  her  worth  tranfcemled  all  her  kind. 

Yet  /}ie  had  learned  fo  much  of  heaven  below, 

That  when  arriv'd,  fhe  fcarce  had  more  to  know  s 

But  only  to  refrefh  the  former  hint ; 

And  read  her  Maker  in  a  fairer  print. 

So  pious,  as  /he  had  no  time  to  fpare 

For  human  thoughts,  but  was  confined  to  prayer. 

Yet  in  fucb  charities  fhe  pafs'd  the  day, 

'Twas  wondyous  how  /he  found  an  hour  to  pray. 

I  A  foul 
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A  foul  fo  calm,  it  knew  not  ebbs  or  flows, 
Which  pafHon  could  but  curl,  not  difcompofe. 
A  fennale  foftnefs,  with  a  manly  mind: 
A  daughter  duteous,  and  a  After  kind  : 
In  ficknefs  patient,  and  in  death  fefignM. 
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XIII. 

Epitaph   on  Mrs.  Margaret  Paston,  of 

Burningham^  in  Norfolk. 

O  O  fair,  fo  young,  Co  innocent,  fo  fweet, 
^   So  ripe  a  judgment,  and  fo  rare  a  wit. 
Require  at  leaft  an  age  in  one  to  meet. 
In  her  they  met;  but  long  they  could  not  fiay, 
'Twas  gold  too  fine  to  mix  without  allay. 
Heaven^s  image  was  in  her  fo  well  expreft. 
Her  very  fight  upbraided  all  the  reft  5 
Too  juftly  ravilh'd  from  an  age  like  this. 
Now  (he  is  gone,  the  world  is  of  a  piece. 

XIV. 

On   the  Monument  of  the  Marqvis  of 

Winchester. 

TT  E,  who  in  impious  times  pndaunted  ftood, 
-*■  •■■   And  midft  rebellion  durft  be  juft  and  good  : 
Whofe  arms  afTerted,  and  whofe  fufferings  more 
ConfirmM  the  caufe  for  which  he  fought  before  ^ 
Refts  here,  rewarded  by  an  heavenly  pnnce  j 
For  what  his  caithly  could  not  recompencc. 

O  4.  ^^vj 
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Pray  reader  that  fuch  times  no  more  appear  : 
Or,  if  they  happen,  learn  true  honour  here, 
Aik  of  this  age's  faith  and  loyalty, 
Which,  to  preferve  them,  heaven  confined  in  thee. 
Few  fubjefts  could  a  king  like  thine  deferve  : 
And  fewer,  fuch  a  king,  fo  well  could  ferve. 
Bleft  king,  bleft  fubjeft,  whofe  exalted  ftate 
By  fufferings  rofe,  and  gave  the  law  to  fate. 
Such  fouls  are  rare,  but  mighty  patterns  given 
To  earth,  and  meant  for  ornaments  to  heaven. 

XV. 

Epitaph  upon  the  Earl  of  Rochester's  being 

difmiffcd  from  the  Treafury,  in  1687. 

T  T  ERE  lies  a  creature  of  indulgent  fate, 
-■-^   From  Tory  Hyde  raisM  to  a  chit  of  ftate  ; 
la  chariot  now,  Eli  (ha  like,  he'shurl'd 
To  th'  upper  empty  regions  of  the  world  : 
The  airy  thing  cuts  through  the  yielding  (ky ; 
And  as  it  goes  does  into  atoms  fly  : 
While  we  on  earth  fee,  with  no  fmall  delight. 
The  bird  of  prey  turnM  to  a  paper  kite. 
With  drunken  pride  and  rage  he  did  fo  well. 
The  hated  thing  without  compaflion  fell  5 
By  powerful  force  of  univkrfal  prayer. 
The  ill-blown  bubble  is  now  turn'd  to  air ; 
To  his  firft  lefs  than  nothing  he  is  gone, 
By  his  prepofterous  tranfaflion  ! 

SONGS, 
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The   Fair    Stranger,   a   Sdng^ 
I. 
TT  APPY  and  free,  fecurcly  bleft  ; 
**•  •*   No  beauty  could  difturb  my  reft , 
My  amorous  heart  was  in  defpair. 
To  find  a  new  vi^lorious  fair. 

Till  you,  defcending  on  our  plains. 
With  foreign  force  renew  my  chains  5 
Where  now  you  r61e  without  control 
The  mighty  fovereign  of  my  foul. 

III. 
Your  fmiles  have  more  of  conquering  chahn9» 
Than  all  your  native  country  arms  : 
Their  troops  we  can  expel  with  eafe, 
Who  vanquifh  only  when  we  pi  cafe. 

IV.  But 
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IV. 
But  in  your  eyes,  ob  !  there 's  the  fpell. 
Who  can  fee  them,  and  not  rebel  ? 
You  make  us  captives  by  your  ftay. 
Yet  kill  us  if  you  go  away. 

II. 
On  the   Young    Statesmen. 

•CLARENDON  had  law  and  fenfe, 
\^        Clifford  was  fierce  and  brave  5 
Bennef  s  grave  look  was  a  pretence, 
And  Danby's  matchlefs  impudence 
HelpM  to  fupport  the  knave. 

But  Sunderland,  Godolphin,  Lory, 
Thefe  will  appear  fuch  chits  in  dory, 

'Twill  turn  all  politicks  to  jefts. 
To  be  repeated  like  John  Dory, 

When  fidlers  fing  at  feafts. 

Pr6teft  us,  mighty  Providence, 

What  would  thefe  madmen  have  ? 
Firft,  they  would  bribe  us  without  p^ce. 
Deceive  us  without  common  fenfe. 

And  without  power  enflave. 
Shall  free-born  men,  in  humble  awe. 

Submit  to  fervile  fhame  j 
Who  from  con  fen  t  and  cuftom  draw 
The  fame  right  to  be  rul'd  by  law. 

Which  kings  pretend  to  reign  ? 


The 
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The  duke  fliall  wield  his  conquering  fword^ 

The  chancellor  make  a  fpeech^ 
The  king  fhall  pafs  his  honeft  word; 
The  pawn'd  revenue  fums  afford, 

And  then,  come  kifs  my  breech. 

So  have  I  feen  ^  king  on  chefs 

(His  rooks  and  knights  withdrawn> 

His  queen  and  bifhops  in  diftrefs) 

Shifting  about,  grow  lefs  and  lefs^ 
With  here  and  there  a  pawn. 

IIL 
A  SONG  for  Stj  Cecilia's  Day,  1687. 

I. 
TT*  R  O  M  harmony,  from  heavenly  harmony 
•■"  This  univerfal  frame  began  : 

When  nature  underneath  a  heap 

Of  jarring  atoms  lay. 
And  could  not  heave  her  head. 
The  tuneful  voice  was  heard  from  bigl^ 

Arife,  ye  more  than  dead.  * 
Then  cold,  and  hot,  and  moift,  and  dry. 
In  order  to  their  ftations  leap, 

And  Mufic's  power  obey. 
From  harmony,  from  heavenly  harmony. 

This  univerfal  frame  began  : 

From  harmony  to  harmony 
Through  all  the  compafs  of  the  notes  it  ran, 
The  diapafon  cloflng  full  in  Man« 
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What  paflion  caniH>^  Ma£c  raife  and  quell  t 
When  Juhal  ftruck  the  chorded  (hell. 
His  llftening  bivthren  ftood  aiioundi. 
And,  wondringy  on  their  facet  fell 
To  worfiiip  that  celeftiai  found. 
JLeft  than  a  God  they  thought  there  ccmid  not.  dwell 
Within  the  hollow  of  that  fliell. 
That  fpoke  fo  fweetlj  and  fo  well. 
What  paflion  cannot  Mafic  raile  and  quell  f 

in. 

The  trampet^t  loud  clangor 

Excites  ut  to  armsy 
With  (hrill  ftotet  of  anger        ^ 

And  mortal  alarms. 
The  double  double  double  beat 
Of  the  thundering  drum 
Cnes,  hark !  the  foc9  come  $ 
Charge,  Chaige>  'tis  too  late  to  retreat* 
IV- 
The  foft  complaining  flute 
In  dying  notes  difcovers 
The  woes  of  hopeleft  lovers, 
Whofe  dirge  is  whiiperM  by  the  warbling  lute* 
'^  V. 

Sharp  violins  proclaim 
Their  jealous  pangs,  and  defperation^  ^ 

Fury,  frantic  indignation. 
Depth  of  pains,  and  height  of  paflion. 
For  the  fair,  difdainful,  dame* 

I  vr.  Bi 
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VI. 

But  oh  !  what  art  can  tctich. 

What  human  voice  can  TOch^ 
The  facred  organ^s  praife  ? 
Notes  infpiring  holy  Jove, 
Notes  that  wing  their  heavenly  ways 
To  mend  the  choirs  above. 
VII. 
Orpheus  could  lead  the  favage  race  j 
And  trees  uprooted  left  their  place. 

Sequacious  of  the  lyre  :  ' 

But  bright  CeciFia  raisM  the  wonder  higher  » 
When  to  her  organ  vocal  breath  was  giVcn^ 
An  angel  heard,  and  ftraight  appealed 
Miftaking  earth  for  heaven. 

Grand    CHORUS. 
As  from  the  potver  of  facred  lays^ 

The  fpberes  began  to  mo've^ 
And  fung  the  great  Creatbr^s  praife 

To  all  the  hlefs'd  above  j 
So  nvhen  the  laft  and  dreadful  boar' 
This  crumbling  pageant  Jball  de^vour^ 
Tbe  trumpet  Jball  be  beard  on  high,. 
The  dead  /halt  U've,  the  li'ving  dity 
AmI  Muftc  Jball  untune  the  Jkj, 


TV* 
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IV. 
ThcTearsof  Amynta,  for  the  Death  of  Damon. 

SONG. 
I. 

/^N  a  bank,  bedde  a  willow, 
^^  Heaven  her  covering,  earth  her  pillow, 
Sad  Amynta  figh'd  alone  : 
From  the  chearlefs  dawn  of  morning 
Till  the  dews  of  night  returning. 
Sighing  thus  fhe  made  her  moan  : 
Hope  is  baniihM, 
Joys  are  vanifh'd, 
Damon,  my  belovM,  is  gone ! 
II. 
Time,  I  dare  thee  to  difcover 
Such  a  youth,  and  fuch  a  lover ; 
Oh !  fo  true,  fo  kind  was  he  ! 
Damon  was  the  pride  of  nature. 
Charming  in  his  every  feature  j 
Damon  liv'd  alone  for  me ; 
Melting  kiffcs. 
Murmuring  blifTes : 
Who  fo  liv'd  and  lovM  as  we ! 
III. 
Never  (hall  we  curfe  the  morning, 
Never  blefs  the  night  returning. 
Sweet  embraces  to  reftore  : 
Never  (hall  we  both  lie  dying, 
Nature  failing,  Love  fupplying 

All 
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All  tlie  joys  he  clrain'd  before : 

Death,  come  end  roe 

To  befriend  me ; 
Love  and  Damon  are  no  more. 

V. 
A        SONG. 
I. 
Q  YLVIA  the  fair,  in  the  bloom  of  fifteen, 
^  Felt  an  innocent  warmth,  as  (he  lay  on  the  green  t 
She  had  heard  of  a  pleafure,  and  fomething  Hie  goeft 
By  thetowzing,  and  tumbling,  and  touching  her  breaft  f 
She  faw  the  men  eager,  but  was  at  a  loft. 
What  they  meant  by  their  figbing,  and  kiding  ^  cioCt  | 
By  their  praying  and  whining. 
And  clafping  and  twining, 
And  panting  and  wifhing. 
And  fighing  and  kifling. 
And  fighing  and  kiffing  Co  e\o(t. 
21. 
Ah !  /he  cryM ;  ah  for  a  langui/bing  matd, 
In  a  country  of  Chriftiant,  to  die  without  aid ! 
Not  a  Whig,  or  a  Tory,  or  Trimmer  at  leaft. 
Or  a  Proteftant  parfon,  or  Catholic  prieft, 
T'  inftruA  a  young  virgin,  that  it  at  a  loft, 
What  thty  meant  by  their  fighing,  and  kiflbg  ib  dofir  ( 
By  their  praying  and  whining. 
And  clafping  and  twining, 
And  panting  and  wifhing. 
And  lighing  and  kiHTrng, 
And  dghing  and  kiXng  fo  clofc* 
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m. 

Cupid  in  Ihape  of  a  fwun  did  appesfr. 
He  faw  the  fad  wound,  and  in  pity  6kt^l(Sbar  3 
Then  ihowM  her  his  arrow,  and  !>id1ia'ii(h:fear  j#  ^* 
For  the  pain  was  no  more  than  a  maiden  mny  bear  i 
When  the  balm  was  infus'd/  (he  was  not  at  s  lofSf 
What  they  meant  by  their  fighing,  and4u£Eu(ig  fo  dole 

By  their  praying  and  whining. 

And  ciflfefping  iutd  twining,  ■ 
. :    Andipaitting  uid  wifliing. 

And  fighing.aad  Jufling, 

And  figiung^and  kiffing  ib  doie. 

The    L  ad  Y*s    S  O  N  G- 

I. 

A  Choir  of  bright  beauties  in  fpring  did  appear. 
To  choofe  a  May -lady  to  govern  the  year  5 
All  the  nymphs  were  in  white,  and  the  (hepherds 

green  ; 
The  garland  was  given,  and  Phyllis  was  queen : 
But  Phyllis  rcfus'd  it,  and  figbing  did  fay, 
I'll  not  wear  a  gai;land  while  Pan  is  away. 

II. 
While  Pan,  and  fair  Syrinx,  are  fled  from  our  fiion 
The  Graces  are  banifh'd,  and  Love  is  no  more : 
The  foft  God  of  pleafui'e,  thiit  w;.rm\l  our  defires. 
Has  broken  his  bow,  and  extinguilh'd  his  fires  : 
And  vows  that  hlmfelf,  and  his  mother,  will  moim 
Till  Pan  and  {air'S^tvu^.m  vt\>o.\sv'<J^\^\\5cr^. 


&  >  e    N    O    S.  »o9 

.   ttj. 

orbear  your  addrelTes,  and  court  us  no  more ; 
or  we  will  perform  what  t\ie  Deity  fwore  : 
ut  if  you  dare  think  of  deferving  our  charms, 
Lway  with  your  fheephook9,  and  tike  to  your  arms  : 
'hen  laurels  and  myrtles  your  brows  fl\all  adorn, 
Vhen  Pan,  and  his  fon,  and  fair  Syrinx,  return. 

VII. 

A      SONG. 
I. 
^  AIR,  fwect,  and  young,  ireceive  a  prize 
^     Refci*v'd  for  your  vi6lorious  eyes  : 
rom  crouds,  whom  at  your  feet  you  fee, 
>  pity,  and  diftinguifh  me  1 
is  I  from  thoufand  beauties  more 
)iftinguilh  you,  and  only  you  adore. 

II. 
four  face  for  conqueft  was  defignM, 
Tour  every  motion  charms  my  mind ; 
Angels,  when  you  your  filence  break, 
orget  their  hymns,  to  hear  you  fpeak  ; 
\ut  when  at  once  they  hear  and  view, 
ire  loth  to  mount,  and  long  to  ftay  with  you. 

III. 
lo  grraces  can  your  form  iqjprove, 
iut  all  are  loft,  unlefs  you  Ipve  ; 
Yhile  that  fwect  paflion  you  difdain, 
four  veil  and  beauty  arc  in  vain  : 
n  pity  ^hen  prevent  my  fate, 
'or  after  dying  all  reprieve's  too  la\c* 

Vol.  11.  P  K%C>\?.C, 


«io  DRYDEN'S    FOEMS. 

A      SONG. 

VIII. 
TT  I G  H  ftate  and  honours  to  others  impart, 
**•  •*  But  give  me  your  heart : 
That  treafure«  that  treafure  alone, 

I  beg  for  my  own. 
So  gentle  a  love,  fo  fervent  a  fire. 
My  foul  does  infpire  5 
That  treafure,    that  treafure  alone, 

I  beg  for  my  own. 
Your  love  let  me  crave; 
Give  me  in  poffefling 
So  matchlefs  a  blefling ; 
That  empire  is  all  I  would  have. 
Lovers  my  petition. 
All  my  ambition  ; 
If  e*er  you  difcover 
So  faithful  a  lover. 
So  real  a  flame, 
I'll  die,  I'll  die. 
So  give  up  my  game. 

XI. 
RONDELAY, 

I. 
/^LOE  found  Amyntas  lying, 
^^     All  in  tears  upon  the  plain  j 
Sighing  to  himfelf,  and  crying, 

^  Wrctche 


SONGS. 

Wretched  I>  to  love  in  vain ! 
Kifs  me,  dear,  before  my  dying ; 

Kifs  me  once^  and  eafe  my  pain  ! 
IL 
Sighing  to  himfelf,  imd  crying. 

Wretched  I,  to  love  in  vain  ! 
Ever  fcoming  and  denying 

To  reward  your  faithful  Twain  : 
Kifs  mei  dear,  before  my  dying  $ 

Kifs  me  once,  and  eafe  my  pain  ! 
III. 
Ever  fcoming,  and  denying 

To  reward  your  faithful  fwain. 
Cloe,  laughing  at  his  crying. 

Told  him,  that  he  lov'd  in  vain  t 
Kifs  me,  dear,  before  my  dying  $ 

Kifs  me  once,  and  eafe  my  pain  ! 
IV. 
Cloe,  laughing  at  his  crying. 

Told  him,  that  he  lovM  in  vain  : 
But,  repenting,  and  complying. 

When  he  klfsM,  ihe  kifsM  again : 
KifsM  him  up  before  bis  dying  $ 

Kifs'd  him  up,  and  eas'd  his  pain. 


Pi  X.  S  Q  ^  ^> 
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'     -  X.  •    ■    "   ■■' 

AS    O    N    G. 

I.-     ,  '•■ 

1^  O  tell  Amyntm,  gentle  fwain^ 
^^  I  would  notStt^  nor  dare  cotnpliin  t  <  : 
Thy  tuneful  voice  wkh  numbers  join. 
Thy  wonlt  will  more  previil  than  minew       ''^  • 
To  foult  oppreft^d,  and  dumb  widi  gnef> 
The  gods  ordain  this  ks^  relief  j  .       .  .  : 

That  mufic  ihould  in  tends  conref. 
What  dfbg  lovers  dare  not  fay. 

n. 

A  figh  or  tear»  pedups,  fteMl  give. 

But  love  on  pity  cannot  livn. 

Tell  her  that  hearts  for  hearts  were  mad^'    ■ 

And  love  with  love  is  only  paid. 

Tell  her  my  pains  fo  faft  increafey 

That  foon  they  will  be  paft  redrefs  ; 

But  ah!  the  wretch,  that  fpeechlefs  Iie8> 

Attends  but  death  to  clofe  his  eyes. 

XL. 
A    SONG    ta  a  fkir  young  L  ad  r» 

Going  out  of  the  Town  in  the  Spring. 

I. 

ASK  not  the  caufe,  why  Allien  Spring 
'^^     So  long  delays  her  flowers  to  bear  j 
"Why  warbling  birds  forget  to  fing, 
.    And  winter  ftorms  invert  the  year  i 

3  Chloi 
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Chloris  18  gone,  and  fate  provides 
To  make  it  Spring,  where  fhc  relides. 

II. 
Chloris  is  gone,  the  cruel  fair ; 

She  caft  not  back  a  pitying  eye  s 
But  left  her  lover  in  defpair, 

To  figliy  to  languifh,  and  to  die :  ^    ' 

Ah,  how  can  thofe  fair  eyes  endure 
To  give  the  wounds  they  will  not  cure ! 

III. 
Great  god  of  love,  why  haft  thou  made 

A  face  that  can  all  hearts  command. 
That  all  religions  can  invade. 

And  change  the  laws  of  every  land  ? 
Where  thou  hadft  placM  fuch  power  before. 
Thou  ihouldft  have  made  her  mercy  more. 

IV. 
When  Chloris  to  the  temple  comes. 

Adoring  crowds  before  her  fall  5 
She  can  reftore  the  dead  from  tombs, 

And  every  life  but  mine  recal. 
I  only  am  by  Love  defign'd 
To  be  the  viftim  for  mankind. 


XII.  Alex- 
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XII. 

ALEXANDER'S    FEAST: 

Or,  the  Power  of  Music, 

An  O  D  £,  in  honour  oF  St.  C  b  c  i  L  i  a  '  s  Da 

I. 
s'T*  W  A  S  at  rhe  royal  feaft,  for  Periia  won 
-*•  By  Philip's  warlike  fon  : 

Aloft  in  awful  ftate 
The  godlike  hero  fate 

On  his  imperial  throne  t 
His  valiant  peers  were  placed  around  $ 
Their  brows  with  rofes  and  with  myrtles  bound* 

(So  fhould  defert  in  arms  be  crov(^M  ; 
The  lovely  Thais,  by  his  fide, 
Sate  like  a  blooming  Eaftern  bride  • 
In  flower  of  youth  and  beauty's  pride. 
Happy,  happy,  happy  pair  ! 
None  but  the  brave. 
None  but  the  brave, 
None  but  the  brave  deferves  the  fair. 

CHORUS. 
Haypy,   happy ,  happy  pair! 
None  but  the  bra've. 
None  but  the  branje^ 
None  but  the  hra'vc  defewes  the  fair  ^ 
II. 
Timotheus,  plac'd  on  high 
Amid  the  tuneful  quire. 
With  flying  fingers  touched  the  lyre ; 
The  trembling  ivoXfc^  uCcend  the  flcy, 
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The  fong. began,  from  Jove, 
Who  left  his  blifsful  featt^bove, 
(Such  is  the  power  of  mighty  love.) 
A  dragon*8  fiery  form  b«ly*d  the  god  i 
Sublime  on  radiant  fpires  he  rode,    . 

When  he  to  fair  Olympia  prefs'd  : 

And  while  he  fought  her  iioowy  breaft  : 
Then,  round  her  flender  waift  he  curlM, 
And  ftamp'd  an  image  of  himfelf,  a  fovereign  of  the 

world. 
The  liftening  crowd  admire  the  lofty  found, 
A  prefent  deity,  they  fhoilt  around : 
A  prefent  deity  the  vaulted  rooft  rebound  i 

With  ravi/h'd  ears 

The  monarch  hears^ 

Aifumes  the  god, 

Affefls  to  nod, 
And  feems  to  (hake  the  ipheres. 

CHORUS, 

JTttb  ra'vijb''d  ears  '' 

The  monarch  hears, 
AJfumes  the  god, 
AffeSff  to  nod. 
And  feems  tojbaie  thej^heres. 

III. 
The  praife  of  Bacchus  then,  the  fweet  mufician  fying ; 
Of  Bacchus  ever  fair  and  ever  young  ; 
The  jolly  god  in  triumph  comes  $ 
Sound  the  trumpets ;  beat  the  drums  | 
FlufhM  with  a  purple  grace 
He  (hews  his  honeft  face : 

P  4.  "^^^ 
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The  many  rend  the  ikies  with  loud  applaufe  j 
So  Love  was  crown'd,  but  Mufic  won  the  caufe. 
The  prince,  unable  to  conceal  his  pain^ 
GazM  on  the  fair 
Who  causM  his  care. 
And  iighM  and  lookM,  (ighM  and  look'd, 
Sigh'd  and  lookM,  and  figh'd  again  : 
At  lengthy  with  love  and  wine  at  once  opprefsM, 
The  vanquifliM  viftor  funk  upon  her  breaft. 
CHORUS. 
The  prince,  unable  to  conceal  bis  pain, 
Gaz^d  on  tbe  fair 
Who  caused  bis  care, 
Andjigb-'d  and  look'd,  figb^d  and  looked, 
Sigb^d  and  look'd,  andjigb^d  again: 
At  length,  <with  h've  and  luine  at  once  opprefs^dy 
*rhe  'vanquifii'd  *viSlor  funk  upon  her  breafi, 

VI. 

Now  ftrike  the  golden  lyre  again  : 
A  louder  yet,  and  yet  a  louder  ftrain. 
Break  his  bands  of  fleep  afundcr. 
And  roufe  him,  like  a  rattling  peal  of  thunder. 
Hark,  hark,  the  horrid  found 
Has  raisM  up  his  head  : 
As  awak'd  from  the  dead. 
And  amazM,  he  ftares  around. 
Revenge,  revenge,  Timotheus  cries. 
See  the  furies  arife  : 
See  the  fnakes  that  they  rear. 
How  tVity  Vi\Vs  \xv  ^€yc  Vvait^ 
And  the  fpaiVAt^  xJi^'ax^^j&i.^'tQmNi^^^^ 
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Behold  a  ghaftly  band. 
Each  a  torch  in  his  hand ! 
Thofe  are  Grecian  ghofts,  that  in  battle  were  flain^ 
AndunburyM  remain 
Inglorious  on  the  plain  t 
Give  the  vengeance  due 
To  the  valiant  crew. 
Behold  how  they  tofs  their  torches  on  high. 
How  they  point  to  the  Periian  abodes. 
And  glittering  temples  of  their  hoftile  gods. 
The  princes  applaud,  with  a  furious  joy  ; 
And  the  king  feiz'd  a  flambeau  with  zeal  to  deftroyi 
*  Thais  led  the  way. 

To  light  him  to  his  prey, 
And,  like  another  Helen,  fir'd  another  Troy. 

CHORUS. 
And  the  kmgfei«:d  a  flambeau  ivitb  zeal  to  deflroy  j 
Tbais  led  tbe  ivay. 
To  light  bim  to  bis  preyt 
Andf  like  anotber  Helen^  fir'd  anotber  Troy. 

VII. 
Thus,  long  ago, 
Ere  heaving  bellows  learn'd  to  blow. 

While  organs  yet  were  mutej 
Timotheus,  to  his  breathing  flute. 
And  founding  lyre. 
Could  fwcll  the  foul  to  rage,  or  kindle  foft  defire. 
At  lad  divine  Cecilia  came, 
Inventrefs  of  the  vocal  frame  j 
The  fwcct  enthufiaft,  from  her  facred  (lore. 
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EnlargM  the  former  narrow  bounds^ 

And  added  length  to  folemn  founds. 
With  nature's  mother-wit,  and  arts  unknown  before. 
Let  old  Timotbcus  yield  the  prize. 

Or  both  divide  the  crown  ; 
He  raised  a  mortal  to  the  fkies ) 

She  drew  an  angel  down. 

Grand    CHORUS. 
At  lajf,  difvine  Cecilia  came^ 
Iwventrefs  of  the  vocal  frame  j 
The  f^weet  entbufiaft,  from  her  facredfhre^ 
Enlarged  the  former  narrow  bounds. 
And  added  length  to  folemn  founds. 
With  nature'' s  mother-ivit,  and  arts  unbtotAm  before. 
Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  prize, 

Or  both  di<vide  the  crovsn ; 
He  rais'^d  a  mortal  to  the  Jkies  ; 
She  dreiAj  an  angel  dowim. 

XIII. 
The    secular    M  A  S  CLU  E. 

Enter  Janus. 
Janus.      /^Hronos,  Chronos,  mend  thy  pace, 
^^  An  hundred  times  the  rolling  fun 
Around  the  radiant  belt  has  run 
In  his  revolving  race. 
Behold,  behold  the  goal  in  iight, 
Spread  thy  fans,  and  wing  thy  flight. 

Enter 


The   secular  MASQUE.        m# 

£ff/^CHRONOS,  ivitb  afcytbe  in  bis  band^  and  a  globe 
on  bis  back }  ivbicb  befets  doFvm  at  bis  entrance, 

Chronos.  Weary,  weary  of  my  weight. 
Let  me,  let  me  drop  my  freight. 

And  leave  the  world  behind. 
I  could  not  bear. 
Another  year, 
The  load  of  human-kind. 
Enter  Mqmus  laughing. 
Mom  VS.  Ha !  ha  1  ha !  ha!  ha !  ha !  well  hail  thou  dent 
To  lay  down  thy  pack. 
And  lighten  thy  back, 
The  world  was  a  fool,  e*er  fince  it  begun. 
And  fince  neither  Janus,  nor  Chronos,  nor  I, 
Can  hinder  the  crimes, 
X)r  mend  the  bad  times, 
'Tis  better  to  lawgh  than  to  cry. 
Cho.  of  all  three.     '77/  better  to  laugb  than  to  cry, 
Janus.      Since  Momus  comes  to  laugh  below. 
Old  Time  begin  the  (how. 
That  he  may  fee,  in  every  fame. 
What  changes  in  this  age  have  been. 
CHROOUs.Then,  goddefs  of  the  filver  bow,  begin. 
[llonu,  or  bunting  tnufie^  nvitbin.'\ 

Enter  Diana. 
Di.  With  horns  and  wiph  hounds,  I  waken  the  day  j 
And  hye  to  the  woodland-walks  away ; 
'  I  tuck  up  my  robe,  and  am  buikinM  foon. 
And  tie  to  my  forehead  a  wexing  moon. 
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I  courfe  the  fleet  ftag,  unkennel  die  faXf 
And  chace  the  wild  goats  o*cr  rummiti  of 

rocks. 
With  fliouting  and  hooting  wt  pierce  thioi^ 

the  iky. 
And  Echo  turns  hunter,  and  doublet  the  ay. 
Cho.  of  all.    intb /boutmg  and boctmg  vtfefiirce  itra^k 
tbefyf 
And  Ecbo  tmms  hunter ^  and  doMis  the  erj, 

Janus.      Then  our  age  was  in*  t*s  prime, 
CHRONOS.Frce  from  rage: 
Diana.       — — .  And  free  from  crime. 
MoMUS.    A  very  merry,  dancing,  drinking. 

Laughing,  quaffing,  and  unthinking  time. 
Cho.  of  all.     Then  our  agi  was  inTs  frimef 

Free  from  rage^  and  free  fi^mt  crime, 
A  'very  merry  ^  dancmg,  drinking. 
Laughing,  quaffing,  OHd  unthinking  time, 
{Dance  of  DiancCs  attendants, "X 
Enter  Mars. 
Mars.      Infpirc  the  vocal  brafs,  infpire; 
The  world  is  paft  its  infant  age  s 
Arms  and  honour. 
Arms  and  honour. 
Set  the  martial  mind  on  fire. 
And  kindle  manly  rage. 
Mars  has  lookM  the  fky  to  red  ; 
And  Peace,  the  lazy  good,  is  fled. 
Plenty,  peace,  and  pleafure  flys 

The 
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The  fprightly  green. 

In  woodland-walks,  no  more  is  feen  ; 

The  fprightly  green  has  drunk  the  Tynan  dye. 
Cho.  of  all.    Phtty,  peace,  &c. 
Mars.      Sound  the  trumpet,  b^t  the  drum ; 

Through  all  the  world  around, 

Sound  a  reveille,  found,  found. 

The  warrior  god  is  come. 
Cho.  of  all.     Sound  the  trumpety  Sec. 

Mom  US;  Thy  fword  ^thin  the  fcabbard  keep. 
And  let  mankind  agree ; 
Better  the  world  were  faft  afleep. 
Than  kept  awake  by  thee. 
The  fools  are  only  thinner. 

With  all  our  coft  and  care  5 
But  neither  fide' a  winner. 
For  things  are  as  they  were. 
Cho.  of  all.     The  fools  are  only,  &c. 

Enter  Venus.    • 
Venus.     Calms  appear,  when  ftorms  are  paft ; 

Love  will  have  his  hour  at  lad : 

Nature  is  my  kindly  care ; 

Mars  deftroys,  and  I  repair : 

Take  me,  take  me,  while  you  may, 

Venus  comes  not  every  day. 
Cho.  of  all.  Take  her,  take  her.  Sec. 
CHRONOs.The  world  was  then  fo  light, 

I  fcarcely  felt  the  weight  5 

Joy  rul'd  the  day,  and  love  the  night. 
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Buty  fince  the  queen  of  pkafure  left  the 
ground, 
I  faint,  I  lag. 
And  feebly  drag 

The  pondrous  orb  around 
MoMUS.  All,  all  of  a  piece  thr«u|^iwit ;' 
Point- ^ 

ing  to  >    Thy  chace  had  a  beaft  in  viev  i 
Diana  3 

[To  Man]  Thy  W9rs  brought  iM^ung  a^out  | 
[To  Venus]  Thy  lover$  were  all  untrue. 
Janus.     ^Tis  well  an  old  age  is  Qut^ 
Chronos.  And  ttro^  to  begin  a  new. 
Cho.  of  all.    Jlij  aUqfa  piece  tknygh^ut ; 

Tby  cbace  bad  a  beaft  in  vienv  : 

Thy  nvars  brought  noibit^  about  i 

Thy  lowers  tvere  aUwttrue, 

"'TIS  twell  an  old  age  is  out. 

And  time  to  begin  a  nenv. 

Dance  of  huntfmen,  nymphs,  warriors,  and  lovers. 


SONG 


DRYDEN'S    POEMS.  415 

XIV. 

^SONG  of  a  Scholar  and  his  Mistress, 
who  being  crofs*d  by  their  Friends,  fell  mad  for 
one  another ;  and  now  firft  meet  in  Bedlam. 

[Music  within.] 

*Ibe  Lovers  enter  at  oppqfite  doors^  each  beldbj  a  Keeper. 

Phyllis.  T    OOK,  look,  I  fee — I  fee  ray  love  appear ! 

1-^  'Tis  he ^'Tis  h^  alone  j 

For,  like  him,  there  is  none  : 
'Tis  the  dear,  dear  man,  'tis  thee,  dear. 
Amy  NT  AS.  Hark  !  the  winds  war  ; 
The  foamy  waves  roar ; 
I  fee  a  ftiip  afar  : 

Tofling  and  toffing,  and  making  to  the  fhore : 
But  what 's  that  I  view. 
So  radiant  of  hue, 
St.  Hermo,  St.  Hermo,  that  fits  upon  the  falls  ? 

Ah!  No,  no,  no. 
St.  Hermo,  never,  never  ihone  fo  bright ; 
'Tis  Phyllis,  only  Phyllis,  can  (hoot  fo  fair  a 

light : 
'Tis  Phyllis,  'tis  Phyllis,  that  favcs  the  fliip 

alone. 
For  all  the  winds  are  hufh'd,  and  the  ftorm 
is  overblown. 
Phyllis.  Let  roe  go,  let  me  run,  let  me  fly  to  his  arms. 
Vol.  II.  Q^  Amvntas. 
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Amy  NT  AS.  If  all  the  fates  combine. 
And  ail  the  furie»  join, 
I'  11   force  my  way  to  Phyllis,  and   break 
through  the  charm. 
{Here  fbey  break  Jrom  their  keepers,  run 
to  each  other ,  and  embrace, '\ 

Phyllis.  Shall  I  marry  the.man  I  love  ? 

And  (hall  I  conclude  my  pains  ? 
Now  blefsM  be  the  powers  above, 
I  feel  the  blood  bound  in  my  veins  ; 
With  a  lively  leap  it  began  to  move. 
And  the  vapors  leave  my  brains. 
Amyntas.  Body  foinM  to  body,  and  heart  joined  to  heart, 
To  make  fure  of  the  cure. 
Go  call  the  man  in  black,  to  mumble  o^erhis 
part. 

Phyllis.  But  fuppofehe  fhould  ftay— 

Amyntas.  At  worft  if  he  delay, 

'Tis  a  work  muft  be  done. 

We  Ml  borrow  but  a  day. 

And  the  better,  the  fooner  begun. 

Cho*  of  both.  At  tmrfi  if  he  delay  ^  &c. 

\^hey  run  out  together  hand  in  bandJ] 
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I. 

Prologue,  fpoken  the  firft  day  of  the  King** 
Hoafe  a&ing  after  the  Fire. 

O  O  (hipwreckM  paHengers  efcape  to  land, 

^  So  look  they,  when  on  the  bare  beach  they  (land 

Dropping  and  cold,  and  their  firft  fear  fcarcc  o'er, 

Expelling  famine  on  a  defart  fhore. 

From  that  hard  climate  we  muft  wait  for  bread, 

Whence  ev'n  the  natives,  forc'd  by  hunger,  flcd» 

Our  ftage  does  human  chance  prefent  to  view. 

But  ne'er  before  was  fecn  fo  fadly  true : 

Vou  are  changed  too,  and  your  pretence  to  fee 

Is  but  a  nobler  name  for  chanty. 

Your  own  provifions  fumiAi  out  our  feafts. 

While  you  the  founders  make  yourfelves  the  guefts. 

Of  all  mankind  befide  fate  had  fome  care,  ^ 

But  for  poor  wit  no  portion  did  prepare,  V 

*Tis  left  a  rent-charge  to  the  brave  and  fair.  J 

iTou  cherifh'd  it,  and  now  its  fall  you  mouni, 

Which  blind  unmanner'd  zealots  make  their  fcorn. 

Who  think  that  fire  a  judgment  on  the  ftage. 

Which  fpar^d  not  temples  in  its  furious  tdL.^% 
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But  as  our  new-built  city  rifes  higher. 
So  from  old  theatres' may  new  afptre. 
Since  fate  contrives  magnificence  by  fire. 
Our  great  metropolis  does  far  furpafs 
Whatever  is  now,  and  equals  all  that  was  : 
Our  wit  as  far  does  foreign  wit  excel, 
And,  like  a  king,  (hould  in  a  palace  dwell. 
But  we  with  golden  hopes  are  vainly  fed. 
Talk  high,  and  entertain  you  in  a  fhed  t 
Your  prefence  here,  for  which  we  humbly  £ue. 
Will  grace  old  theatres,  and  build  up  new. 


IL 

Prologue  fpoken  at  the  Opening  of  the  New 

Houfe,  March  26,  1674. 

A  Plain-built  houfe,  after  fo  long  a  ftay, 
'^^  Will  fend  you  half  unfatisfy'd  away  ; 
When,  fairn  from  your  expefted  pomp,  you  find 
A  bare  convenience  only  is  dcfign'd. 
You,  who  each  day  can  theatres  behold. 
Like  Nero's  palace,  fhining  all  with  gold. 
Our  mean  ungilded  ftage  will  fcorn,  we  fear. 
And,  for  the  homely  room,  difdain  the  chear. 
Yet  now  cheap  druggets  to  a  mode  are  grown,  1 

And  a  plain  fuit,  fmce  we  can  make  but  one,  > 

Is  better  than  to  be  by  tarni(hM  gawdry  known.  j 

They,  who  are  by  your  favours  wealthy  made. 
With  mighty  fums  may' carry  on  the  trade  ; 

We, 


I 
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We,  broken  bankers,  half  deftroy'd  by  fire. 

With  our  fmall  ftock  to  humble  roofs  retire  $ 

Pity  our  lofs,  while  you  their  pomp  admire.     . 

For  fame  and  honour  we  no  longer  ftrivc, 

We  yield  in  both,  and  only  beg  to  live  : 

Unable  to  fupport  their  vaft  expence^ 

Who  build  and  treat  with  fuch  magnificence ; 

That,  like  th' ambitious  monarchs  of  the  age. 

They  give  the  law  to  our  provincial  ftage. 

Great  neighbours  cnvioufly  promote  excefs. 

While  they  impofe  their  fplendor  on  the  lefs. 

But  only  fools,  and  they  of  vaft  eftate, 

Th'  extremity  of  modes  will  imitate. 

The  dangling  knee-fringe,  and  the  bib-cravat. 

Yet  if  fome  pride  with  want  may  be  allow'd. 

We  in  our  plainnefs  may  be  juftly  proud  : 

Our  royal  mafter  will'd  it  fhould  be  fo ; 

Whatever  he  's  pleas'd  to  own,  can  need  no  (how : 

That  facred  name  gives  ornament  and  grace. 

And,  like  his  ftamp,  makes  bafeft  metals  pafs. 

'Twere  folly  now  a  ftately  pile  to  raife. 

To  build  a  playhoufe  while  you  throw  down  plays  j 

While  fcenes,  machines,  and  empty  operas  reign. 

And  for  the  pencil  you  the  pen  difdain  : 

While  troops  of  fami(hM  Frenchmen  hither  drive. 

And  laugh  at  thofe  upon  whofe  alms  they  live : 

Old  Englifh  authors  vanifh,  and  give  place 

To  thefe  new  conquerors  of  the  Norman  race. 

More  tamely  than  your  fathers  you  fubmit ; 

You  're  now  grown  vaflals  to  them  in  your  wit. 
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Marky  when  they  play,  how  our  fine  fopf  advance^    ^ 
The  mighty  merits  of  their  men  of  France,  C 

Keep  time,   cry  Bo/if  and  humour  the  cadence.  J 

Well,  pleafe  yourfelves  ;  but  fure  'tis  underftood. 
That  French  machines  have  ne'er  done  England  good. 
I  would  not  prophefy  our  houfe's  fate : 
But  while  vain  fiiows  and  fcenes  you  over-rate» 

•Tis  to  be  fear'd^ 

That  as  a  fire  the  former  houfe  overthrew. 
Machines  and  tempers  will  deftroy  the  new. 

m.       * 

Epilogue  on  the  fame  occafion. 


np  HOUGH  what  our  Prologue  faid  was  fedly  true, 

^     Yet,  gentlemen,  our  homely  houfe  is  new, 
A  charm  that  feldom.  fails  with,  wicked,  you. 
A  country  lip  may  have  the  velvet  touch  ; 
Though  (he 's  no  lady,  you  may  think  her  fuch : 
A  {hong  imagination  may  do  much. 
But  you,  loud  firs,  who  through  your  curls  look  big, 
Critics  in  plume  and  white  valiancy  wig. 
Who  lolling  on  our  foremoft  benches  fit. 
And  dill  charge  firft,  the  true  forlorn  of  wit; 
Whofe  favours,  like  the  fun,  warm  where  you  roll. 
Yet  you,  like  him,  have  neither  heat  nor  foul  j 
So  may  your  hats  your  foretops  never  prefs, 
Untouched  your  ribbons,  facred  be  your  drefs  j 
So  m:iy  you  flowly  to  old  age  advance, 
And  have  tV  excMfe  of  youth  for  ignorance: 
So  may  fop-corx\w  ?u\\  o^  \\cJ\l^  xwwivcv^ 
And  drive  far  oft  O^v^  ^>A\  ^xx-wixv;^  ^xivcv\ 
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So  may  your  midnight  fcowerings  happy  prove. 

And  morning  batteries  force  your  way  to  love } 

So  may  not  France  your  warlike  hands  recal. 

But  leave  you  by  each  other''s  fwords  to  fall : 

As  you  come  hei-e  to  ruffle  vizard  punk* 

When  fober,  rail,  and  roar  when  you  are  drunk. 

But  to  the  wits  we  can  fome  merit  plead. 

And  urg^  what  by  themfelves  has  oft  been  laid  s 

Our  houfe  relieves  the  ladies  from  the  frights 

Of  ill-pavM  ftreets,  and  long  dark  winter  nights; 

The  Flanders  horfes  from  a  cold  bleak  road, 

Where  bears  in  furs  dare  fcarcely  look  abroad  $ 

The  audience  from  worn  plays  and  fuftian  ftufF, 

Of  rhyme,  more  naufeous  than  three  boys  in  buC 

Though  in  their  houfe  the  poets  heads  appear^ 

We  hope  we  may  prefume  their  wits  are  here. 

The  beft  which  they  referv'd  they  now  will  play,        ^ 

For,  like  kind  cuckolds,  though  w^  have  not  the  way  > 

To  pleafe,  we  '11  find  you  abler  men  who  may.  ^ 

If  they  (hould  fail,  for  lafl  recruits  we  breed 

A  troop  of  frifking  Monfieurs  to  fucceed  t 

You  know  the  French  fure  cards  at  time  of  need< 

IV. 

Prologue  to  the  Univcrfity  of  Oxford,  1674. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  Hart. 

pOETS,  your  fubjeds,  have  their  parts  aflignM 
^     T*  unbend,  and  to  divert  their  fovereign's  mind  j 
When  tirM  with  following  nature,  you  think  fit 
To  feek  repofe  in  the  cool  (hades  of  wit» 


.  I 


«3i   .  DRYDEN'S    POEMS. 

And,  from  the  fwect  retreat,  with  joy  furvey 

What  refts,  and  what  is  conquered,  of  the  way. 

Here,  free  yourfelves  from  envy,  care,  and  ftrife. 

You  view  the  various  turns  of  human  life  : 

Safe  in  our  fcene,  through  dangerous  courts  you  go. 

And,  undebauchM,  the  vice  of  cities  know. 

Your  theories  are  here  to  pra6lice  brought. 

As  in  mechanic  operations  wrought ; 

And  man,  the  little  world,  befoi-e  you  ftt. 

As  once  the  fphei-c  of  cryftal  fhcw'd  the  great. 

Bleft  fure  are  you  above  all  mortal  kind. 

If  to  your  fonunes  you  can  fuit  your  mind : 

Content  to  fee,  and  ftiun,  thofe  ills  vrc  ihow. 

And  crimes  on  theatres  alone  to  know. 

With  joy  we  bring  what  our  dead  authors  writ. 

And  beg  from  you  the  value  of  their  wit : 

That    Shakefpeare's,    Fletcher's,    and  great   Jonfon's 

claim. 
May  be  renewM  from  thofe  who  gave  them  fame. 
None  of  our  living  poets  dare  appear ; 
For  Mufes  fo  fevere  are  woifh-pM  here. 
That,  confcious  of  their  faults,  they  fhun  the  eye. 
And,  as  prophane,  from  facred  places  fly. 
Rather  than  fee  th'  offended  God,  and  die. 
We  bring  no  imperfe6lions,  but  our  own  ; 
Such  faults  as  made  are  by  the  makers  fhown  : 
And  you  have  been  fo  kind,  that  we  may  boaft. 
The  gieateft  judges  ftill  can  pardon  moft. 
Poe^s  muft  ftoop,  when  they  would  pleafe  our  pit, 
PebasM  ev'n  to  the  level  of  their  wit  j 

Difdaining 
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Difdaining  that,  which  yet  they  know  will  take. 
Hating  themfelves  what  their  applaufe  muft  make. 
But  when  to  praife  from  you  they  would  afpire. 
Though  they  like  eagles  mount,  your  Jove  is  higher. 
So  far  your  knowledge  all  their  power  tranfcends, 
As  what  fhould  be  beyond  what  Is  extends. 

V. 
PROLOGUE    to    CIRCE. 

[By  Dr.  D  A  V  E  N  A  N  T,  1675.] 

WT  ERE  you  but  half  fo  wife  as  you're  fcvere, 
^  ^     Our  youthful  poet  (hould  not  need  to  fear : 
To  his  green  years  your  cenfures  you  would  fuit. 
Not  blaft  the  bloffom,  but  expeft  the  fruit. 
The  fcx,  that  beft  does  pleafure  underftand, 
Will  always  choofe  to  err  on  t'other  hand. 
They  check  not  him  that's*  auk  ward  in  delight, 
But  clap  the  young  rogue's  cheek,  and  fet  him  right. 
Thus  hearten'd  well,  and  flefh'd  upon  his  prey. 
The  youth  may  prove  a  man  another  day. 
Your  Ben  and  Fletcher,  in  their  firft  young  flight. 
Did  no  Volpone,  nor  no  Arbaces  write ; 
But  hopp'd  about,  and  (hort  excurfions  made 
From  bough*  to  bough,  as  if  they,  were  afraid. 
And  each  was  guilty  of  fome  fl'ghted  maid. 
Shakefpcare's  own  Mufe  her  Pericles  firft  bore  5 
The  prince  of  Tyre  was  elder  than  the  Moor : 
'Tis  miracle  to  fee  a  firft  good  play  j 
All  hawtliorns  do  not  bloom  on  Chriftmas-day. 
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A  flendcr  poet  nrnft  have  time  to  grow. 
And  fpread  aijd  burniih  as  his  brothers  do. 
Who  ftill  looks  lean.  Aire  with  fome  pox  is  curft  s 
But  no  man  can  be  FalftafF-fat  at  firft. 
Then  damn  not,  but  indulge  his  rude  eflaysy 
Encourage  him,  and  bloat  him  up  with  praife^ 
That  he  may  get  more  bulk,  before  he  dies  : 
He 's  not  yet  fed  enough  for  facrifice. 
Perhaps,  if  now  your  grace  you  will  not  grudge. 
He  may  grow  up  to  yrrite,  and  you  to  judge. 

VI. 
Epilogue  intended  to  have  been  fpoken  by  the 
Lady  Hen.  Mar.   Wentworth,  when 
Calisto  was  aded  at  Court. 

A  S  Jupiter  I  made  my  court  in  vain ; 
'**'  I  '11  now  aifume  my  native  fhape  again. 
I'  m  weary  to  be  fo  unkindly  usM, 
And  would  not  be  a  God  to  be  refus'd. 
State  grows  uneafy  when  it  hinders  love  ; 
A  glorious  burden,  which  the  wife  remove. 
Now  as  a  nymph  I  need  not  fue,  nor  try 
The  force  of  any  lightning  but  the  eye. 
Beauty  and  youth  more  than  a  God  command  ; 
No  Jove  could  e'er  the  force  of  thefe  withftand. 
'•Tis  here  that  fovereign  power  admits  difpute } 
Beauty  fometimes  is  jnftly  abfolute. 
Our  fuUen  Gate's,  whatfoe'er  they  fay, 
Ev'd  while  they  frown  and  di^late  law8>  obey. 
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You,  mighty  fir,  our  bonds  more  cafy  make. 

And  gracefully,  what  all  muft  fufFer,  take  i 

Above  thofe  forms  the  grave  affeft  to  wear ; 

For  *ti8  not  to  be  wife  to  be  fevei-e. 

Tine  wifdom  may  fome  gallantry  admit, 

And  foften  bufinefs  with  the  charms  of  wit. 

Thefe  peaceful  triumphs  with  your  cares  you  bought. 

And  from  the  midft  of  fighting  nations  brought. 

You  only  hear  it  thunder  from  afar. 

And  fit  in  peace  the  arbiter  of  war  : 

Peace,  the  loathM  manna,  which  hot  brains  defpiie. 

You  knew  its  worth,  and  made  it  early  prize  : 

And  in  its  happy  leifure  fit  and  fee 

The  promifes  of  more  felicity  : 

Two  glorious  nymphs  of  your  own  godlike  line, 

Whofe  morning  rays  like  noontide  ftrike  and  (hine: 

Whom  you  to  fuppliant  monarchs  (hall  difpofe; 

To  bind  your  friends,  and  to  difaim  your  foes. 


vn. 

EpiLbcuE    to  the  Man   of  Mode,  or  Sir 

FoPLiNG  Flutter. 

[By  Sir  George  Etherege,  1676.] 

MOST   modern  wits  fuch  monftrous  fools  have 
ihown. 
They  feem  not  of  heaven's  making,  but  their  own. 
Thofe  naufeous  harlequins  in  farce  may  pafs  j 
But  there  goes  more  to  a  fubftantial  ^  1 
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Something  of  man  muft  be  exposed  to  view. 

That,  gallants,  they  may  more  refemble  you. 

Sir  Fopling  is  a  fool  fo  nicely  writ. 

The  ladies  would  miftake  him  for  a  wit ; 

And,  when  he  fmgs,  talks  loud,  and  cocks  would  ciyt 

I  vow,  methinks,  he 's  pretty  company  ; 

So  brifk,  fo  gay,  fo  travePd,  fo  refin'd. 

As  he  took  pains  to  graff  upon  his  kind. 

True  fops  help  nature^s  work,  and  go  to  fchool. 

To  file  and  finifli  God  Almighty's  fool. 

Yet  none  Sir  Fopling  him,  or  him  can  call  j 

He  *s  knight  o'  th'  (hire,  and  reprefents  you  all. 

From  each  he  meets  he  culls  whatever  he  can  j 

Legion's  his  name,  a  people  in  a  man. 

His  bulky  folly  gathers  as  it  goes. 

And,  rolling  o'er  you,  like  a  fnow-ball  grows. 

His  various  modes  from  various  fathers  follow  ; 

One  taught  the  tofs,  and  one  the  new  French  wallow. 

His  fword-knot  this,  his  cravat  that  defign'd  j 

And  this,  the  yard-long  fnake  he  twirls  behind. 

From  one  the  facred  periwig  he  galn'd. 

Which  wind  ne'er  blew,  nor  touch  of  hat  prophan'd. 

Another's  diving  bow  he  did  adcre, 

Which  with  a  fhog  cafts  all  the  hair  before. 

Till  he  with  full  decorum  brings  it  back. 

And  rifes  with  a  water-fpaniei  fhake. 

As  for  his  fongs,  the  ladies  dear  delight, 

Thefe  fure  he  took  from  moft  of  you  who  write. 

Yet  every  man  is  fafe  from  what  he  fear'd  j 

For  no  one  fool  is  ViMivttd  from  the  herd. 
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vin. 

Epilogue  to  Mithridates,  King  of  Pontus. 
By  Mr.  N.  Le  e,  1678. 


1 


VT  O  U  'VE  feen  a  pair  of  faithful  lovers  die  : 

And  much  you  care ;  for  moft  of  you  will  cry,  ] 
'Twas  a  juft  judgment  on  their  conftancy. 
For,  heaven  be  thankM,  we  live  in  fuch  an  age, 
When  no  man  dies  for  love,  but  on  the  ftage  : 
And  ev'n  thofe  martyrs  are  but  rare  in  plays  j 
A  curfed  fign  how  much  ti-ue  faith  decays. 
Love  is  no  more  a  violent  defire  ; 
'Tis  a  meer  metaphor,  a  painted  fire. 
In  all  our  fex,  the  name  examiiiM  well, 
'Tis  pride  to  gain,  and  vanity  to  tell. 
In  woman,  *tis  of  fabtle  intereft  made : 
Curfe  on  the  punk  that  made  it  firft  a  trade  ! 
She  firft  did  wit's  prerogative  remove. 
And  made  a  fool  prefume  to  prate  of  love. 
Let  honour  and  preferment  go  for  gold  j 
But  glorious  beauty  is  not  to  be  fold  : 
Or,  if  it  be,  'tis  at  a  rate  fo  high. 
That  nothing  but  adoring  it  ftiould  buy. 
Yet  the  rich  cullies  may  their  boafting  fpare  j 
They  purchafe  but  fophiftlcated  ware. 
'Tis  prodigality  that  buys  deceit, 
"Where  both  the  giver  and  the  taker  cheat. 
Men  but  refine  on  the  old  half-crown  way  ; 
And  women  fight,  like  Swiffers,  for  their  pay. 

IX..  '^^.o\.^o>i^ 
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IX. 

Prologue  to  Cjesar  B^roi'a. 

[By  Mr.  N.  Lee,  x68o.] 

'TpH'  unhappy  man,  who  once  has  trailM  a  ptRf 
-^     Lives  not  to  pleafe  bimfelf,  but  other  men ) 
It  always  drudging,  waftes  his  lifie  and  blood> 
Yet  only  eats  and  drinks  what  you  think  good* 
What  praife  foe'er  the  poetry  deferve. 
Yet  every  fool  can  bid  the  poet  ftarve. 
That  fumbling  ktcher  to  revenge  is  bent, 
Becaufe  he  thinks  himfelf  or  whore  is  meant : 
Name  but  a  cuckold,  all  the  city  fwarms  ; 
From  Leadenhall  to  Ludgate  is  in  arms  : 
Were  there  no  fear  of  Antichrift  or  France, 
In  the  bleft  time  poor  poets  live  by  chance. 
Either  you  come  not  here,  or,  as  you  grace 
Some  old  acquaintance,  drop  into  the  place, 
Carelefs  and  quilmifh  with  a  yawning  face  : 
You  fleep  o'er  wit,  and  by  my  troth  you  may  j 
Moft  of  your  talents  lie  another  way. 
You  love  to  hear  of  fome  prodigious  tale. 
The  bell  that  tollM  alone,  or  Irifli  whale. 
News  is  your  food,  and  you  enough  provide. 
Both  for  yourfelves,  and  all  the  world  beflde. 
One  theatre  there  is  of  vaft  refort. 
Which  whilorae  of  Requefts  was  called  the  Court  2 
But  now  the  great  Exchange  of  News  'tis  hight. 
And  full  of  hum  and  buz  from  noon  till  night. 


PK  t  I-OGl'£i  AND   F.  P.:.'.i 

Up  fcairs  iHwl  iiown  you  run,  a;  r  i  ^  -,r 
Aud  each  man  wcar^  three  nir.or-  -  ■.  ; 
So  big  vou  look,  thc-^r-  :nr-  •'-.  ..••.-. 
That,  arni'd  witn  bcttl^vi  aio.  y:. .  v..  V  ■ 
Butall  your  cnurainn-n:  i:...  r  • 
Bv  vilUir.s  in  your  owr.  dul  i...-.-..i 
WoUit:  ycv  rtrjin  'u  us,  v/-.  r  ■*  ?-...■>. 
To  fr*^^'  >■-■-  ^^**^-"  roguca  ujior.  ;  -..-  :• .  . 

Dc'-'..    -  ^''•'''  '*^'^'  "^"^  N.t:cr  h;.  ; 

Bv  fincHi^-?  1  '^rriL.-.i-.  i.  r-^ke  vju  .i> 
A  trick  wc'J.-  "'.''-h>'  '-t'l  .*;  \  .-.r  :i.-m{ 
Murier '6  a  :r::.'.i.  i.  1....^-.  :-  •  .,..j.. 
That  'tis  infaii::'.-  it  .;  I-  r  .-  -. 
But,  mark  tiitii  fci.*,  y.-j  .";,:  .  h  ■  ;  , 
The  pope  fays  grace,  bu:  *;.s  ih-    .. 
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THESPIS,  :::*>:;    .. 
A: -•:-:/  V-. 
To  provi  V  ,  •.  .> 
Dicltur  &  pivy.*-  -.    ■  - 
But  iE:":*.  .-      .<• 
Wis  •>:•.■•  -...VIM-:  -. 
Vf.  A-    ■:-'.    :■    ■..--• 
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But  *ti8  the  talent  of  our  Englifh  nation. 
Still  to  be  plotting  Tome  new  refoiroation  i 
And  few  years  hence,  if  anarchy  goes  on. 
Jack  Prefbytcr  (hall  here  ercft  his  throne. 
Knock  out  a  tub  with  preaching  once  a  day,    . 
And  every  prayer  be  longer  than  a  play. 
Then  all  your  heathen  wits  (hall  go  to  pot. 
For  difbelieving  of  a  Popifii-plot : 
Your  poets  (hall  be  usM  like  infidels. 
And  word  the  author  of  the  Oxford  bells  : 
Nor  (hould  we  ^fcape  the  fentence,  to  depart, 
£v''n  in  our  firft  original,  a  cart. 
No  zealous  brother  there  would  want  a  ftone. 
To  maul  us  cardinals,  and  pelt  pope  Joan  : 
Religion,  learning,  wit,  would  be  Aippreft, 
Rags  of  the  whore,  and  trappings  of  the  beaft  : 
Scot,  Suarez,  Tom  of  Aquin,  muft  go  down. 
As  chief  fupporters  of  the  triple  crown  5 
And  Ariftotle  's  for  deftru^lion  ripe  j 
Some  fay,  he  caird  the  foul  an  organ -pipe. 
Which  by  fome  little  help  of  derivation, 
Shall  then  be  provM  a  pipe  of  infpi  ration. 

XI. 
A     PROLOGUE. 

TF  yet  there  be  a  few  that  take  delight 

-■'  In  that  which  reafonable  men  (hould  write  j 

To  them  alone  we  dedicate  this  night. 

The  reft  may  fatisfy  their  curious  itch 

With  city  gaieties  >  ot  ^om^  IaSCwjj^  %cch. 


^t 
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Or  whate*er  libel,  for  the  public  gpod, 
Stirs  up  the  (hrove-tide  crew  to  fire  and  bloody 
Remove  your  benches,  you  apoftate  pit. 
And  take,  above,  twelve  pennyworth  of  wit ; 
Go  back  to  your  deai'  dancing  on  the  rope. 
Or  fee  what 's  worie,  the  devil  and  the  pope^ 
The  plays  that  take  on  our  corrupted  ftage, 
Methinks,  refemble  the  diilra6led  age ; 
Noife,  madnefs,  ail  unreafonable  things, 
'I'hat  ftrike  at  fenfe,  as  rebels  do  at  kings. 
The  ftyle  of  forty-oae  our  poets  write, 
And  you  are  grown  to  judge  like  forty-eight.   . 
Such  cenlures  our  midajcing  audience  make, 
l^hat  'tis  almoft  grown  fcandalous  to  take. 
They  talk  of  fevers  that  infedl  the  brains  ; 
But  nonfenfe  is  the  new  diCcafe  that  reigns. 
Weak  floraachs,  with  a  long  difeaie  oppreft. 
Cannot  the  cordials  of  ftrong  wit  digefi. 
Therefore  thin  nouriihraent  of  farce  ye  choofe,  , 
Deco6lions  of  a  bailey-water  Mufe  : 
A  meal  of  tragedy  would  make  you  fick, 
iUnlefs  it  were  a  very  .tender  chick. 
Some  fcenes  in  fippets  would  be  worth  our  time  ; 
Thofe  would  go  down ;  fome  love  that^s  poach'd  in 
rhyme ; 

If  thefe  (hould  fail 

We  muil  lie  down,  and,  after  all  our  coft. 
Keep  holiday,  like  watermen  in  froft ) 
While  you  turn  players  on  the  world's  great  (lage. 
And  aft  yourfelves  the  farce  of  your  own  age. 

Vol.  II.  R  X.l\.  AL^\\.Qk^\iv 
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XII. 

Epilogue  to  a  Tragedy  called  Tamerlaki 

[By  Mr.  Saunders.] 

T    AD  I E  S,  the  beardlefs  author  of  this  day 
"^  Comm^ds  to  you  the  fortune  of  his  play. 
A  woman  wit  has  often  gracM  the  ftage } 
But  he  's  the  firft  boy-poet  of  our  age. 
Early  as  is  the  year  his  fancies  blow. 
Like  young  Narciflus  peeping  through  the  fnow. 
Thus  Cowley  bloffom'd  foon,  yet  flouriihM  long  j 
This  is  as  forward,  and  may  prove  as  ftrong. 
Youth  with  the  fair  (hould  always  favour  find. 
Or  we  are  damn^'d  differablers  of  our  kind. 
What's  all  this  love  they  put  into  our  parts  ? 
'Tis  but  the  pit-a-pat  of  two  young  hearts. 
Should  hag  and  grey-beard  make  fuch  tender  moan, 
Faith,  you  'd  ev'n  truft  them  to  themfelvcs  alone, 
And  cry.  Let's  go,  here's  nothing  to  be  done. 
Since  Love  's  our  bufincfs,  as  'tis  your  delight. 
The  young,  who  beft  can  praftife,  beft  can  write. 
What  though  he  be  not  come  to  his  full  power, 
He^s  mending  and  improving  every  hour. 
You  fly  flie-jockies  of  the  box  and  pit. 
Are  pleas'd  to  find  a  hot  unbroken  wit : 
By  management  he  may  in  time  be  made. 
But  there's  no  hopes  of  an  old  batter'd  jade; 
Faint  and  unnerv'd  he  runs  into  a  fweat. 
And  alv/ays  fails  you  at  the  fecond  heat. 

'J  "YAW. '^>.^VQcui 
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XIII. 

Prologue  to  the  University  of  Oxford, 

1681. 

'T'  HE  fam'd  Italian  Mufe,  whofe  rhymes  advance 
**•     Orlando,  and  the  Paladins  of  France, 
Records,  that,  when  our  wit  and  fenfc  is  flown, 
'Tis  lodgM  within  the  circle  of  the  moon, 
In  earthen  jars,  which  one,  who  thither  foar'd, 
Set  to  his  nofe,  fnufFM  up,  and  was  reftor'd. 
Whatever  the  ftory  bei'  the  moral 's  true  ; 
The  wit  we  loft  in  town,  we  find  in  you* 
Our  poets  their  fled  parts  may  draw  from  hence. 
And  fill  their  windy  heads  with  fober  fenfe.  , 

When  London  votes  with  Southwark's  difagjiee. 
Here  may  they  find  their  long-loft  loyalty. 
Here  bufy  fenates,  to  th'  old  caufe  inclined. 
May  fnuff  the  votes  tlieir  fellows  left  behind  : 
Your  country  neighbours,  when  their  grain  grows  dear, 
May  come,  and  find  their  laft  provifion  here  : 
Whercas  we  cannot  much  lament  our  lofs. 
Who  neither  carryM  back,  nor  brought  one  crofs. 
Wc  look'd  what  reprelcntatives  would  bring ; 
But  they  hclp'd  us,  juft  as  they  did  the  king. 
Yet  we  dcfpair  not ;  for  we  now  lay  forth 
The  Sibyls  books  to  thofe  who  know  their  worth; 
And  though  the  fiift  was  facrificM  before, 
Thefe  vcjiimes  doubly  will  the  price  reftore. 

R  a  Oar 
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Our  poet  batle  iis  hope  this  grace  to  find. 
To  whom  by  long  prefer! ption  you  are  kind. 
He,  whofe  undaunted  Mufe,  witli  loyal  rage. 
Has  never  fpar'd  the  vices  of  the  age, 
Here  finding  nothing  that  his  fpleen  can  raife. 
Is  fbrc*d  to  turn  his  fatire  into  praife. 

XTV. 
Prologue  to  his  Royal  Highnefs,  upon  his  fird 
Appearance  at  the  Duke's  Theatre,  after  his 
Return  from  Scotland,  1 682. 

T  N  thoii  cold  regions  which  no  funnmers  chear, 

-■'.  Where  brooding  darknefs  covers  half  the  year. 

To  hollow  caves  the  (hivering  natives  go  ; 

Beai's  range  abroad,  and  hunt  in  tracks  of  fnow. 

But  when  the  tedious  twilight  wears  away,  1 

And  ftars  grow  paler  at  th'  approach  of  day,  j 

The  longing  crowds  to  frozen  mountains  run  5  ] 

Happy  who  firft  can  fee  the  glimmering  fun  :  j 

The  furly  favage  offspring  dilappear,  j 

And  curfe  the  bright  fucceflbr  of  the  year. 

Yet,  though  rough  bears  in  covert  ftek  defence,  1     f 

White  foxes  ftay,  with  feeming  innocence  :  C 

That  crafty  kind  with  day-light  can  difpenfe.  j 

^till  we  are  throng'd  fo  full  with  Reynard's  race. 

That  loyal  fubjedls  fcarce  can  find  a  place  : 

Thus  modell  truth  is  caft  behind  the  croud  : 

Truth  fpeaks  too  low  j  hypocrify  too  loud. 

Let 
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Let  them  be  firft  to  flatter  In  fuccefs  ; 

Duty  can  ftay,  but  guilt  has  need  to  prefs  ; 

Once,  when  true  zeal  the  Tons  of  God  did  call. 

To  make  their  folemn  (hew  at  Heaven's  Whitehall, 

The  fawning  devil  appear'd  among  the  reft. 

And  made  as  good  a  courtier  as  the  beft. " 

The  friends  of  Job,  who  tailM  at  him  before. 

Came  cap  in  hand  when  he  had  three  times  more. 

Yet  late  repentance  may,  perhaps,  be  true  j 

Kings  can  forgive,  if  rebels  can  but  fuc  : 

A  tyrant's  power  in  rigour  is  expreft  j 

The  father  yearns  m  the  true  prince's  bread. 

We  grant,  an  o'ergrown  Whig  no  grace  can  mend  j 

But  moft  are  babes,  that  know  not  they  oifenU. 

The  croud,  to  reftlefs  motion  ftill  indin'd. 

Are  clouds,  that  tack  according  to  the  wiiui. 

Driven  by  their  chiefs  they  ftorms  of  hailftones  pour  5 

Then  mourn,  and  foften  to  a  (ilent  (Iiower. 

O  welcome  to  this  much -offending  land, 

The  prince  that  brings  forgivenefs  in  his  hand  ! 

Thus  angels  on  glad  meflages  appear  : 

Their  firil  fa  lute  commands  us  not  to  fear  : 

Thus  heaven,  that  could  con  drain  us  to  obey, 

(With  reverence  if  we  might  prefume  to  fay) 

Seems  to  relax  the  rights  of  fovereign  fway  : 

Permits  to  man  the  choice  of  good  and  ill. 

And  makes  us  happy  by  our  own  free-will. 


R  3  ^V,^^^- 
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XV. 

Prologue  to  the  Earl  of  Essex. 

[By  Mr.  J.  Banks,  1682.] 

Spoken  to  the  King  and  Queen  at  their  coming  to  the 
Houfe. 

TX  THEN  firft  the  ark  was  landed  on  the  fhore, 
^  ^     And  heaven  had  vow'd  to  curfe  the  gi'ound  no 
more ; 
When  tops  of  hills  the  longrns^  patriarch  faw. 
And  the  new  fcene  of  earth  began  to 'draw ; 
The  dove  was  fent  to  view  the  waves  decreafe, 
And  firft  brought  back  to  man  the  pledge  of  peace. 
'Tis  necdlefs  to  apply,  when  thofe  appear, 
Who  bring  the  olive,  and  who  plant  it  here. 
We  have  before  our  eyes  the  royal  dove, 
Still  innocent  as  harbinger  of  love  :  * 
The  ark  is  open'd  to  difmifs  the  train, 
And  people  with  a  better  race  the  plain. 
Tell  me,  ye  powers,  why  (hould  vain  man  purfue. 
With  endlefs  toil,  each  obje6l  that  is  new, 
And  for  the  feeming  fubftancc  leave  the  true  ? 
Why  fhould  he  quit  for  hopes  his  certain  good. 
And  loath  the  manna  of  his  daily  food  ? 
MuR  England  ftill  the  fcene  of  changes  be. 
Toft  and  tempeftuous,  like  our  ambient  fea  ? 
Muft  ftill  our  weather  and  our  wills  agree  ? 
Without  our  blood  our  liberties  we  have  : 
Who  that  is  free  would  fight  to  be  a  (lave  ? 


\ 


Or, 
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Or,  what  can  wars  to  after-tiracs  aflure, 
Of  which  .our  prefent  age  is  not  fecure  ? 
All  that  our  monarch  would  for  us  ordain. 
Is  but  t*  enjoy  the  bleiUngs  of  hi&  reign. 
Our  land's  an  Eden»  and  the  main's  our  fence. 
While  we  preferve  our  ftate  of  innocence  : 
That  loft,  then  beads  their  brutal  force  employ. 
And  Hrft  their  lord,  and  then  themfelves  deftroy* 
What  civil  broils  have  coft,  we  know  too  well  j 
Oh  I  let  it  be  enough  that  once  we  fell ! 
And  every  heart  confpire,  and  every  tongue. 
Still  to  have  fuch  a  king,  and  this  king  long, 

XVI. 
An  Epilogue  for  the  King's  Houfe. 

TT  rE  aft  by  fits  and  ftarts,  like  drowning  men, 

^  ^     But  juft  peep  up,  and  then  pop  down  again.. 
Let  thofe  who  call  us  wicked  change  their  fcnfc  j 
For  never  men  livM  more  on  Providence. 
Not  lottery  cavaliers  are  half  fo  poor. 
Nor  broken  cits,  nor  a  vacaticm  whore. 
Not  courts,  nor  courtiers  living  on  the  rents 
Of  the  three  laft  ungiving  parliaments  t 
So  wretched,  that,  if  Pharaoh  could  tiivinc. 
He  might  have  fpar'd  his  dream  of  feven  lean  kinc, 
And  chang'd  his  vifion  for  the  Mufes  nine. 
The  comet,  that,  they  fay,  portends  a  dearth, 
Was  but  a  vapour  drawn  from  play-houlc  earth  : 

R4  P«ttt 
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Pent  there  fince  our  laft  fire,  and,  Lilly  fays, 
Forefhews  our  change  of  ftate,  and  thin  third-days. 
*Tis  not  our  want  of  wit  that  keeps  us  poor  j 
For  then  the  printer's  prefs  would  fufFer  more. 
Their  pamphleteers  each  day  their  venom  (pit  j 
They  thrive  by  treafon,  and  we  ftarve  by  wit, 
Confefs  the  truth,  which  of  you  has  not  laid 
Four  farthings  out  to  buy  the  Hatfield  maid  ? 
Or,  which  is  duller  yet,  and  more  would  fpite  us, 
Dcmocritus's  wars  with  Heraclitus  ? 
Such  are  the  authors,  who  have  run  u^s  down. 
And  exercis'd  you  cmics  of  the  town. 
Yet  thefe  are  pearls  to  your  lampooning  rhyme&> 
Y'  abufe  yourfelvcs  more  dully  than  the  times. 
Scandal,  the  glory  of  the  EngliAi  nation. 
Is  worn  to  rags,  and  fcribbled  out  of  fafhion. 
Such  hai'inlefs  tlirufts,  as  if,  like  fencers  wiie> 
They  had  agreed  their  play  before  their  prize. 
Faith,  they  may  hang  their  harps  upon  the  willows ; 
'Tis  juft  like  children  when  they  box  with  pillows. 
Then  put  an  end  to  civil  wars  for  fliame  ; 
Let  each  knight-errant,  who  has  wrong'd  a  dame> 
Throw  down  his  pen,  and  give  her,  as  he  can. 
The  fatisfa^ion  of  a  gentleman. 


XVn.   PROLOGITE 
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XVIL 
Prologue  to  the  Loval  Brother  :  or.  The 
Persian  Prince. 
[By  Mr.  Southerne»  16S2.] 


TJ  OETS,  like  lawful  monarchs,  rulM  the  ftage, 

^    Till  critics,  like  damn'd  Whigs,  debauchM  our  age. 

Mark  how  they  jump  :  critics  would  regulate 

Our  theatres,  and  Whigs  reform  our  (late : 

Both  pretend  love,  and  both  (plague  rot  them  J)  hate. 

The  "critic  humbly  feems  advice  to  bring; 

The  fawning  Whig  petitions  to  the  king: 

But  one's  advice  into  a  fatire  Aide*  ; 

T*  other's  petition  a  remonftrance  hides. 

Thefe  will  no  taxes  give,  and  thofc  no  pence  5 

Critics  would  ftarve  the  poet,  Whigs  the  prince. 

The  critic  all  our  tioops  of  friends  difcards  5 

Juft  fo  the  Whig  would  fain  pull  down  the  guards* 

Guards  are  illegal,  that  drive  foes  away. 

As  watchful  (hepherds  that  fright  beafts  of  prey. 

Kings,  who  difband  fuch  ncedlefs  aids  as  thefe^ 

Arc  (afe — as  long  as  e'er  their  fubjiefls  pleafe  : 

And  that  would  be  till  next  queen  Befs's  night  i 

Which  thus  grave  penny  chroniclers  indite. 

Sir  Edmund  Bury  firft,  in  woful  wife. 

Leads  up  the  fhow,  and  milks  their  maudlin  eyes* 

There 's  not  a  butcher's  wife  but  dribs  her  part, 

yVnd  pities  the  poor  pageant  from  her  heart } 

7  VlV-;i> 
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Who,  to  provoke  revenge,  rides  round  the  fire. 

And,  with  a  civil  conge,  does  retire  : 

But  guiltlefs  blood  to  ground  muft  never  fall  j 

There 's  Antichrift  behind,  to  pay  for  all. 

The  punk  of  Babylon  in  pomp  appears* 

A  lewd  old  gentleman  of  feventy  years  : 

Whofe  age  in  vain  our  mercy  would  implore  | 

For  few  take  pity  on  an  old  caft -whore. 

The  devil,  who  brought  him  to  the  fhame,  takes  part  j 

Sits  cheek  by  jowl,  in  black,  to  cheer  bis  Iicart  j. 

Like  thief  and  parfon  in  a  Tyburn-cart. 

The  word  is  given,  and  with  a  loud  huzza 

The  mitred  puppet  from  his  chair  they  draw  : 

On  the  flain  corpfe  contending  nations  fall  : 

Alas  !  what's  one  poor  pope  among  them  all  f 

He  burns  j  now  all  true  hearts  your  triumphs  ring  i 

And  next,  for  fafliion,  cry,  God  fave  the  king  I 

A  needful  cry  in  mid/l  of  Aich  alarms, 

When  forty  thoufand  men  are  up  in  arms. 

But  after  he 's  once  fav'd,  to  make  amends. 

In  each  fucceeding  health  they  damn  his  friends : 

So  God  begins,  but  ftill  the  devil  ends. 

What  if  fooie  one,  infpir'd  with  zeal,  (hould  call. 

Come,  let's  go  cry,  Gcd  favc  him-  at  Whitehall  ? 

His  bcft  friends  would  not  like  this  over-care. 

Or  think  him  e'er  the  lafcr  for  this  praver. 

Five  praying  faints  are  by  an  zR  allowed  ; 

But  not  the  whole  church-militant  in  croud. 

Yet,  fliouKl  heaven  all  tbc  true  petitions  drain 

Of  Prefbucriatvs,  who  would  kings  maintain. 

Of  forty  thoulanA,  ^Nt  >«c>\2l'A  It-w^iti  xtiw.^ln. 


I 


I 
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xvra. 

Epilogue  to  the  fame. 


I 


A  Virgin  poet  was  ferv'd  up  to-day. 
Who,  till  thit  hour,  ne'er  cackJed  for  a  play. 
He  's  neither  yet  a  Whig  nor  Tory-boy  j 
But,  like  a  girl  whom  feveral  would  enjoy, 
Brgs  leave  to  make  the  beft  of  his  own  natural  toy. 
Were  I  to  play  my  callow  author's  game, 
The  king's  houfe  would  inftruft  me  by  the  name. 
There 's  loyalty  to  one  j  I  wifti  no  more  1 
A  commonwealth  founds  like  a  common  whore. 
Let  hufband  or  gallant  be  what  they  will, 
One  part  of  woman  is  true  Tory  ftill. 
If  any  faftious  fpirit  ftiould  rebel, 
Our  fex,  with  eafe,  can  every  rifing  quell. 
Then,  as  you  hope  we  (hould  your  failings  hide. 
An  honeft  jury  for  our  play  provide. 
Whigs  at  their  poets  never  take  offence; 
They  fave  dull  culprits,  who  have  murder'd  fenfc. 
Though  nonfenfe  is  a  naufeous  heavy  mafs. 
The  vehicle  call'd  Faction  makes  it  pafs. 
Faction  in  play 's  the  commonwealth- man's  bribe  5 
The  leaden  farthing  of  the  canting  tril)e  : 
Though  void  in  payment  laws  and  ftatutes  make  if. 
The  neighbourhood,  that  knows  the  man, -will  take  k, 
'Tis  fa^lion  buys  the  votes  of  half  the  pit  i 
Their's  is  the  penfion-parliament  of  wit. 
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In  city-clubs  their  venom  let  them  vent  5 

For  there  'tis  fafe,  in  its  own  element. 

Here,  where  their  madnefs  can  have  no  pretence. 

Let  tliem  forget  themfelves  an  hour  of  fenfe. 

In  one  poor  ille,  wlij  fhould  two  fa6liovis  be  ? 

Small  difference  in  your  vices  I  can  fee  :   . 

In  drink  and  drabs  both  fides  too  wdl  agree. 

Would  there  were  more  preferments  in  the  land  : 

If  places  felly  the  party  could  not  ftand : 

Of  this  damn'd  grievance  every  Whig  complains  : 

They  grunt  like  hogs  till  they  have  got  their  grains. 

Mean  time  you  fee  what  trade  our  plots  advance  j 

We  fend  each  year  good  money  into  France  } 

And  they  that  know  what  merchandize  we  need» 

Send  o'er  true  Proteftants  to  mend  our  breed. 


XIX. 
Prologue  to  the  Univerlity  of  Oxford,  fpokcn 
by  Mr.  Hart,  at  the  a£ling  of  the  Silent 
Woman. 

"IT  THAT  Greece,  when  learning  flourifti'd,  only  knew, 

^  ^     Athenian  judges,  you  this  day  renew. 
Here  too  are  annual  rites  to  Pallas  done, 
And  here  poetic  prizes  loft  or  won. 
Methinks  I  fee  you,  crownM  with  olives,  fit. 
And  ftrike  a  fitred  horror  from  the  pit. 
A  day  of  doom  is  this  of  your  decree. 
Where  ev'u  the  beft  ai*e  but  by  mercy  free 
A  day,  wVvidv  woTvt\i>iX^wv&iTvd\n:ft  have  wi/h'd  to  ( 

Here 
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Here  they,  who  long  have  known  the  ufeful  i^age. 

Come  to  be  taught  themfeires  to  teach  the  age. 

As  your  coramiffioners  our  poets  go. 

To  cultivate  the  virtue  which  you  fow  ; 

In  your  Lycsum  firft  thcmfelves  refinM, 

And  delegated  thence  to  human -kind. 

But  as  ambafladorsy  when  long  fnom  home. 

For  new  inftru6lions  to  their  princes  come  | 

So  poets,  who  your  precepts  have  forgot, 

Return,  and  beg  they  may  be  better  taught : 

Follies  and  faults  elfewhere  by  them  are  (hown^ 

But  by  your  manners  they  correal  their  own. 

Th'  illiterate  writer,  empVic-like,  applies 

To  minds  difeasM,  unfafe,  chance,  remedies  i 

The  leamM  in  fchools,  where  knowlege  firft  began^ 

S  tudies  with  care  th*  anatomy  of  man  $ 

Sees  virtue,  vice,  and  paflions,  in  their  caufe, 

And  fame  from  fcience,  not  from  fortune,  draws. 

So  Poetry,  which  is  in  Oxford  made 

An  art,  in  London  only  is  a  trade. 

There  haughty  dunces,  whofe  unlearned  pen 

Could  ne'er  fpell  grammar,  would  be  reading  men* 

Such  build  their  poems  the  Lucretian  way  j 

So  many  huddled  atoms  make  a  play  i 

And  if  they  hit  in  order  by  fome  chance. 

They  call  that  nature,  which  is  ignorance. 

To  fuch  a  fame  let  mere  town- wits  afpire, 

And  their  gay  nonfenfe  their  own  cits  admire* 

Our  poet,  could  he  find  forgivenefs  here. 

Would  wilh  it  rather  than  a  plaudit  there* 
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He  owns  no  crown  from  thofe  Praetorian  bands, 
But  knows  that  right  is  in  the  fenate's  hands. 
Not  impudent  enough  to  hope  your  praife. 
Low  at  the  Mufes  feet  his  wreath  he  lays, 
And,  where  he  took  it  up,  refigns  his  bays. 
Kings  make  their  poets  whom  themfelves  think  fit. 
But  ^tis  your  fufirage  makes  authentic  wit. 

XX. 

Epilogue,  fpoken  by  the  fame. 

'TWT  O  poor  Dutch  peafant,  wing'd  with  all  his  fear, 
-**^    Flies  with  more  hafte,  when  the  French  arms 

draw  near. 
Than  we  with  our  poetic  train  come  down. 
For  refuge  hither,  from  tV  infefted  town  : 
Heaven  for  our  fms  this  fummer  has  thought  fit 
To  vifitTis  with  all  the  plagues  of  wit. 
A  French  troop  firft  fwept  all  things  in  its  way  ; 
But  thofe  hot  Monfieurs  were  too  quick  to  ftay  : 
Yet,  to  our  coft,  in  that  fliort  time,  we  find 
They  left  their  itch  of  novelty  behind. 
Th'  Italian  merry-andrews  took  their  place, 
And  quite  debauched  the  ftage  with  lewd  grimace  : 
Inftead  of  wit,  and  humours,  your  delight 
Was  there  to  fee  two  hobby-horfes  fight ; 
Stout  Scaramoucha  with  rufh  lance  rode  in. 
And  ran  a  tilt  at  centaur  Arlequin. 
For  love  you  heard  how  amorous  afles  brayM, 
And  cats  in  gutters  gave  their  ferenade. 

Nature 
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Nature  was  out  of  countenance,  and  cnch  dny 

Some  new-born  monftcr  (hewn  you  for  a  play. 

But  when  all  faird,  to  ftrikc  the  ftngc  quite  dumb« 

Thofe  wicked  engines  callM  machines  are  come. 

Thunder  and  lightning  now  for  wit  are  play*d| 

And  (hortly  fcenes  in  Lapland  will  be  laid  1 

Art  magic  is  for  poetiy  profeft ; 

And  cats  and  dogs^  and  each  obfcener  beaft^ 

To  which  Egyptian  dotards  once  did  bow, 

Upon  our  Englifli  ftage  are  worfhipM  now. 

Witchcraft  reigns  there,  and  raifes  to  renown 

Macbeth  and  Simon  Magus  of  the  town, 

Fletcher 's  defpis'd,  your  Jonfon's  out  of  fafliioiif 

And  Wit  the  only  drug  in  all  the  nation. 

[n  this  low  ebb  our  wares  to  you  are  fhown  } 

By  you  thofe  'ftaple  authors  worth  is  known  j 

For  wit 's  a  manufafture  of  your  own. 

When  you,  who  only  can,  their  fcenes  have  prtliMy 

We  Ml  boldly  back,  and  fay,  the  price  is  raised. 

XXL 
E  p  I  L  o  G  u  E,    fpoken  at  Oxford, 
by  Mrs.  Marshall. 

r^F  T  has  our  poet  wifh'd,  this  happy  feat 
^^  Might  prove  his  fading  Mufe's  laft  retreat : 
wonder'd  at  his  wifti,  but  now  I  find 
le  fought  for  quiet,  and  content  of  mind  j 
Vhich  noileful  towns  and  courts  can  never  know, 
^cd  only  in  the  ihades  like  laurels  grow. 
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Youth,  ere  it  fees  the  world,  here  ftudies  reft. 
And  age  returning  thence  concludes  it  bed. 
What  wonder  if  we  court  that  happinefs 
Yearly  to  ihare,  which  hourly  you  poflefs, 
Teaching  ev'n  you,  while  the  vext  world  we  (how. 
Your  peace  to  value  more,  and  better  know  ? 
*Tis  all  we  can  return  for  favours  paft, 
Whofe  holy  memory  ftiall  ever  laft. 
For  patronage  from  him  whofe  care  prefides 
O'er  every  noble  art,  aad  every  fcience  guides : 
Bathurft,  a  name  the  leam'd  with  reverence  know. 
And  fcarcely  more  to  his  own  Virgil  owe  $ 
Whofe  age  enjoys  but  what  his  youth  deferv^d^ 
To  rule  thofe  Mufes  whom  before  he  fcrv'dL 
His  learnings  and  untainted  manners  too. 
We  find,  Athenians,  are  derivM  to  you  i 
Such  antient  hofpitality  there  refts 
In  yours,  as  dwelt  in  the  firft  Grecian  breafts, 
Whofe  kindnefs  was  religion  to  their  guells. 
Such  raodefty  did  to  our  fex  appear. 
As,  had  there  been  no  laws,  we  need  not  fear. 
Since  each  of  you  was  our  proteftor  here. 
Converfe  fo  chafte,  and  fo  ilricl  virtue  fliowji. 
As  might  Apollo  with  the  Mufes  own. 
Till  our  return,  we  muft  defpair  to  find 
Judges  fo  juft,  fo  knowing,  and  fo  kind- 
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XXIT. 
Prologue  to  the  Univerfity  of  Oxford. 

T^Ifcord,  and  plots,  which  have  undone  cur  age, 

^^  With  the  fame  ruin  have  o'crwhelmM  the  (lage. 

Our  houfe  has  fuffer\l  in  the  common  woe, 

We  have  been  troubled  with  Scotch  rebels  too. 

Our  brethren  arc  from  Thames  to  Tweed  departed. 

And  of  our  fifters,  all  the  kinder-hearted. 

To  Edinburgh  gone,  or  coach'd,  or  carted. 

With  bonny  bluecap  there  they  a6l  all  night 

For  Scotch  half-crown,  in  Englifh  three-pence  hight. 

One  nymph,  to  whom  fat  Sir  John  FalftafF's  lean. 

There  with  her  fingle  perfon  fills  the  fcene. 

Another,  with  long  ufe  and  age  decayM, 

DivM  here  old  woman,  and  rofe  there  a  maid. 

Our  trufty  door-keepers  of  former  time 

There  ftrut  and  fwagger  in  heroic  rhyme. 

Tack  but  a  copper-lace  to  drugget  fuit. 

And  there ''s  a  hero  made  without  difpute  : 

And  that,  which  was  a  capon's  tail  before. 

Becomes  a  plume  for  Indian  emperor. 

But  all  his  fubjefls,  to  exprefs  the  care 

Of  imitation,  go,  like  Indians,  bare  : 

LacM  linen  there  would  be  a  dangerous  thing ; 

[t  might  perhaps  a  new  rebellion  bring  ; 

The  Scot,  who  wore  it,  would  be  chofen  king. 

But  why  fhould  I  thefe  renegades  dcfcribe. 

When  you  yourfclves  have  fecn  a  lewJcr  tribe  ? 

Vol.  II.  S  Teajru^ 
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Teague  has  been  here,  and,  to  this  learned  pit. 
With  Irifh  aftion  (lander'd  Englilh  wit : 
You  have  beheld  fuch  barbarous  Macs  appear. 
As  merited  a  fccond  maiTacre  ; 
Such  as,  like  Cain,  were  branded  with  difgrace. 
And  had  their  country  ftampM  upon  their  face. 
When  ftrolers  durft  prefume  to  pick  your  purfe. 
We  humbly  thought  our  broken  troop  not  worfe. 
How  ill  foe'er  our  aflion  may  deferve, 
Oxford 's  a  place  where  wit  can  never  ftarve, 

XXIII. 

Prologue  to  the  Univerfity  of  Oxford. 

* 
'Tp  HO  UGH  aflors  cannot  much  of  learning  boaft, 

-*-     Of  all  who  want  it,  we  admire  it  moft  ; 

We  love  the  praifcs  of  a  learned  pit. 

As  we  remotely  are  aily'd  to  wit. 

We  fpeak  our  poets'  wit ;  and  trade  in  ore. 

Like  thofe,  who  touch  upon  the  golden  fhore  ; 

Betwixt  our  judges  can  diftin6lion  make, 

Dilcern  how  much,  and  why,  our  poems  take  : 

Mark  If  the  fools,  or  men  of  fenfe,  rejoice  5 

Whether  tlV  applaufe  he  only  found  or  voice. 

When  our  fop  gallants,  or  our  city  folly. 

Clap  over-loud,  it  makes  us  melancholy  : 

Wc  doubt  that  fcene  which  does  their  wonder  raif*, 

And,^  for  their  ignorance,  contemn  their  praife. 

ludge  then,  \f  we  who  aft,  and  they  who  write. 

Should  not  bt  ^VQ\3.^  ^^  ^\\vw'2,>iwi.  dfcU^ht. 
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Lonclon  likes  grofsly ;  but  this  nicer  pit 

Examines,  fathoms  all  the  depths  ot"  wit  5 

The  ready  finger  lays  on  every  blot ; 

Knows  what  ihoirid  juftly  pleafe,  and  what  fhould  not» 

Nature  herfelf  lies  open  to  your  view  j 

You  judge,  by  her,  what  draught  of  her  is  true, 

WherdK*utlines  falie,  and  colours  feem  too  faint, 

Where  bunglers  dawb,  and  where  true  poets  paint. 

But,  by  the  facred  genius  of  this  place. 

By  every  Mufe,  by  each  domefttc  grace, 

Be  kind  to  wit,  which  but  endeavours  well. 

And,  where  you  judge,  prefuraes  not  to  exceK  * 

Our  poets  hither  for  adoption  come. 

As  nations  fued  to  be  made  free  of  Rome  s 

Not  in  the  fuffragating  tribes  to  ftand. 

But  in  your  utmoft,  laft,  provincial  band. 

If  his  ambition  may  thofe  hopes  purfue. 

Who  with  religion  loves  your  arts  and  you, 

Oxford  to  him  a  dearer  name  fhall  be, 

Than  his  own  mother  univerfity. 

Thebes  did  his  green,  unknowing,  youth  engage^ 

He  choofcs  Athens  in  his  riper  age. 

XXIV. 

Epilogue  to  Constantine  the  Great. 

[By  Mr.  N.  Lee,  1684.] 

jr\  UR  hero 's  happy  in  the  play's  conclurion  5 
^^  The  holy  rogue  at  laft  has  met  confufion  i 
Though  Arius  all  along  appeared  a  faint, 
The  lad  a£l  fliew'd  him  a  true  Protfc(ibaxiU 
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E'jfeblus,  for  yon  know  I  read  Greek  authors. 

Reports,  that,  after  all  thefe  plots  and  {laughters^ 

The  court  of  Confiantine  was  full  of  glory. 

And  every  Trimmer  turnM  addrefiing  Tory- 

They  followed  him  in  herds  as  they  were  mad  : 

When  Claufe  was  king,  then  all  the  world  was  glad* 

Whigs  kept  the  places  they  poftVft  before. 

And  moll  were  in  a  way  of  getting  more  5 

Which  was  as  much  as  fuying,  Gentlemen, 

Here  's  power  and  money  to  be  rogues  again* 

Indeed,  there  were  a  fort  of  peaking  tools, 

Some  call  them  mode(l,  but  I  call  them  fools. 

Men  much  more  loyal,  though  not  half  To  loud  f 

But  thefe  poor  devils  were  caft  behind  the  croud. 

For  bold  knaves  thrive  without  one  grain  of  fenfe,. 

But  good  men  ftarve  for  want  of  impudence. 

Befides  all  thefe,  there  were  a  fort  of  wights, 

I  think  iny  author  calls  them  Tckelites, 

Such  hearty  rogues  againft  the  king  and  laws^ 

They  favourM  ev'n  a  foreign  rebel's  caufe. 

Whea  their  own  da:-nr/d  dcfign  was  quafh'd  and  aw*d. 

At  leail,  they  gave  U:  their  gobd  word  abroad. 

As  many  a  man,  who,  for  a  quiet  life. 

Breeds  out  his  baftard,  not  to  noife  his  wife  ; 

Thus  o'er  their  darling  plot  thefe  Trimmers  cry  ; 

And  though  they  cannot  keep  It  in  their  eye. 

They  bind  it  prentice  to  Count  Tekely. 

Thry  believe  not  the  laft  plof  j  may  I  be  curft. 

If  I  believe  they  e'er  bsliev'd  the  firft. 

\  No 
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No  wonder  their  own  plot  no  plot  they  think  j 

The  man,  that  makes  it,  never  fmelis  the  ftink. 

And  now  it  comes  into  my  head,  I  'II  tell 

Why  thefc  damn'd  Trimmers  lovM  the  Turks  fo  well. 

Th*  original  Trimmer,  though  a  friend  to  no  man. 

Yet  in  his  heart  ador'd  a  pretty  woman  $ 

He  knew  that  Mahomet  laid  up  for  ever 

Kind  black-ey'd  rogues,  for  every  true  believer  j 

And,  which  was  more  than  mortal  man  e'er  tafled. 

One  pleafure  that  for  thrccfcore  twelvemontlis  latled  t 

To  turn  fot  this,  may  furely  be  forgiven  s 

Who  M  not  be  circumci»'d  for  fuch  a  heaven  ? 

XXV. 

Prologite  to  the  DisAPPOiNTMEifT: 

Or,    The   Mother    in   Pashjok. 

[By  Mr.  Southern  F,  1684O 

Spoken  by  Mr.  BETTERTON. 

HO  W  comes  it,  gentlemen,  that  now  Z'diy*, 
When  all  of  you  fo  (hrewdly  jtjdge  of  pUy», 
Our  poets  tax  you  ftill  with  want  of  fenfe  ? 
All  prologues  treat  you  at  your  own  expence« 
Sharp  citizens  a  wifer  way  can  go  j 
They  make  you  fco!«,  tut  never  call  yoti  fo. 
They,  in  goo.I-minr#cr»,  fcMom  mskc  a  flip. 
But  treat  a  common  whore  v/ith  lady<hfp  j 
But  here  each  faucy  wii  it  rand'/m  writ^t. 
And  ufes  2adies  as  he  ufc^  kni^!its. 

S  }  ^^*^^ 
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Our  author,  yonng  and  grateful  in  his  naturej* 
.  Vows,  that  from  him  no  nymph  dcferves  a  fatirff-:: 
Nor  will  he  ever  draw — I  mean  his  rhyme- 
Again  ft  the  fweet  partaker  of  his  crrme. 
Nor  is  he  yet  fo  hold  an  undertaker, 
To  call  men  fools  ;  'tis  railing  at  their  Maker, 
Befides,  he  fears  to  fplit  upon  that  fhelf ; 
He  's  young  enough  to  be  a  fop  himfelf : 
And,  if  his  praife  can  bring  you  all  a-bed,. 
He  fwears  fuch  hoptftU  youth  no  nation  ever  5red. 

Your  nurfes,  we  prefvimc,  in  fuch  a  cafe. 
Your  father  chofe,  bccaufe  he  lik'd  the  fac&f 
And,  often,  they  fapply'd  your  mother's  place. 
The  dry  nurfe  was  your  mother's  ancient  maid,^ 
Who  knew  fome  former  flip  (he  ne'er  betray'd. 
Betwixt  them  both,  for  milk  and  fugar-candy. 
Your  fiickin^-bottles  were  well  ftor'd  with  brandy. 
Your  father,  to  initiate  your  difcourfe, 
iNIeant  to  have  taught  you  firft  to  fwear  and  curfe. 
But  v.is  preventctl  bv  each  careful  nurfe. 
For,  leaving  dad  and  n>am,  as  names  too  conMnon, 
Tbey  taught  you  certain  parts  of  man  and  woman. 
I  paTs  your  fchools  j  for  there  when  firft  you  came. 
You  would  be  fure  to  lea:n  the  Latin  name. 
In  colleges  you  fccrn'd  tho  art  of  thinking. 
But  learn'd  all  moods  and  figures  of  good  drinking : 
Thence  come  to  town,  you  pra£life  play,  to  kaow 
The  virtues  of  tho  high  dice,  and  tlw  low. 
Each  thinks  himfcif  a  iharpcr  moft  profound  : 
Ik  cheats  by  y^"^^^^  '^  ^^  tV^^-iXtd  by  the  pound. 

1  With 
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With  thefe  perfc6lions,  aifd  what  elfe  he  gleans, 

The  fpark  fets  up  for  love  behind  our  fcenes  5 

Hot  in  purfuit  of  princeffes  and  queens. 

There,  if  they  know  their  man,  with  cunning  carnage, 

Twenty  to  one  but  it  concludes  in  marriage. 

He  hires  Tome  homely  room,  love's  fruits  to  gather, 

And  garret-high  rebels  againft  his  father  : 

But  he  once  dead 

Brings  her  in  triumph,  with  her  portion,  down, 

A  toilet,  drdfrng-box,  and  half  a  crown. 

Some  marry  firft,  and  then  they  fall  to  fcowering. 

Which  is,  refining  marriage  into  whoring. 

Our  women  batten  well  on  their  good -nature  ; 

All  they  can  rap  and  rend  for  the  dear  creature. 

But  while  abroad  fo  liberal  the  dolt  is. 

Poor  fpouie  at  home  as  ragged  as  a  colt  is. 

Laft,  fome  there  arc,  who  take  their  firft  degrees 

Of  lewdnefs  in  our  middle  galleries. 

The  doughty  bullies  enter  bloody  drunk, 

Invade  and  gnibble  one  another's  punk  : 

They  caterwaul,  and  make  a  difmal  rout. 

Call  fons  of  whores,  and  ftrike,  but  ne'er  lug  out : 

Thus  while  for  paltry  punk  they  roar  and  ftickle. 

They  make  it  bawdier  than  a  conventicle. 
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XXVI. 

Prologue  to  the  King  and  Queen,  upon  the 
Union  of  the  Two  Companies  in  1686. 

OINCE  faftionebbs,  and  rogues  grow  out  of  fafliion, 
^  Their  pcnny-fcribes  take  care  t*  inform  the  nation. 
How  well  men  thrive  in  this  or  that  plantation  : 

How  Penfylvania's  air  agrees  with  Quakers, 

And  Carolina's  with  Aflbciators  : 

Both  ev'n  too  good  for  madmen  and  for  traitors. 

Truth  is,  our  land  with  faints  is  fo  run  o'er. 

And  every  age  produces  fuch  a  ftore, 

That  now  there 's  need  of  two  New-Englands  more. 

What 's  this,  you'll  fay,  to  us  and  our  vocation  ? 
Only  thus  much,  that  we  have  left  our  ftation. 
And  made  this  theatre  our  new  plantation. 

The  fa<?cious  natives  never  could  agree  ; 
But  aiming,  as  they  cail'd  it,  to  be  free, 
Thofe  play-houfe  Whigs  fet  up  for  property. 

Some  fay,  they  no  obedience  paid  of  late  5 
Eut  would  new  feai's  and  jealoufies  create  j 
Till  topfy-turvy  they  had  turn'd  the  ftate. 

Plain  fenfe,  without  the  talent  of  foretelling, 

Might  guefs  'twould  end   in  downright  knocks  and 

quelling  : 
For  fclJom  comes  tliere  better  of  rebelling. 

Wlieii 
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When  men  will,  needlefsly,  their  freedom  barter 
For  lawlefs  power,  fonietimes  they  catch  a  Tartar  ; 
There's, a  damn'd  word  that  rhymes  to  this,  called 
Charter. 

But,  iince  the  viftory  with  us  remains, 

You  fhall  be  callM  to  twelve  in  all  our  gains ; 

If  you'll  not  think  us  faucy  for  our  pains. 

Old  men  fhall  have  good  old  plays  to  delight  them  : 
And  you,  fair  ladies  and  gallants,  that  flight  them. 
We  '11  treat  with  good  new  plays  j  if  our  new  wits  can 
write  them. 

We  Ml  take  no  blundering  verfe,  no  fuftian  tumor. 
No  dribbling  love,  from  this  or  that  prefumer  5 
No  dull  fat  fool  (hamm'd  on  the  ftagt  for  humour. 

For,  faith,  fome  of  them  fuch  vile  ftufF  have  made. 
As  none  but  fools  or  fairies  ever  play'd  j 
But  'twas,  as  fhopmcn  fay,  to  force  a  trad',;. 

We  've  given  you  Tragedies,  all  fenfe  defying. 
And  fmging  men,  in  woful  metce  dying ; 
This  'tis  when  heavy  lubbers  will  be  flying. 


t 
' « 


All  thefe  difafters  we  well  hope  to  weather; 
We  bring  yon  none  of  our  old  lumber  hither  : 
Whig  poets  and  Whig  flierifFs  may  hang  together. 
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XXVII. 
.Epilogue  on  the  fame  Occafion* 

NE  W  minifters,  when  firft  the)'  get  in  place, 
Muft  have  a  care  to  pleafe;  and  that's  our  cafe  : 
Some  lavvs  for  public  welfare  we  dedgn. 
If  you,  the  power  fupreme,  will  pleafe  to  join  i 
There  are  a  fort  of  prattlers  in  the  pit. 
Who  either  have,  or  who  pretend  to  wit : 
Thefe  noify  firs  fo  loud  their  parts  ithearfe. 
That  oft  the  play  is  filenc'd  by  the  farce. 
Let  fuch  be  dumb,  this  penalty  to  ihan. 
Each  to  be  thought  my  lady's  eldeft  fon. 
But  fby  :  methinks  fome  vizard  mafk  I  fee» 
Caft  out  her  lure  from  the  mid  gallery  : 
About  her  all  the  fluttering  rp:\rks  are  ranged  ; 
Tlic  noife  continues  thou^-.i  ti.e  Icene  is  changed  : 
Now  growling,  fputtcring.  wauling,  fuch  a  clutter, 
'Tis  juft  like  pufs  defendant  in  a  gutter  : 
Fine  love,  no  doubt ;  but  crc  two  ».Liys  are  o>r  ye. 
The  furgeon  will  be  told  a  wofiil  llory. 
Let  vizani  malk  her  naked  face  cxpolc. 
On  pain  of  being  tliought  to  want  a  nofc  : 
Then  for  your  lacqueys,  and  your  train  belide. 
By  whatever  name  or  title  dignify'd. 
They  roar  fo  loud,  you  W  think  behind  the  ilairs 
Tom  t)ovc,  and  all  the  brotherhood  of  bears  : 
They  're  grown  a  nufance,  beyond  all  diiaiKrs  ; 
We've  none  lb  great  but  their  uiy)aying  mailers. 
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We  beg  you,  firs,  to  beg  your  men,  that  they 

V/ould  pleafe  to  give  you  leave  to  hear  the  play. 

Next  in  the  play-houfe  fpare  your  precious  lives  j 

Think,  like  good  chriftians,  on  your  bearijs  and  wi\'cs  i 

Think  on  VQur  fouls  j  but  by  your  lugging  forth. 

It  feems  you  know  how  little  they  are  worth. 

If  none  of  thefe  will  move  the  warlike  mind. 

Think  on  the  helplefsi  whore  you  leave  behind. 

We  beg  you,  hft,  our  fcene-room  to  forbear. 

And  leave  our  goods  and  chattels  to  our  care. 

Aias  !  cur  women  are  but  wafhy  toys. 

And  wholly  taken  up  in  ftage  employs,: 

Poor  willing  tits  they  are :  but  yet  I  doubt 

This  double  duty  foon  will  wear  them  out. 

Then  you  are  watchM  befides  with  jealous  care  ^ 

What  if  my  lady's  page  fhould  find  you  there  ? 

My  lady  knows  f  a  tittle  what  there  's  in  ye  ; 

No  pafling  your  gilt  (hilling  for  a  guinea. 

Thus,  gentlemen,  we  have  fumm'd  up  in  (hort  ^ 

Our  grievances,  from  country,  town,  and  court : 

Which  humbly  we  fubmit  to  your  good  pleafure  j 

But  firft  vote  money,  then  redrefs  at  leifurc. 

XXVIII. 
Prologue   to  the   Princess  of  Clever* 
[By  Mr.  N.  L  e  e,  1689.] 
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ADIES  !  (I  hope  there's  none  behind  to  hear) 
long  to  whifper  fomething  in  your  ear : 
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A  fecrct,  which  does  much  my  mind  perplex : 

There's  treafon  in  the  play  againft  our  fcx. 

A  man  that 's  falfc  to  love,  that  vows  and  cheats. 

And  kiffes  every  living  thing  he  meets. 

A  rogue  in  mode,  I  dare  not  fpeak  too  broad. 

One  that  does  fomething  to  the  very  bawd. 

Out  on  him,  traitor,  for  a  filthy  beau  ; 

Nay,  and  he 's  like  the  pack  of  all  the  reft.. 

None  of  them  ftick  at  mark  ;  they  all  deceive. 

Some  Jew  has  changed  the  text,  I  half  believe  5 

There  Adam  cozen'd  our  poor  grandame  Eve. 

To  hide  their  faults,  they  rap  out  oaths,  and  tear : 

Now,  though  we  lye,  we  're  too  well-bred  to  fwear. 

So  we  compound  for  half  the  fm  we  owe. 

But  men  are  dipt  for  foul  and  body  too  3 

And,  when  found  out,  excufe  themfelves,  pox  cant  them, 

With  Latin  ftuff,  **  Perjuria  ridct  Amantum." 

I  'm  not  book-learn'd,  to  know  that  word  in  vogue. 

But  I  fufpe6l  'tis  Latin  for  a  rogue. 

I'm  fure,  I  never  heard  that  fcritch-owl  hoUow'd 

In  my  poor  ears,  but  feparation  followed. 

How  can  fuch  perjurM  villains  e'er  be  faved  ? 

Achitophel  's  not  half  fo  falfe  to  David. 

With  vows  and  foft  cxpreflions  to  allure, 

They  ftand,  like  foremen  of  a  fhop,  demure  : 

No  fooner  out  of  fight,  but  they  are  gadJing, 

And  for  the  next  new  face  ride  out  a-padding. 

Yet,  by  their  favour,  when  they  have  been  kiilinr. 

We  can  pei'ceive  the  ready  money  miffing. 

Well  ! 
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Well  !  we  may  rail ;  but  'tis  as  good  ev'n  wink  j 
Something  we  find,-  and  fomething  they  will  fink. 
But  (incc  they  're  at  renouncing,  'tis  our  parts, 
To  trump  their  diamonds,  as  they  trump  our  hearts* 

XXIX. 
Epilogue    to    the   fame. 

A  Qinim  of  confcience  brings  me  back  again, 
•^^  To  make  amends  to  you  befpatterM  men. 
We  women  love  like  cats,  that  hide  their  joys. 
By  growling,  fqualling,  and  a  hideous  noife.  • 
I  raird  at  wild  young  fparks  ;  but,  without  lyings. 
Never  was  man  worfe  thought  on  for  high-flying. 
The  prodigal  of  love' gives  each  her  part. 
And  fquandering  fhows,  at  leaft,  a  noble  heart* 
I  've  heard  of  men,  who,  in  fome  lewd  lampoon, 
H.ive  hirM  a  friend,  to  make  their  valour  known* 
That  accufAtion  ftraight  this  queftion  brings  j 
What  is  the  man  that  does  fuch  naughty  things  ? 
The  fpaniel  lover,  like  a  fneaking  fop. 
Lies  at  our  feet :  he 's  fcarce  worth  taking  up. 
'Tis  true,  fuch  heroes  in  a  play  go  far  ; 
But  chamber- praflice  is  not  like  the  bar. 
When  men  fuch  vile,  fuch  faint,  petitions  makc> 
We  fear  to  give,  becaufe  they  fear  to  take ; 
Since  modefty  "s  the  virtue  of  our  kind. 
Pray  let  it  be  to  our  own  fcx  confinM. 
When  men  ufurp  it  from  the  female  nation, 
'Tis  but  a  work  of  fupererocaUou— 
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We  IhewM  a  princefs  in  the  play,  'tis  true, 
Who  gave  her  Caefar  more  than  all  his  due ; 
Told  her  own  faults  :  but  I  ihould  much  abhor 
To  choofe  a  hufband  for  my  confeflbr. 
You  fee  what  fate  followed  the  faint-like  fool. 

For  telling  tales  from  out  the  nuptial  fchool. 
Our  play  a  merry  comedy  had  provM, 

Had  (he  confcfs'd  fo  much  to  him  (he  lovM. 

True  Pre(byterian  wives  ihe  means  would  try  j 

But  damnM  confefHng  is  flat  Popery. 

XXX. 
Prologue  to  tfee  Widow  Ranteii. 

[By. Mrs.  6  E  H  N,  1690.] 

TTEaven  fave  you,  gallants,  and  this  hopeful  age  5 

*■■  -^^   Y  'aie  welcome  to  the  downfall  of  the  ftage  : 

The  fools  have  labour'd  long  in  their  vocation  j 

And  vice,  the  manufa£lure  of  the  nation, 

O'erftocks  the  town  fo  much,  and  thrives  fo  well. 

That  fops  and  knaves  grow  drugs,  and  will  not  fell. 

In  vain  our  wares  on  theatres  are  fhown. 

When  each  has  a  plantation  of  his  own. 

His  caufe  ne'er  fails  ;  for  whatfoe'er  he  fpends, 

There  's  ftill  God's  plenty  for  birnfclf  and  friends. 

Should  men  be  rated  by  poetic  rules. 

Lord  !  what  a  poll  would  there  be  ruisM  from  fovls ! 

Mean  time  poor  wit  prohibited  rauft  lie, 

As  if  'twere  made  Come  French  commodity. 

Foolt 
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Fools  you  will  have,  and  raisM  at  vaft  expence  \ 

And  yet,  as  foon  as  icen,  they  give  offence. 

Time  was,  when  none  would  cry,  That  oaf  was  me  j 

But  now  you  drive  about  your  pedigree. 

Bauble  and  cap  no  fooner  are  thrown  down, 

But  there 's  a  mufs  of  more  than  half«the  town. 

Each  one  will  challenge  a  child's  part  at  leaft  { 

A  fign  the  family  is  well  increased. 

Of  foreign  cattle  there 's  no  longer  need. 

When  we  're  fupply'd  fo  fall  with  Englifh  breed. 

Well  !  flourish,  countrymen,  drink,  fwear,  and  roarj 

Let  every  fi-ee-bom  fubje^l  keep  his  whore. 

And  wandering  in  the  wildemefs  about. 

At  end  of  forty  years  not  wear  her  out. 

But  when  you  fee  thefe  piftures,  let  none  dare 

To  own  beyond  a  limb  or  (ingle  (hare : 

For  where  the  punk  is  common,  he 's  a  fot, 

Who  needs  will  father  what  the  pariih  got. 

XXXL 

Prologue    to   Arviragus    and    Philicia 

Revived  : 

[By  LoDOWiCK  Carlell,  Efq.] 

Spoken  by  Mi*.  Hart. 

T  T  riTH  fickly  a£lors  and  an  old  houfe  too, 

^  ^  We  're  mat(;hM  with  glorious  theatres  and  new. 
And  with  our  alehoufe  fcenes,  and  cloaths  bare  worn. 
Can  nielttlcr  caifc  old  plays,  nor  new  adorn. 
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If  all  thefe  ills  could  not  undo  us  quite, 

A  brilk  French  troop  is  grown  your  dear  delight  j 

Who  with  broad  bloody  bills  call  you  each  day. 

To  laugh  and  break  your  buttons  at  their  play  j 

Or  fee  fome  ferious  piece,  which  we  prefume 

Is  fallen  from  fome  incomparable  plume  $ 

And  therefore,  Meflieurs,  if  you  '11  do  us  grace. 

Send  lacquies  early  to  preftrve  your  place. 

We  dare  not  on  your  privilege  intrench. 

Or  aflc  you  why  ye  like  them  ?  they  are  French, 

Therefore  fome  go  with  courtefy  exceeding. 

Neither  to  hear  nor  fee,  but  fhew  their  breeding  : 

Each  lady  ftriving  to  out-laugh  the  reft ; 

To  make  it  feem  they  und6rftood  the  jeft. 

Their  countrymen  come  in,  and  nothing  pay. 

To  teach  us  Englifh  where  to  clap  the  play  : 

Civil,  egad  1  our  hofpitable  land 

Bears  all  the  charge,  for  them  to  underftand  : 

JNIean  time  we  langui/h,  and  negleiSlcd  lie, 

Like  wives,  while  you  keep  better  company  ; 

And  wifli  for  your  own  fakes,  without  a  fatire. 

You  M  lefs  good  breeding,  or  had  more  good-nature. 
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XXXIL 

PROLOGUE  to  the  PROPHETESS- 

By  BEAU&iOliT  and  F  l  e  t  c  h  E  H. 

Rtvtvcd  by  Mr.  D  R  V  0  E  N. 

Spoken  by  Mr*  Better  to  sr. 
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\\J^ll\T  Noftnidam^t  with  all  his  art,  cati  gitcf:= 
^     The  fat?"  of  our  appvuadim^  Prophcttfs  ? 
play,  wl»icl]j  like  a  jicjTpei^rive  fet  right, 
nfcrjcs  mir  vsft  expence^  cbfe  to  (ight  | 
But  turn  the  tube,  and  there  we  fadly  viwiT 
Otir  iiiftant  ^ains ;  and  thole  iincertaui  too  t 
Jl  twecpuig  tax,  which  on  mirfeii/ts  wq  nil  ft, 
AinJ  Jill,  bkc  yon,  in  hopes  of  h Liter  days- 
Wht-'Ti  wiU  our  loflfs  warn  us  to  be  whe  ? 
Our  svt'altb  decrcafesj  and  diir  chaj*gi:$  rife, 
>I«ney,  the  fweet  allurer  of  our  hopes, 
Ebbs  out  in  ocearv*,  and  comes  in  by  drops. 
We  raife  new  obje^ls  to  provoke  dtfli|^ht  j 
line  you  fjQw  fated,  ere  the  ftcond  fight. 
Fill^  mtji,  ev'ii  To  you  iervc  your  miftrelfes  s 
They  life  thre«  itorits  »r  cheir  towering  dicfs  ; 
And,  after  all,  yon  love  nat  long  eno^igh 
To  pay  the  liggingt  ere  yot*  leave  them  oli. 
Never  content  with  «rhai  you  b:)d  before^ 
But  true  iQch^np^t  *r*d  Eoglilhineu  dl  &'er, 
Now  honotir  talk  yuu  hence  j  and  idl  yoiir  cnre 
1?  to  ptvvidi^  the  hoiTid  pomp  of  v^Tir* 
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Jn  plume  and  fcarf,  jack-boots,  and  Bilboa  blade^ 
Your  filver  goes,  that  flioold  Aipport  our  trade* 
Gof  unkiod  heroes,  leave  our  ftage  to  mourn  j 
Till  rich  from  vanqui(h'd  rebels  you  return  j 
And  the  fat  fpoils  of  Teague  in  triiiraph  draw« 
His  firkin-butter,  and  hi^  ufquebaugh. 
Go,  conquerors  of  your  male  and  female  foes ; 
Men  without  hearts,  and  women  without  hofe. 
Each  bring  his  love  a  Bogland  captive  home ; 
Such  proper  pages  will  long  trains  become  5 
With  copper  collars,  and  with  brawny  backs, 
<iuite  to  put  down  the  falhion  of  our  blacks. 
Then  fhall.the  pious  Mufes  pay  their  vows. 
And  furniih  all  their  laurels  for  your  brows  5 
Their  tuneful  voice  ihall  raift  for  your  delights  1 
We  want  not  poets  fit  to  fing  your  flights. 
But  you,  bright  beauties,  for  whofe  only  fake 
Thofe  doughty  knights  fuch  dangers  undertake. 
When  they  with  happy  gales  are  gone  away. 
With  your  propitious  prefence  grace  our  play  j 
And  with  a  figh  their  empty  feats  furvey : 
Then  think,  on  that  bare  bench  my  fei-vant  fat  5 
T  fee  him  ogle  ilill,  and  hear  him  chat ; 
Selling  facetious  bargains,  and  propounding 
That  witty  recreation,  call'd  dum-founding. 
Their  lofs  with  patience  we  will  try  to  bear ; 
And  would  (^.0  more,  to  fee  you  often  here : 
That  our  dead  ftage,  revivM  by  your  fair  eyes. 
Under  a  female  regency  may  rile. 
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XXXIII. 
PROLOGUE  TO  THE  MISTAKES. 

Enter  Mr.  Bright. 
#^  Entlemen,  -we  muft  beg  your  pardon  5  here's  na 
^-^  Prologue  to  be  had  to-day  ;  our  new  play  U  like 
to  come  on,  without  a  frentlfplece;  as  bald  as  one  of 
you  young  beaux,  without  your  periwig.  I  left  our 
young  poet,  fniveling  and  fobbing  behind  the  fcenes, 
and  curling  ibmebody  that  has  deceived  hira. 

Efittr  Mr.  Bo  w  E  N. 
Hold  your  prating  to  the  audience ;  here's  honeft  Mr. 
Williams,  juft  come  in,  half  mellow,  from  the  Rof<f. 
Tavern.  He  fwears  he  is  infpired  with  claret,  and 
•will  come  on,  and  that  extempore  too,  either  with  a 
-prologue  of  his  own,  or  fomething  like  one :  O  here  he 
comes  to  his  trial,  at  all  adventures  j  for  my  part,  I  wi(h 
him  a  good  deliverance. 

[Exeunt  Mr,  Bright  attd Mr,  Boiveu* 


\ 


Enter  Mr.  Williams. 
Save  ye  firs,  fave  ye  !  I  am  in  a  hopeful  way. 
I  (hould  fpeak  fomething,  in  rhyme,  now^  for  the 

play  t 
But  the  duce  take  me,  if  I  know  what  to  fay. 
I'll  ftick  to  my  friend  the  author,  that  I  can  tell  ye. 
To  the  laft  drop  of  claret,  in  my  belly. 
So  far  I  'm  fure  'tisj-hyme — that  needs  no  granting  : 
And,  if  my  verfes  feet  ftumble— you  fee  my  owtv  ^i:<5. 
waoting. 


I 
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Our  young  poet  has  Jbroiight  a  piece  of  work. 

In  which,  though  much  of  art  there  does  not  lurk. 

It  mayliold  out  three  days— and  that's  as  long 

Corke. 
But,  for  this  play — (which  till  I  have  d^e,  we  (liow  not) 
T7hat  may  "be  its  fortune — -"by  the  Lord — 1  know  not. 
This  T  dare  fwenr,  no  malice  here  is  writi 
'Tis  innocent  of  afl  things — ev'n  of  wit. 
He's  no 'high -flyer — he  makes  no  fky-rockct«« 
His  fqu'ibs  are  only  levePd  at  vcur  pockets. 
And  if  his  crackers  11  glit  among  your  pelf, 
You  arc  blown  up  j  if  uot,:then  he's  blown  up  himfelf. 
By  tills  time,  I'm  fomething  recovorM  of  jny  fiuftor'd 

niadnefs  : 
And  now,  a  word  or  two  in  fobei*  fadneJ6. 
Ours  is  a  common  playj  and  you  pay  down 
A  common  harlot's  price — -juft  half  a  crown. 
You  'U  fay,  I  play  the  pimp,  on  iny  friend's  fcore^ 
J5  It,  fince  'tis  for  a  friend,  your  gibes  giyjc  o'er 
For  many  a  mother  has  done  that  before. 
How's  this,  you  cry?  an  a6lor write?— we  know  It^  i 

But  Shakei'peare  was  an  a6lor,  and  a  poet.  I 

Ha5  not  great  Jonfon's  learning,  often  fail'd? 
But  Shakefpeare's  greater  genius  ftill  prevail'd.  ; 

Have  not  fome  writing  aftors,  in  this  age 
Dcferv'd  and  found  fuccers  upon  the  llage  ? 
To  tell  the  truths  when  our  old  wit5  are  tir'd^ 
Not  one  of  us  but  meajis  to  be  infpir'd. 
Let  your  kind  prefence  grace  our  homely  cheer; 
IVace  and  the  butt,  is  all  our  bufmefs  here : 
t>o  mucb  foi  l\\;vX.  5--^t;^  x\x&  ^^nU  take  fmjill  beer 
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XXXIV. 

EntOGUE    toHBNRY    H^ 

[By  Mr.  Mo  u  nt  fo  ht,  1693. > 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  Bracegirdle. 

'TpflUS  you  the  iad  cataftnophc  have  fcen, 
^     Occafioird  by  a  miftrcfs  and  a  queen. 
Queen  Eleanor  the  proud  was  Frcnchy  they  fayf 
But  Englifli  manufacture  got  the  day.^ 
Jane  Clifford  was  her  name,  as  books  aver: 
Fair  Rofamond  was  but  her  Nom  de  guen^. 
Now  tell  me„  gallants,  would  you  lead  your  life 
With  I'uch  a  miftrefs,  or  with  fuch  a  wife  ? 
If  one  nuirt  be  your  choicer  which  d'ye  approve^ 
The  curtain  leclure^  or  the  curtain  love  ? 
Would  ye  be  godly  with- perpetual  ftrife, 
Still  drudging  on  with  homely  Jean  your,  wife  : 
Or  take  your  pleafure  in  a  wicked,  way ,- 
Like  honed  whonng  Hariy  in  the  play  ? 
I  guefs  your  minds :  the  miftrefs  would  be  takcn». 
And  naufeous  matrimony  fcnt  a  packing. 
The  dcvirs  in  you  all ;  mankind  'sa  rogue  5 
You  love  the  bride,  but  you  dcteft  the  clo^. 
Alter  a  year,  poor  fpoufe  is  left  i*  th*  lurch. 
And  yoU|  like  Hayncs,  return  to  mother- churcK. 
Or,  if  the  name  of  Church  comes  crofs-  your  mind^. 
Chapels  of  eafe  behind  our  fcenes  you  find. 
The  playhoufe  is  a  kind  of  market-place ; 
One  chaff;:x:s  for  a  voice,  another  for  a  face: 
T  3 
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Nay,  fome  of  you,  I  dare  not  fay  how  many. 
Would  buy  of  me  a  pen'woith  for  your  penny. 
Ev*n  this  poor  face,  wliich  with  my  fan  I  hide. 
Would  make  a  fhift  my  portion  to  provide. 
With  fome  fmall  perquifitcs  I  have  beHde. 
Though  for  your  love,  perhaps,  I  /hould  not  carc» 
I  coiijd  not  hate  a  man  that  bids  me  fair. 
What  might  enfue,  'tis  hard  for  me  to  tell  $ 
But  I  was  drench'd  to-day  for  loving  well, 
And  fear  the  pdifon  that  would  make  me  fwel]^ 

XXXV. 
A    PROLOGUE. 

/^  ALLANTS,  a  ba(hful  poet  bids  me  fay» 
^-^  He 's  come  to  lofe  his  maidenhead  tO'day.. 

Be  not  too  fierce  ;  for  he 's  but  green  of  age. 
And  ne*^er,  till  now,  debauchM  upon  the  ftage.. 
He  wants  the  fufFering  part  of  refolution, 
And  comes  with  blufhes  to  his  execution. 
5 re  you  deflower  his  Mufe,  he  hopes  the  pit 
Will  make  fome  fettlement  upon  his  wit.. 
Promife  him  well,  before  the  play  begin  : 
For  be  would  fain  be  cozened  into  fm. 
'Tis  not  but  that  he  knows  you  mean  to  fail  5 
But,  if  you  leave  him  after  being  frail. 
He  'Jl  have,  at  Icaft,  a  fair  pretence  to  rail : 
To  call  you  bafe,  and  fwear  you  us\l  him  ill. 
And  put  you  in  the  new  deferters  bill. 
Lord,  w\\2X  a  \Yoo^  o^  ^\\\it'd  men  we  fee  j 
£nQw  to  fill  ai\o\.\vw>/kit^>w^\ 
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But  this  the  ladies  may  with  patience  brook  t 

Theirs  are  not  the  firft  colours  you  forfbok. 

He  would  be  loth  the  beauties  t«  offend  ; 

But,  if  he  fhould,  he^s  not  too  old  to  mend. 

He 's  a  young  plants  in  his  fiift  year  of  bearing  $ 

But  his  friend  fwears,  he  will  be  worth  the  rearing;. 

His  glofs  is  ftill  upon  him  :  though  *tis  true 

He*s  yet  unripe,  y^t  take  him  for  the  blue.. 

You  think  an  apricot  half  green  is  beft  ^ 

There  *s  fweet  and  four,  and  one  fide  good  at  leaf^. 

Mangos  and  limes,  whofe  nourifliment  is  little. 

Though  not  for  food,  are  yet  preferv'd  for  pickle. 

So  this  green  writer  n>ay  pretend,  at  leaft. 

To  whet  your  ftomachs  for  a  better  feaft. 

He  makes  this  difference  in  the  fexes  toof. 

He  fells  to  men,  he  gives  himfcIF  to  you. 

To  both  he  would  contribute  Ibme  delight  ;- 

A  meer  poetical  hermaphrodite. 

Thus  he*s  equippM,  both  to  be  woo^d,.  and. woo  f.     ^,  - 

With  arms  offenGve  and  defenfive  too ;  C 

^Tis  hai'd^  he  thinks,  if  neither  part  will  do.  3* 

XXXVL 
Prologue    to  Albuma'Zar. 

'TT^O  fhy,  this  Comedy  pleasM  long  ago, 
^     Is  not  enough  to  make  it  pafs  you  now. 
Yet,  gentlemen,  your  anceftors  had  wit  $ 
When  few  men  ccnfm'^di  and  .1 '      "^rcr  writt 
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And  Jonfon,  of  thofe  few  the  beft,  chofe  this. 
As  the  beft  model  of  his  mafter-piece  : 
Subtle  was  got  by  our  Albumazar, 
That  Alchemift  6y  this  Aftrologer  j 
Here  be  was  faOiionM,  and  we  may  fuppoTe 
He  lik'd  the  fafhion  well,  who  wore  the  clothes. 
But  Ben  made  nobly  his  what  he  did  mould  ; 
What  was  another's  lead,  becomes  hrs  gold  : 
Like  an  unrighteous  conqueror  he  reigns, 
Yet  rules  that  well,  which  he  unjuftly  gains. 
But  this  our  age  fuch  authors  does  afford, 
As  make  whole  plays,  and  yet  fcarce  write  one  word : 
Who,  in  this  anarchy  of  wit,  rob  all. 
And  what's  their  plunder,  their  pofTeflion  call : 
Who,  like  bold  paddcrs,  fconi  by  night  to  prey. 
But  rob  by  fun-fhine,  in  the  face  of  day  t 
Nr.y  fcarce  the  common  ceremony  ufe 
Of,  Stand,  Sir,  and  deliver  up  your  Mufe  ; 
•But  knock  the  Poet  down,  and,  with  a  grace, 
Ivlount  Pegafus  before  the  owner's  face. 
Faith,  if  you  have  fuch  country  Toms  abroad, 
'Tis  time  for  all  true  men  to  leave  that  road. 
Yet  it  were  modeft,  could  it  but  be  faid. 
They  ftrip  the  living,  but  thefc  rob  the  deadi; 
Dare  with  the  mummies  of  the  Mufes  play. 
And  make  love  to  them  the  j^gyptian  wayj 
Oj  ,  as  a  rhyming  author  would  have  faid, 
Join  ihe  dead  living  to  the  living  dead. 
Such  men  in  Poetry  may  claim  fome  part: 
'They  have  iVve  Vic^wce,  thorgh  they  want  the  art 5 

Ana 
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And  might,  where  theft  was  praisM,  for  Laureats  ftand. 

Poets,  not  of  the  head,  but  of  the  hand. 

They  make  the  benefits  of  others  (tudyingy 

Much  like  the  meah  of  politic  Jack-Pudding, 

.Whofe  difh  to  challenge  no  man  Iras  the  courage; 

'Tis  all  his  own,  when  oner  he  has  fpit  r*  th'  porridge; 

But,  gcntlemeiT,  you  're  all  conccrnM  in  this  j 

You  are  in  fault  for  what  they  do  amifs  r 

For  they  their  thefts  ftill  undifcoverM  ^hink. 

And  dlirft  not  fteal,  unlefs  you  pleafe  to  wink. 

Perhaps,  you  may  award  by  your  decree, 

Tiiey  fliould'  refund  ;  but  that  can  never  be. 

For  fhould  you  letters  of  reprifal  feal, 

Thcfe  men  write  that  whicb  no  man  elfe  would  fteaL 


XXXVII. 
An     EPILOGUE. 

XT'  O U  faw  our  wife  was  chafte,  yet  throughly  try'd, 
*     And,  without  doubt,  y'  are  hugely  edify'd  j 
For,  like  omr  heroy  whom  we  ihew'd  to-day. 
You  think  no  woman  true,  but  in  a  play. 
Love  once  did  make  a  pretty  kind  of  ftiow  : 
Klleem  and  kindnefs  in  one  breaft  would  grow  :■ 
But 'twas  Heaven  knows  how  many  years  age 
Now  fome  fmall-chat,  and  guinea  expe£lation>. 
Gets  all  the  pretty  creatures  in  the  nation  t 
In  Comedy  your  little  felves  you  meet; 
'Tii>  Covent  Garden  drawn  in  Bridget-ftnet* 
'  7 
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Smile  on  our  author  then,  if  he  has  (hown 

A  jolly  nut-brown  baftard  of  your  own. 

Ah !  happy  you,  with  cafe  and  with  delight. 

Who  a6l  thofe  follies,  Poets  toil  to  write ! 

The  fwcating  >Iufe  does  almoft  leave  the  chace ; 

She  puffs,  and  hardly  keeps  your  Protean  vices  pace.. 

Pinch  you  but  in  one  vice,  away  you  fly 

To  fome  new  frilk  of  contrariety. 

You  roll  like  fnow-balls,  gathering  as  you  run  ;. 

And  get  feven  devils,  when  difpofiefs'd  of  one.. 

Your  Venus  once  viras  a  Platonic  queen  $ 

Nothing  of  love  befide  the  face  was  feen  ; 

But  every  inch  of  her  you  now  uncafe. 

And  clap  a  vizard-maik  upon  the  face  : 

For  fins  like  thefe,  the  zealous  of  the  land,. 

With  little  hair,  and  little  or  no  band. 

Declare  how  circulating  peftilcnces 

Watch,  every  twenty  years,  to  fnap  offences. 

Saturn,  ev'n  now,  takes  doiloral  degrees  j 

He'll  do  your  work  this  fummer  without  fees. 

Let  all  the  boxes,  Phoebus,  find  thy  grace. 

And,  ah,  preferve  the  eightecn-penny  place  I 

But  for  the  pit  confounders,  let  them  go. 

And  find  as  little  mercy  as  they  (how  : 

The  A6lors  thus,  and  thus  thy  Poets  pray  j 

For  every  aitic  fav'd,  thou  damn'ft  a  play. 
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Prologue  to  the  Husband  his  own  Cuckold. 

T    IKE  fome  raw  fophifter  that  mounts  the  pulpit» 

-■— '  So  trembles  a  young  poet  at  a  full  pit. 

Unus'd  to  crowds,  the  Parfoq  quakes  for  fear, 

And  wonders  how  the  devil  he  durft  come  there  $ 

Wanting  three  talents  needful  for  the  place; 

Some  beard,  fon:e  learning,  and  fbme  little  grace : 

Nor  is  the  puny  Poet  void  of  caiie. 

For  authors,  fuch  as  our  new  authors  are. 

Have  not  much  learning  nor  much  wit  to  fpare  s 

And  as  for  grace,  to  tell  the  truth,  there 's  fcarce  one^ 

But  has  as  little  as  the  very  Parfon : 

Both  fay,  they  preach  and  write  for  your  inftruAion  i 

But  'tis  for  1  third  day,  and  for  induAion. 

The  difference  is,  that  though  you  like  the  play» 

The  Poet's  gain  is  ne'er  beyond  his  day. 

But  with  the  Parfon  'tis  another  cale. 

He,  without  hoUnefs,  may  rife  to  grace  i 

The  Post  has  one  di  fad  vantage  more. 

That,  if  his  play  be  dull,  he  's  damn*d  all  o'er. 

Not  only  a  damn'd  blockhead,  but  damn*d  poor« 

But  dulnefs  weil  becomes  the  fable  garment  { 

I  wanant  that  ne'er  fpoil'd  a  Pricil's  preferment  1 

Wit 's  not  his  bufmefs ;  and  as  wit  now  goes, 

Sirs,  'tis  not  fo  much  yours  as  you  fuppofc, 

For  you  like  nothing  now  but  natifcoui  beaux* 
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You.  kugb  not,  gallants,  as  by  proof  appears, 
At  what  his  beau  (hip  fays,  but  what  he  wears  ; 
So  'tis  your  eyes  ace  tickled,,  not  your  ears  » 
Yhe  taylor  and  the  furrier  find  the  ftufF, 
The- wit  lies  in  the  di-efs,  and  monftrous  mufE- 
The  truth  on 't  is,  the  payment  of  the  pi^ 
Is  like  for  like,  dipt  money  for  dipt  wit.. 
You  cannot  from,  our  abfent  author  hope 
He  (Iiould  equip  the  ftage  with  fucb  a  fop  : 
Fools  change  in  England,  and  new  fiools  arife^- 
For  though  th'  immortal  fpecies. never  dies. 
Vet  every  year  new  maggots  make  new  flies. 
But  where  he  lives  abroad,  he  fcafce  can  find 
Out  fool,,  for  millions  that  he  left  behind*. 

XXXTX: 
Prologue  to  the  Pilgrim. 
Rfcvived  for  our  Author's  Benefit,  Anno  1700. 

T  T  O  W  wretched  is  the  f^te  of  thofe  who  write ! 
"*-  -*■   Brought  muzzled' to  the  ftage,  for  fear  they  bite, 
Where,  like  Tom  Dove,  they  ftand  the  common  foe;. 
Lugg'd  by  the  critic,  baited  by  the  beau-. 
Vet,  worfe,  their  brother  Poets  damn  the  play,- 
And  roar  the  loudell-^  though  they  never  pay. 
The  fops  are  proud  of  fcandalj  for  they  cry. 
At  every  lewd,  low  chara^ier,— That 's  I. 
He,  who  wwtes  letters  to  himfelf,  would  fwear,- 
Thc  world  forgot  him,  if  lie  was  not  there* 
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What  (liould  a  Poet  do  ?  'Tis  hard  for  one 
To  pleafure  all  the  fools  that  would  be  fhown  j 
i%nd  yet  not  two  in  ten  will  p«f8  the  town. 
Moft  coxcombs  are  -not  of  itbc  laughing  kind  ; 
More  goes  to  make  a  fop,  than  fops  can  find. 

Qtnck  Maiirys,  though  he  never  took  degreet 
In  either  of  our  univerfities  ; 
Yet  to  be  fhown  by  fomc  kind  wit  he  looks, 
Becatnc  he  played  the  fool  and  writ  three  bookt. 
But,  if  be  would  be  worth  a  Poet's  pen, 
He  muft'l^jmore  a  fool,  and  write  again  : 
For  all  the  former  fuftian  ftuffhe  wrote, 
Was  dtad-bom  doggrel,  or  is  quite  forgot  I 
His  man  of  Uz,  ftript  of  his  Hebrew  robe. 
Is  juft  the  proverb,  and  As  poor  as  Job. 
>One  woald  have  thought  he  could  no  longer  jog ; 
But  Arthur  was  a  levj^  Job's  atxig. 
There,  though  he  crept,  yet  ftill  he  kept  in  iight  j 
Butiiere,  he  founders  in,  and  (Inks  downright. 
Had  he  prepar'd  us,  and  been  dull  by  rule, 
Tobit  had  firft  been  tunf  d  to  ridicule  : 
But  our  bold  Briton,  wifbout  fear  or  awe^ 
O'er-leaps  at  once  the  whole  Apocrypha  ; 
Invades  the  Pfalms  with  rhymes,  and  leaves  no  rooa 
For  any  Vandal  Hopkins  yet  to  come. 

But  when.  If,  after  all,  this  godly  gecr 
Is  not  fo  fenfelefs  as  it  would  ap})ear ; 
Our  mountebank  has  laid  a  deeper  tram,  ^ 

His  cant, 'like  Merry  Andrew's  noble  van,  > 

Ciit-calls  the  Mki  to  draw  them  in  again.  ^ 
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At  leifure  hours,  in  epic  fong  he  dealsy 
Writes  to  the  rumbling  of  his  coach's  wheels, 
Prcfcribcs  in  hafte,  and  feldom  kills  by  rule, 
3ut  rides  tiiumphant  between  ftool  and  ftool. 

Well,  let  him  go;  'tis  yet  too  early  day. 
To  get  himfelf  a  place  in  farce  or  play.^ 
We  knew  not  by  what  name  we  fkould  arraign  him, 
2^or  no  one  category  can  contain  him  ; 
A  pedant,  canting  preacher,  and  a  quack^ 
Are  load  enough  to  break  one  afs's  back? 
At  laft  grown  wanton,  he  prefum'd  to  write, 
TraducM  two  kings,  their  kindnefs  to  requite ; 
One  made  the  do£^or,  and  one  dubbed  the  knigKl. 
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Epilogue    to  the  Pilgrim. 

PERHAPS  the  Parfon  ftretch'd  a  point  too  far, 
When  with  our  Theatres  he  wag'd  a  war. 
He  tells  you,  that  this  very  moral  age 
Received  the  firft  infeftion  from  the  ftage. 
But  fure,  a  banifhM  court,  with  lewdnefs  fraught. 
The  feeds  of  open  vice,  returning,  brought. 
Thus  lodged  (as  vice  by  great  example  thrives) 
It  firft  debauchM  the  daughters  and  the  wives. 
Xondon,  a  fruitful  foil,  yet  never  bore 
So  plentiful  a  crop  of  horns  before. 
Tlie  Poets,  who  muft  live  by  courts,  or  ftarvc. 
Were  proud,  fo  good  a  government  to  ferve  j 

7  And, 
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And,  mixing  with  bufFoons  and  pimps  prophnne. 
Tainted  the  Stage,  for  fome  ftnall  fiiip  of  gain, 
fPor  they,  like  harlots,  under  bawds  profeft, 
Took  all  th'  ungodly  pains,  and  got  the  Icaft, 
Thus  did  the  thriving  malady  prevail. 
The  court  its  head,  the  Poets  but  the  tail. 
The  (in  was  of  our  native  growth,  'tis  true  j 
The  fcandal  of  the  fin  was  wholly  new. 
•Mifles  they  were,  but  modeftly  conceaPd  { 
White^hall  the  naked  Venus  firft  rcveaPd. 
Who  (landing  as  at  Cyprus,  in  her  fhrinc* 
The  ftnimpet  was  adorM  vwth  rites  divine* 
Ere  this,  if  faints  had  any  fecret  motion, 
Twas  chambcr-praflice  all,  and  clofe  devotion. 
I  pafs  the  peccadillos  of  their  time ; 
Notliing  but  open  lewdnefs  was  a  crime. 
A  monarch'^  blood  was  venial  to  the  nation, 
Compared  with  one  foul  aft  of  fornication. 
Now,  they  would  filence  us,  and  fhut  the  door. 
That  let  in  all  the  bare-fac'd  vice  before. 
As  for  reforming  us,  which  fome  pretend. 
That  work  in  England  is  without  an  end  t 
Well  may  wc  change,  but  we  (hall  never  mend. 
Yet,  if  you  can  but  bear  the  prefent  Stage, 
We  hope  much  better  of  the  coming  age. 
What  would  you  fay,  if  we  fliould  drR  begin 
To  ftop  the  trade  of  love  behind  the  fcene  1 
Where  aflrefTes  make  bold  with  married  men  ? 
For  while  abroad  fo  prodigal  the  dolt  is, 
Poor  fpoufe  at  home  at  ragged  at  a  colt  !•• 


^g  ©RYDEN'S     POEM6. 

In  fliort,  we'll  grow  as  moral  as  we  can, 
iSave  here  and  there  a  woman  or  a  man  : 
But  neither  you,  nor  we,  with  all  our  pains, 
Can  make  dean  work ;  there  will  be  Tome  remains. 
While  you  have  ftill  your  Oats,  and  we  our  Hains 


,} 


EPIGRAM, 
On  the  Dutchefs  of  PoRTSMbuxH's  Picture. 

^  URE  we  do  live  by  Cleopatra's  age, 

*^  Since  Sunderland  does  govern  now  the  ftage  s 

She  of  Septimius  had  nothing  made, 

Pompey  alone  had  been  by  her  betray 'd. 

Were  (he  a  poet,  (he  would  furely  boaft. 

That  all  the  world  for  pearls  had  well  been  loiL 

EPITAPH. 

Intended  for  Mr.  Dr  yd  en's  Wife- 

ERE  lies  my  wife  :  here  let  her  lie  ! 
Now  (he  's  at  reft,  and  fo  am  L    * 


H 


Description  of  old  Jacob  Tokson*. 
'YYT'ITH  leering  look,  bull-fac'd,  and  freckled  fair, 

^  ^     With  two  left- legs,  with  Judas -coloured  hair. 
And  frowzy  jjores  that  taint  the  aiwbient  air.— 

•  On  Tonfon's  refufing  to  give  Dryden  tlie  price  hr 
allaed  for  his  Virgil,  the  Poet  ient  him  the  above  ;  and 
added,  "  TeH  the  dog,  that  he  who  wrote  them,  can 
"  wiite  more.'*     The  monty  was  j«id. 
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To   the  unknown  Avthok    of  Absalom 
aad  AcHiTOPHEL. 


1 


np  AKE  it  as  eamcft  of  a  faith  rencwM, 
*     Your  theme  is  vaft,  your  veric  divir.el7  gf'fftl  ? 
Where,  though  the  Nine  their  beauteous  ftrokes  repeaty 
And  the  tumM  lines  on  gol;icn  anviU  Heat, 
It  looks  as  if  they  ftrook  them  at  a  heat. 
So  all  ferenely  great.  To  jaft  refined. 
Like  angels  love  to  human  feed  inclinM, 
[t  ftarts  a  giant,  and  exalts  the  kind. 
•Tis  fpirit  feen,  whofe  fiery  atoms  roll. 
So  brightly  fierce,  each  fyllahlc  *s  a  fotiL 
*Ti8  miniature  of  man,  but  he  *s  ail  heart ; 
•Tis  what  the  world  would  be,  but  wnnts  the  art  | 
To  whom  ev'n  the  fanaticks  altar*  raife. 
Bow  in  their  own  defpite,  and  grin  your  pnife  | 
As  if  a  Milton  from  th:  dea  1  arofe, 
FiPd  off  the  mft,  and  the  ri^ht  party  chofc. 
Mor,  Sir,  be  (hock'd  at  whit  ths  gloomy  fnry  j 
Turn  not  your  feet  too  inward,  nor  too  fplay. 
Tis  gracfoas  all,  and  great  s  Piifti  on  your  theme  | 
Lean  your  griev'd'head  on  David's  diidf-m. 
David,  that  rebel  Ifracrs  envy  movM  ; 
PtHud,  hy  God  and  all  |^ood  men  be\oVA« 

you  JL  u  "^^ 
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The  beauties  of  your  Abfalom  excel  : 
But  more  the  charms  of  charming  Annabel : 
Of  Annabel,  than  May*8  Brft  mom  m^re  bright, 
Chearful  as  fummer's  noon,  and  chafte  as  winter's  night. 
Of  Annabel,  the  Mufes  deareft  theme; 
Of  Annabel,  the  angel  of  my  dream. 
Thus  let  a  broken  eloquence  attend. 
And  to  your  uiafter-piece  thefe  (hadows  fend. 

Nat.  Lee. 

*^*  Mr  Duke's  verfes  to  Mr  Drydcn  may  be  focn 
in  the  volume  of  his  Poems. 

To  the  concealed  Author  of  Absalom 
and  AcHiTOPHEL. 

T  T  AIL,  heaven-born  Mufe  I  hail,  every  facred  page  ! 

-■-  -*■   The  glory  of  our  ifle  and  of  our  age. 

Th"  infpiring  fun  to  Albion  draws  more  nigh, 

The  north  at  length  teems  with  a  work,  to  vie 

With  Homer's  flame  and  Virgil's  majefty. 

While  Pindus'  lofiy  heights  our  poet  fought, 

(His  ravi(h'd  mind  with  vaft  ideas  fraught) 

Our  language  fail'd  beneath  his  rifmg  thought. 

This  checks  not  his  attempt  j  for  Maro's  mines 

He  drains  of  all  their  gold,  t'  adorn  his  lines  : 

Through  each  of  which  the  Mantuan  Genius  ihines. 

'^I'he  rock  obey'd  the  powerful  Hebrew  guide. 

Her  flinty  breaft  difl^olv'd  into  a  tide  : 

Thus  on  our  fl:ubborn  language  he  prevails. 

And  makes  t\\e  Hdkotv  vo.  ^V^cVi  las  fails  j 

3  '^^ 
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The  dialect,  as  wdl  as  fenfc,  invents, 
nd,  with  his  p«fm,  a  new  fp«ch  prefents* 
l^iJ  thtn^  thon  matdileff  Bard,  tliQU  great  unicnowni 
hat  give  yotir  counlty  fame,  yet  fhun  your  own  ! 

In  vain  9  for  every  where  your  pfaiib  you  find, 
nd,  not  to  mei;t  k*  you  mull  fhun  mink-ind, 
our  loyal  theme  each  loyal  reader  draws*  1 

And  ev'n  the  fa^ioita  give  yoiir  verfc  qjplaiire,  J* 

![Whofc  lightning  ftrikc*  to  ground  ihcfir  idol  cau(b  »    J 
he  cauie  For  whof^  dtiir  fake  they  drank  a  flood 
f  civil  gore,  nor  fpar'd  the  royal  blood  | 
he  caufe,  whofe  growth  to  craih,  our  prtlatci  wrote 

In  vain,  alnioft  in  vain  our  heroes  fdugbt  | 
ct  by  one  ftab  of  your  keen  fatire  dies  t 
«foi^  yonrfacrcd  linca  their  fhatterd  Dagon  lies. 
Oh  !  if  unworthy  we  appear  to  know 

The  firCj  to  whom  this  to^ely  birth  we  owe  s 

Deny*d  onr  ready  homage  to  eitprefs, 
nti  can  at  beft  but  thnnkful  be  by  guefs  j 
Itis  hope  r^mabfl  :  May  David's  godhke  mind^ 
or  him  'twas  wrote)  the  unknown  author  And  | 

And,  having  founti*  Ihowcr  equal  favours  down 
n  wit  fo  vaitf  ^&  coy  Id  oblige  a  cttjwji, 

K,  T  A  T  t. 


A 
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Upon  the  A  u  t  b  or  of  tlic    Medal* 


N  C  E  more  om  awful  poet  aitnsp  V  engage 
Tht  tiire^tteiiing  hydra-faflion  ©f  the  agcf 
cc  more  ptcparcs  his  diiendfui  pen  to  witld. 
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By  art  and  nature  for  this  tafk  dcfign'd. 

Yet  modeft^y  the  fight  he  long  declined  ; 

Forbore  the  torrent  of  his  verfe  to  pour, 

Nor  loosM  his  fatire  tiH  the  needful  hour. 

His  fovereign's  right,  ty  patience  half  betray'd, 

WakM  his  avenging  genius  to  his  aid. 

Bleft  Mufc,  whofe  wit  with  fuch  a  caufe  was  crown'd. 

And  bleft  the  caufe  that  fuch  a  champion  found  ! 

With  chofen  Verfe  upon  tha  foe  he  falls, 

And  black  fedition  in  each  quarter  galls  j 

Yet,  like  a  prince  with  fubjc6>s  forcM  t'  engage. 

Secure  of  conqueft  he  rebates  his  rage ; 

His  fury  not  without  diftin6lion  fheds. 

Hurls  mortal  bolts,  but  on  devoted  heads  5 

To  lefs-infefted  members  gentle  found. 

Or  fpares,  or  elfe  pours  balm  into  the  wound. 

Such  generous  grace  th'  ingratcful  tribe  abufe. 

And  trerpnfs  on  the  mercy  of  his  Mufe  : 

Tl\eir  wretched  doggrel  rhymers  forth  they  bring, 

T^o  fnarl  and  bark  againft  the  pcets'  king; 

A  crew,  that  fcandalize  the  nation  more, 

Than  all  their  treafon-canting  priefts  before. 

On  tliefe  he  fcarce  vouchfafes  a  fcornful  fmile. 

But  on  their  powerful  patrons  turns  his  ftyle : 

A  flylo  fo  keen,  as  ev'n  from  fa6lIon  clraws 

T!ij  vital  poilbn,  ftabs  to  th'  heart  their  caufe. 

Take  then,  great  Bard,  what  tribute  we  can  raife  z 

Accept  our  thanks,  for  you  tranfcend  our  praife. 

I  N.    T  A  T  I. 

To 


\ 
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To  the  unknown  Author  of  the  Medal; 
and  of  Absalom  and  Achitophel. 

THUS  pious  ignorance,  with  dubious  praife, 
Altai's  of  old  to -Gods  unknown  did  raife  : 
They  knew  not  the  lov'd  deity  j  they  knew 
Divine  effefts  a  caufe  divine  did  fhew ;. 
Nor  can  we  doubt,  when  fuch  thefe  numbers  are, 
Such  is  their  caufe,  though  the  word  Mufe  (hall  dare  | 
Their  facred  worth  in  humble  verfe  declare.    • 

As  gentle  Thames,  charm'dwith  thy  tuneful  fong, 
Glides  in  a  peaceful  majefty  along; 
No  rebel  ftone,  no  lofty  bank,  doe«  brave 
The  eafy  paflage  of  his  filent  wave  : 
.  So,  facred  poet,  fo  thy  numbers  flow, 
Sinewy,  yet  mild  as  happy  lovers  wooe  ; 
Strong,  yet  harmonious  too  as  planets  move. 
Yet  foft  as  down  upon  the  wings  of  love. 
How  fweet  does  virtue  in  your  drefs  appear ; 
How  much  more  charming,  when  much  lefs  fcvere ! 
Whilrt  you  our  fenfes  harmlefsly  beguile. 
With  all  th'  allurements  of  your  happy  ftile  { 
Y*  infinuate  loyalty  with  kind  deceit. 
And  into  fenfe  th*  unthinking  many  cheat. 
So  the  fweet  Thracian  with  hit  charming  lyre 
Into  rude  nature  virtue  did  infpire ; 
So  he  the  favage  herd  to  reafon  drew, 
Ycc  fcarcc  Co  fweety  fo  charmingly  as  you. 
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O  that  you  would,  with  fome  fuch  powerful  charm. 

Enervate  Albion  to  juft  valour  warm  I 

Whether  much-fuffering  Charles  fhall  theme  afford. 

Or  the  great  deeds  of  godlike  James's  fword. 

Again  fair  Gallia  might  be  ours,  again 

Another  fleet  might  pafs  the  rubje6t  main. 

Another  Edward  lead  the  Britons  on. 

Or  fuch  an  Offory  as  you  did  moan  ; 

While  in  fuch  numbers  you,  in  fuch  a  ftrain. 

Inflame  their  courage,  and  reward  their  pain. 

Let  falfe  Achitophel  the  rout  engage. 
Talk  eafy  Abfalom  to  rebel  rage  ; 
Let  frugal  Shimei  curfe  in  holy  zeal. 
Or  modeft  Corah  more  new  plots  reveal  j 
Whilft  conftant  to  himfelf,  fecure  of  fate. 
Good  David  ftill  maintains  the  royal  ftate. 
Though  each  in  vain  fuch  various  ills  employs^ 
Firmly  he  ftand,  and  ev'n  thofe  ills  enjoys  ; 
Firm  as  fair  Albion,  midft  the  raging  main. 
Surveys  incircling  danger  with  difdain. 
In  vain  the  waves  aflfault  the  unmov'd  fliore,  ^ 

In  vain  the  winds  with  mingled  fury  roar,  > 

Fair  Albion's  beauteous  cliffs  fliine  whiter  than  before.  } 

Nor  (halt  thou  move,  though  hell  thy  fall  confpire. 
Though  the  worfe  rage  of  zeaPs  fanatic  iii-e  ; 
Thou  beft,  thou  greateit  of  the  Briti/h  race. 
Thou  only  fit  to  fill  grreat  Charles's  place. 

Ah,  wretched  Britons  !  ah,  too  Itubborn  Jfle  ! 
Ah,  ft.lff-iitck.'d  Ifrael  on  bieit  Cauaaii's  foil  I 

Arc 


\ 
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Are  thofe  dear  proofs  of  heaven's  indulgence  vain, 

Reftoring  David  and  his  gentle  reign  ? 

Is  it  in  vain  thou  all  the  goods  doft  know, 

Aiifpicious  ftars  on  mortals  (hed  below, 

While  all  thy  fti-eams  with  milk,  thy  lands  with  honey 

flow? 

No  more,  fond  ifle  !  no  more  thyfelf  engage 
In  civil  fury,  and  inteftine  rage  : 
No  rebel  zeal  thy  duteous  land  nK)left, 
But  a  fmooth  calm  foothe  every  peaceful  breaft. 
While  in  fuch  charming  notes  divinely  fings 

The  beft  of  poets,  of  the  beft  of  kings. 

J.  Ap  AM  s* 

To  Mr.  Dryden,.  on  his  Religio  Laicl*. 

^np  HOSE  Gods  the  pious  ancients  did  adore,, 

-■^     They  learnt  in  verfe  devoutly  to  iraploic, 
Thinking  k  rude  to  ufe  the  common  way 
Of  talk,  when  they  did  to  fuch  beings  pray. 
Nay,  they  that  taught  religion  firft,  thought  Qt 
In  verfe  its  facred  precepts  to  tranfmit : 
So  Solon  too  did  bis  firft  ftatutes  draw» 
And  every  little  ftanza  was  a  law. 
By  thefe  few  precedents  we  plainly  fee 
The  primitive  defign  of  poetry ; 
Which,  by  reftoring  to  its  native  ufe. 
You  generoufly  have  refcued  from  abufe; 
Whilft  your  lov'd  Mufe  docs  in  fweet  numbers  fing,. 
She  vindicates  hec  God,  and  godlike  king, 

U  4  A<d\d&^ 
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Atbeid,  and  rebel  too,  (he  docs  oppofe 

(God  and  the  king  have  always  the  fame  foes). 

Legions  of  veife  you  railc  in  their  defence. 

And  write  the  faAious  to  obedience ; 

Yuu  the  bold  Arian  to  aims  defy, 

A  conquering  champion  for  the  Deity 

Again  ft  the  whigs  firft  parents,  who  did  dare 

To  (iifinherit  God- Almighty's  heir. 

And  what  the  hot-brain\l  Arian  firft  began. 

Is  carried  on  by  the  Socinian, 

Who  ftill  afToctates  to  keep  God  a  man. 

But  'tis  the  prince  of  poets'  talk  alone 

T'aflert  the  rights  of  God's  and  Charles's  throne. 

Whilft  vulgar  poets  purchafe  vulgar  fame 

By  chaunting  Chloris'  or  fair  Phyllis'  name  ^ 

Whofe  reputation  fliall  laft  as  long, 

As  fops  and  Indies  fing  the  amorous  fong. 

A  nobler  fubjcft  wifely  they  refufe. 

The  mighty  weight  would  crufli  their  feeble  Mufe. 

So,  ftory  tells,  a  painter  once  would  try 

With  his  hold  hand  to  limn  a  deity  i 

And  he,  by  frequent  prailifing  that  part. 

Could  draw  a  minor-god  with  wondrous  art : 

But  when  great  Jove  did  to  the  workman  fit. 

The  thundertr  fuch  horror  did  beget. 

That  put  the  frighted  aitift  to  a  Ihnd, 

And  made  his  pencil  (hop  from  's  baffled  hand. 


} 
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To  Mr.  Dry  DEN,    upon  his  Tianflation  of  the 
Third  Book  of  Virgil's  Georgicks. 
A    PINDARIC    ODE. 
By  Mr.  John   Dennis. 

^T  THILE  mounting  with  expanded  wings 

^  ^    TheMantuan  fwan  unbounded  heaven  cxplorcf^ 
While  with  feraphic  founds  he  tov/ering  fingSj 
Till  to  divinity  he  foars  : 
Mankind  (lands  wondering  at  his  flight, 
Charm'd  with  his  mufick,  and  his  height  s 

Which  both  tranfcend  our  praife. 
Nay  Gods  incline  their  ravifhM  cars. 
And  tune  their  own  harmonious  fphsres^ 

To  his  melodious  lays. 
Thou,  Dryden,  canft  his  notes  recite 
In  modern  numbers,  which  exprefs 
Their  roufick,  and  their  utmoft  might  i 
Thou,  wondroQs  poet,  with  fucceft 
Canft  emulate  his  flight. 
II. 
Sometimes  of  humble  rural  things. 
Thy  Mufe,  which  keeps  great  Maro  tUll  in  fight, 
In  middle  air  with  varied  numbers  fings  ; 
And  fometimes  her  fonorous  flight 
To  heaven  lublimcly  wings. 
But  firft  takes  time  with  majefty  to  rife. 

Then,  without  pride,  divinely  great. 

She  mounts  her  native  (kies; 
And,  Goddels  like,  retains  her  ftatc 

en  down  again  (he  iW«;%,  ^q."«k^ 
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Bolk  to  dcfRft  ker  fiigltt,  and  nue. 

Thns  Meravj  £nai  ks¥ca  ddbcndsy  | 

Aad  t9  ^bas  wadtr 'woM  }:^  jaaroer  hexid^ 

WhcB  Joyg  fas  dread  comiaiiMb  fcas  ^Iieu  s  . 

Bc^  ffily  ddctadinfy  dsgskj  maiiitaiBSy  j 

As  mnek  a  God  apon  oar  bvmbde  plains. 
As  vim  Jbcy  towQiBg,  rt-aiccads  to  keaTtai. 

m.  I 

B«t  vfacB  &w  Gxidi^tU  takes  Ikt  fliglit, 
Widk  £>  mach  aiaje&Ty  to  fodi  a  be%^ 
As  can  aloBc  ^i£ce  to  pFore, 
Tbat  flie  <lc£:aids  from  mig^tty  Jove  s 
Gods !  knr  dbj  dioogjbts  tben  Hie,  and  £bar,  and  ihinc 
Iflmofftal  fpirit  animatrs  eack  Iidc  ; 
Each  widi  bngfet  ibuBc  diat  fires  our  fimls  is  cioivnM, 
Eadi  has  i3agni£cf:sce  of  fcosd. 

And  harmocy  diriije. 
Thos  xbjt  fir^  orbs,  in  their  kigh  rooDds^ 

With  flunicg  p&cp  aivarcc ; 
Aod  to  their  crsrn  caele&I^  ibonis 
MaJefecsJly  daiEce. 
Od,  with  cttTii:il  r.ispbcsy,  thej  roil. 
Each  tuTD^d  in  its  hsLrmoiiiaas  coaiic. 
And  each  infona'd  by  the  piodigioBS  force 
Of  an  enspyieal  £b;^ 
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